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TO 


DAVID WILKIE, ESQ. R.A, 


My dfae Sib, 

You may remember, that in the rambles we once took 
^ together about some of the old cities of Spain, particularly 
Toledo and Seville, we remarked a strong mixture of tbe 
Saracenid^with the Gothic, remaining from the time of the 
Moors; and'^were more tliaii once struck with scenes and 
incidents in the streets, which reminded us of passages in the 
Arabian bTights.” You then mged me to write something 
that should illustrate those peculiarities, something in the 
Haroun Alrasohed style,” that should have a dash of that 
Arabian spice which pervades everything in Spain. I call 
this to your mind to show you that you are, in some degree, 
^'esponsible for the present work, in which I have given a 
/^Arabesque” sketches from the life, and tales foitndeci 
' popular traditions, which were chiefly stnick-off during 
residence in one of the most Moiisco-Spanish places in 
the Peninsula. 

I inscribe these pages to you as a memorial of tiie 
pleasant scenes we have witnessed together in that land 
of adventure, and as a testimonial of an esteem for your 
worth which is only exceeded by admiration of your talents. 

Your friend and fellow-traveller, 

'JtlAT, 1SS2. 


THE AUTHOR 
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THE JOURHEY, 


If the Spring of 1829, the Anthor of tliis Work, whom 
curiosity had brought into Spain, made a rambling expedition 
from Seyille to Granada in company with a Mend, a member 
of the Russian Embassy at MacMd. Accident had tlirown us 
together from distant regions of the globe, and a similarity of 
taste led ns to wander together among the mmantic moim- 
tains ol^Vndalnsia. Should these pages meet his eye, whererer 
throym b}?- the duties of Ms station, whether mingling in the 
pageantry’^of courts, or meditating on the truer glories of 
Nature, may they recall the scenes of our adventurous com- 
panionsiiip, and with them the remenibmnce of one, in •whom 
neither time nor» distance v\dll oblitemte the remembrance of 
his gentleness and worth. 

And here, before setting forth, let me indulge in a few 
previous remarks on Spanish sceneiy and Spanish tz’avel- 
ling. Many are apt to picture Spain to their imaginations as 
a soft southern region, decked out with all the luxuriant charms 
of voluptuous Italy. On the contrary, though there are 
exceptions in some of the maritime provinces, yet, for tlie 
gimter part, it is a stern, melancholy country, with nagged 
mountains, and long sweeping plains, destitute of trees, and 
indescribably silent and lonesome, partaking of the savage and 
solitary chameter of Africa. What adds to this silence and 
loneliness, is the absence of singing-birds, a natural conse- 
quence of the want of gi’oves and hedges. The vulture and 
the eagle aie seen wheeling about the mountain-clMs, and 
soaring over the plains, and groups of shy bustards stalk about 
the heaths ; but the myriads of smaller birds, which animate 
the whole face of other countries, are met with in but fe%v 
provinces in Spain, and in those chiefly among tlie orchards 
and gardens which surround the habitations of man. 

In the interior provinces the traveller occasionally traverses 
great tracts cultivated with gimn as fai' as the eye can reacM 
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■waviiig at times with verdure, at other times naked and 
sunburnt ; but he looks round in vain for the hand that has 
tilled the soil. At length, he perceives some village on a 
a steep Mil, or rugged crag, with mouldering battlements and 
ruined watch-tower ; a strong-bold, in old times, against civil 
war, or Moorish inroad ; for the custom among tiie peasantry 
of congregating together for mutual protection, is stiQ kept uj) 
in most parts of Spain, in consequence of the maraudings of 
roving freebooters. 

But though a great part of Spain is deficient in the garni- 
ture of gi’oves and forests, and the softer charms of ornamental 
cultivation, yet its scenery has sometMng of a high and lofty 
character to compensate the want. It paiiakes something of 
the attributes of its people j and I tbinlt tliat I better under- 
stand the proud, hardy, frugal, and abstemious Spa:pird, bis 
manly defiance of hardsMps, and contempt of eifeminate 
indulgences, since I have seen the country he inhabits. 

There is sometMng, too, in the sternly simple features of 
the Spanish landscape, that impi'esses on the soul a feeling of 
sublimity. The immense plains of the Cfestiies and of La 
Mancha, extending as far as the eye can reach, derive an 
interest from their very nakedness and immensity, and have 
sometMng of the solemn grandeur of the ocean. In mnging 
over these boimdless wastes, the eye catclies sight here and 
there of a straggling herd of cattle attended by a lonely herds- 
man, motionless as a statue, with Ms long slender pike 
tapering up like a lance into the air j or, beholds a long train 
of mules slowly moring along the waste like a tiuin of camels 
in the desert ; or, a single herdsman, armed with blunderbuss 
and stiletto, and prowling over tbe plain. Thus the country^ 
the habits, the very looks of the people, have something of the 
Ambian character. The general inseemity of the country is 
evinced in the universal use of weapons. Tlie herdsman in the 
held, the shepherd in the plain, has Ms musket and his knife. 
The wealthy villager rarely ventures to the market-town with- 
out Ms trabuco, and, perhaps, a servant on foot with a 
blunderbuss on his shoulder ; and the most petty joiirney is 
undertaken with the preparation of a warlike enteiprise. 

The dangers of the road produce also a mode of travelling, 
resembling, on a diminutive scale, tbe caim^ans of the east. 
The arrieros, or can'iers, congi’egrate in convoys, and set off 
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in large and well-aimed trains on appointed days ; wliile addi- 
tional travellers swell their nnrnher, and contribute to their 
strength. In this primitive way is the commerce of the country 
carried on. The muleteer is the general medium of traiBc, and 
the legitimate traverser of the land, crossing the peninsula from 
the Pyrenees and the Asturias to the Alpuxarras, the Seimnia 
de Eonda, and even to the gates of Gibraltar. He lives 
frugally and hardily : his alfoijfis of coarse cloth hold las 
scanty stock of provisions ; a leathern bottle hanging at his 
saddle-bow, contains wine or water, for a supply across baiTen 
mountains and thirsty plains. A mule-cloth spread upon the 
ground, 4s his bed at night, and liis pack-saddle is his pillow. 
His low, but clean-limbed and sinewy form betokens strength ; 
his complexion is dark and sunburnt ; his eye resolute, but 
quiet iB^. its expression, except when kindled by sudden emo- 
tion ; his d^meiuiour is frank, manly, and courteous, and he 
never passes you without a grave salutation : “ Dios guarde h 
usted !*’ Va listed con Dios, Caballero 1” God guard you ! 
God be with yoin Cavalier ! ” 

As these men nave often their whole fortune at stake upon the 
burthen of their mules, they have their weapons at hand, slung 
to their saddles, and ready to be snatched out for desperate 
defence. But their milted numbers render them secure against 
petty bauds of marauders, and the solitary bandolero, armed 
to the teeth, and mounted on his xindalusian steed, hovers 
about them, like a pirate about a merchant convoy, ^rithoiit 
daiing to make an assault. 

The Spanish muleteer has an inexliaustible stock of songs 
and ballads, with wiiich to beguile his incessant wayfaring. 
The airs are rude and simple, consisting of but few inflections. 
These he chaunts forth with a loud voice, and long, cfrawling 
cadence, seated sideways on his mule, who seems to listen with 
infinite gravity, and to keep time, with his paces, to the tune. 
The couplets thus chanted, are often old traditional romances 
about the Moors, or some legend of a saint, or some love-ditty ; 
or what is still more frequent, some ballad about a bold con- 
trabandista, or hardy bandolero, for the smuggler and the 
robber are poetical heroes among the common people of Spain. 
Often, the song of the muleteer is composed at the instant, and 
relates to some local scene, or some incident of the journey. 
This talent of singing and improvising is frequent in Spain, 
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and is said to iiave been inherited from the Moors. There is 
something wildljpleasing in listening to these ditties among the 
rude and lonely scenes that they illustrate ; accompanied, as 
they are, by the occasional jingle of the mule-belL 

It has a most picturesque effect also to meet a train of 
muleteers in some mountain-pass. First you hear the bells of 
the leading mxilcs, breaking vdth their simple melody the 
stillness of the airy height ; or, perhaps, the voice of the mule- 
teer admonishing some tardy or wandering animal, or chant- 
ing, at the foil stretch of his lungs, some traditionary ballad. 
At length you see the mules slowly vending along the craggcd 
defile, sometimes descending precipitous cliffs, so as to present 
fchemilelves in full relief against the sky; sometimes toiling ii|> - 
the deep arid chasms below you. As they ap23roaeh, you 
descry their gay decorations of worsted tufts, tasi®s, and 
saddle-cloths, while, as they pass by, the ever-ready trabiico 
slung behind the packs and saddles, gives a hint of the inse- 
curity of the road. 

The ancient kingdom of Granada, into wljjjch we are about 
to penetrate, is one of the most mountainous regions of Spain, 
Vast sierras, or chains of mountains, destitute of shrub or tree, 
and mottled with variegated marbles and granites, elevate 
their sun-burnt summits against a deep-blue sky ; yet in their 
rugged bosoms lie engulphed the most verdant and fertile 
valley, where the desert and the garden strain for mastery, 
and the very rock is, as it were, compelled to yield the fig, 
the orange, and the citron, and to blossom with the myrtle and 
the rose. 

In the wild passes of these mountains the sight of walled 
toTOs and villages, built like eagles’ nests among the clifis, and 
surrounded by Moorish battlements, or of ruined watch-towei*s 
j^erohed on lofty peaks, canies the mind back to the chivalric 
days of Christian and Moslem warflire, and to the romantic 
struggle for the conquest of Granada. In traversing tiiese 
lofty sien’as the traveller is often obliged to alight and lead 
his horse up and doTO the steep and jagged ascents and 
descents, resembling the broken steps of a staircase. Some- 
times the road winds along dizzy precipices, -without parapet ^ 
to guard him from the gulfs below, and then will plunge dcAni 
Steep, and dark, and dangerous declivities. Sometimes it 
straggles tlirougli rugged ban'ancos, or ravines, worn by win- 
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ter torrents^ the obscure path of the contrabandista ; while, 
ever and anon, the ominous cross, the monument of robbery 
and murder, erected on a mound of stones at some lonely part 
of the road, admonishes the traveller that he is among the 
haunts of banditti, perhaps at that very moment under the 
eye of some Im'king bandolero. Sometimes, in winding 
through the narrow valleys, he is staii;led by a hoarse helloving, 
and beholds above him on some green fold of the mountain 
side a hezxl of fierce Andalusian hulls, destined for the combat 
of the arena. There is something awful in the contemplation 
of these terrific animals, clothed with tremendous strength, 
and ranging their native pastures in untamed wildness, 
strangers almost to the face of man : they know no one but 
the solitary herdsman who attends upon them, and even he 
dares not venture to approach them. The low bel- 
lowing of ^lese hulls, and theii* menacing aspect as they look 
doTO from^their rocky height, give additional wildness to the 
savage scenery around. 

I have been betrayed unconsciously into a longer disquisi- 
tion than I liacf intended on the general features of Spaiiish 
travehing ; hut there is a romance about all the recollections 
of the Peninsula that is dear to the imagination. 

It was on the first of May that my companion and myself 
set forth from Seville on our route to Granada. We had 
' made all due preparations for the nature of our joiUTiej, which 
lay tlirough mountainous regions, where the roads are little bet- 
ter than mere mule-paths, and too frequently beset by robbers. 
The most valuable part of our luggage had been forwarded by 
the arrieros ; we retained merely clothing and necessaries for 
the journey, and money for the expenses of the road, with a 
sufficient surplus of the latter to satisfy the expectations of 
robbers should we be assailed, and to save ourselves fi‘om, the 
rough treatment that a-waits the too-wary and empty-handed 
traveller. A couple of stout hired stee^ were provided for 
ourselves, and a third for our scanty luggage, and for the con- 
veyance of a, sturdy Biscayan lad of about twenty years of 
age, who was to guide us through the perplexed mazes of the 
mountain roads, to take care of the horses, to act occasionally 
as our valet, and at all times as om* guard j for he had a for- 
midable trabuco or carbine, to defend us fi'om rateros, or 
solitary footpads, about which weapon he made much vain- 
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glorious boast, though, to the discredit of his generahliip, I 
must say that it generally hung unloaded behind Iiis sadtile. 
He Yfas, however, a faithM,, cheery, kind-heaited ereatiu-e. hill 
of saws and proverbs as that miracle of squires tlie reiiCAvneil 
Sancho himself, whose name we bestowed upon him ; and like 
a time Spaniard, though treated by us with com|>anicfnalfle 
familiarity, he never for a moment, in his utmost hiltudty, 
overstepped the bounds of respectful decorum. 

Thus equipped and attended, we set out on our journey, 
with a genuine disposition to be pleased. ITitli siicli u clis]:4> 
sitioii, what a country is Spain for a traveller, where the most 
miserable inn is as &11 of adventme as an eiieharitoii castle 
and every meal is in itself an achievement 1 Let others repine 
at the lack of turnpike roads and sumptuous hotels, - 

the elaborate comforts of a country cultivated into iSSxmeneaS 
and common-place ; but give me the rude mountai^i scramble, 
the roving, hap-hazard wayfaring, the frank, hospitable, 
though half- wild manners, that give such a true game fiavour 
to romantic Spain ! 

Our &’st evening’s entertainment had a relish of the kind. 
We arrived after sunset at a little town, among the hills, after 
a fatiguing journey over a wide houseless plain, where we had 
lieen repeatedly drenched with showers. In the inn were a 
party of Miqueletes, who were patrolling the countiy in pur- 
suit of robbers. The appearance of foreignep like oxxreelves, 
was unusual in this remote town ; mine host, with two or 
three old gossiping comrades in browm cloaks, stxidied our 
passports in a comer of the posada, while an Algiiazli took 
notes by the dim light of a lamp. The passpoids were in 
foreign languages and perplexed them, but our Squire Sancho 
assisted them in their studies, and magnified our irnpoiiaoce 
with the gTandiloqiience of a Spaniard. In the mean time 
the magnificent distribution of a few cigars had won the hearts 
of aU around us; in a little while the whole comniunity 
seemed put in agitation to make us welcome. The eoiregidor 
himself waited upon ns, and a great msh-bottomed arm-chair 
was ostentatiously bolstered into our room by om landlady, 
for the accommodation of that important personage. The 
commander of the patrol took supper with us ; a lively, tallving, 
laugliing Andaluz, who had made a campaign in South Aine- 
tica, and recounted his exploits in love and war witli much 
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pomp of phrasOj Tehemeiice of gestieulation, and mysterious 
rolling of tlie eye. He told ns that he had a list of all the 
robbers in the country, and meant to ferret out eTeiy^ mother s 
son of them ; he of ered us at the same time some of his sol- 
diers as an escort. One is enough to protect yon, Senors ; 
the robbers know me and know my men ; the sight of one is 
enough to spread terror tlirough a whole sierra.” We thanked 
him for his offer, but assm’ed him in his own strain, that 
Vkdth the protection of onr redoubtable Squhe, Sancho, we 
were not afraid of all the ladrones of Andalusia. 

While we were supping with oim Braw'cansir friend, we 
heard the notes of a guitar, and the click of castanets, and 
presently a chorus of Toices singing a x:)opular* air. In fact 
mine host had gathered together the amateur singers and mu- 
■“TKiffh'iSj^iand the lustio belles of the neighbourhood, and on 
going forth, the comt-yard of the inn presented a scene of 
true Spanim festivity. We took our seats with mine host and 
hostess and the commander of the patrol, under the ainhway 
of the coui-t ; the guitar passed fr-om hand to hand, but a jovial 
sboemaker was tfie Orpbeus of the place. He was a pleasant- 
looking fellow’, wdtb huge black whiskers; bis sleeves "were rolled 
up to Ms elbow’S, he touched the guitar with masterly skill, and 
sang little amorous ditties with an expressive leer at the w^o- 
men, mth whom he was evidently a favourite. He afterwards 
danced a fandango with a buxom Andalusian damsel, to the 
, great delight of the spectators. But none of the females present 
could compai'e with mine host’s pretty daughter, Pepita, who 
had slipped away and made her toilette for the occasion, and 
had covereddier head with roses ; and who distinguished herself 
in a bolera with a handsome young dragoon. We had ordered 
our host to let wine and refreshment circulate huely among 
the company, yet, though there was a motley assembly of sol- 
diers, muleteers, and villagers, no one exceeded the bounds of 
sober enjoyment. The scene wus a study for a painter : the 
pictimesque group of dancers, the troopers in their half-military 
dresses, the peasantry wrapped in them brown cloaks; nor must 
I omit to mention tlie old meagre Alguazil, in a short black 
cloak, w'bo took no notice of anything going on, but sat in a 
corner diligently writing by the dim light of a huge copper 
lamp, that might have figured in the diiys of Bon Quixote. 

I am not writing a regular nairative, and do not pretend tc< 
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give the varied events of several days’ rambling, over bill and 
dale, and moor and moimtam. We travelled in true contra- 
bandista style, taking eventhing rongli and smootii, as we 
found it; and mingling with all classes and conditions in a iund 
of vagabond companionsiiip. It is the true wi\y to tiuvel in 
Spain. Iviiowing the scanty larders of tbe inns, and tlie 
naked tracts of coimtry which the traveller has oiten to 
traverse, we had taken (jare, on starting, to iiave the altorjas, 
or saddle-bags, of our Squire well stocked with cold proTisioiis, 
and bis beta, or leathern bottle, whicb was of portly dimen- 
sions, filled to the neck with choice Yalclepenas wine. As 
tins was a munition for our campaign more irnportant tlian 
even his trabuco, we exhorted biin to Lave an eye to it ; and I 
%vill do Mm the justice fo say that his namesake, tbe trencher- 
loving Sanebo himself, could not excel him as a [prrtueiu."" 
piu'veyor. Though the alfoijas and beta were repeatedly and. 
vigorously assailed tlu*oughout the joiuney, they appeared to 
have a miraculous property of being never empty ; for our 
vigilant Squire took care to sack every tiling that remained 
from our evening repasts at the inns, to sup],>ly our next day’s 
luncheons. 

What luxurious noontide repasts have we made, on the 
green sw^ard by the side of a brook or fountain, under a shady 
tree 1 and then what delicious siestas on our cloaks, spread out 
on the herbage 1 

We paused one day at noon, for a repast of the kind. It 
was in a pleasant little green meadow surrounded by hills 
covered with olive-trees. Our cloaks wxao spread on the 
' grass under an elm tree, by the side of a bulibling rivulet ; 
our horses -were tethered where they might crop tlie berliage ; 
and Sancho joroduced Ms alfoijas with an air of trlumpli. 
They contained the contributions of four days’ joiirnejing, Init 
had been signally enriched by the foraging of the previoiiB 
evening in a plenteous inn at Antequera. Our Squire drew 
foiih the heterogeneous coutents, one by one, aiKi these seemed 
to liave no end. First came forth a shoulder of roasted kid, 
very little the worse for ^vear ; then an entire ]xu;t ridge ; then 
a great morsel of salted codfish wnapped in pajier : then the 
residue of a ham ; tlien the half of a pullet, together with 
several rolls of bread, and a rabble rout of' oranges, figs, raisins, 
and wulnuts. His beta had also been recruited with some 
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excellent wine of Malaga. At every fresh apparition from his 
larder, he would enjoy oiir indicrous surprise, throwing him.' 
self back on the grass, and shouting with laughter. J^othing 
pleased the. siniple"lieaxt.ed varlet more than to be compared, 
for his deTotion to the trencher, to the renowned Squire of 
Don Quixote. He was well versed in the history of the Don, 
and, like most of the common people of Spain, he firmly 
beHeved it to be a true history. 

All that, however, happened a long time ago, seuorf’ 
said he to me one day, with an inquiring look. 

A very long time,” was the reply. 

I dare say more than a thousand years?” still looking 
dubiously. 

I dare say, not less ” 
satisfied. 

As we w'm’e making a repast, above described, and diverting 
ourselves with the simple drollery of our Squire, a solitary 
beggar approached us, who had almost the look of a pilgrim. 
He was evidently very old, with a grey beard, and supported 
himself on a stafif yet age had not bowed him down ; he vras 
tail and erect, and had the wreck of a fine form. He wore a 
round Andalusian hat, a sheep-skin jacket, and leathern 
breeches, gaiters, and sandals. His di'ess, though old and 
patched, was decent, his demeanour manly, and he addressed 
us with that grave comdesy that is to be remarked in the 
lowest Spaniard. We were in a favourable mood for such a 
visitor j and in a freak of capricious charity, gave him some 
silver, a loaf of fine wheaten bread, and a goblet of our choice 
wine of ^Malaga. He received them thankfully, but without 
any grovelling tribute of gratitude. Ta.sting the wine, he held 
it up to the light, with a slight beam of surprise in his e^^e, 
then quafiing it off at a dimight ; It is many yeai:s,” said 
he"; since I have toasted such wine. It is a cordial to an old 
man’s heai-t.” Then, looking at the beautiful wheaten loaf, 
Bendito sea tal panT^ Blessed be such bread 1” , So saying, 
he put it in his wallet. We urged him to eat it on the spot. 

Ho, senors,” replied he, “ the wine I had to drink or leave ,* 
but the bread I must take home to share with my family 
Cm* man Sancho sought our eye, and reading permission there, 
gave the old man some of the ample fragments of om’ repast, on 
condition, hoivever, that he should sit down and make a meal. 
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He accordingly took Hs seat SJ'd™ 

that would have “ J^iinh^the old 

measured manner and a qmt. ^ 1 Wofter daYS : bis kii- 

man, that made me occasionally something pie- 

Sqne aid almost poeticd in f 
down for some broken-down cavaber I 

hit Sat^ M 

he toid ns, ae man ueeu i ^ 5 ^^ ” said he, 

nstr»sf.^ .i. 

, It ™ ». »tii 

T^-«t,+ b<id (M^n him to this d^radation ; and 
leS?^Sn<v picture of the struggle between hnn^r 

1. ri,Tt“w s 

Si'SS .‘ot £S”ta .» 

pl«:» rf Spain, when, «>” ’“m aftJSS wnta ™ 

almost dead mtb bnnger, be appli- ‘ /” (Excuse 

«»„tr,inn. 

^ Sd a~J,”aaU !», 

in Spain of reiasing a oeggiu. 

«witb “y ^3 bais and dfcp 

too nroud. I came to a riTer ^virn ^ \vun\ 

rapid cuirent, and felt tempted to for!’ 

should such an old, wortHess, m-etched man .s I ^ 

But when I was on the hrinli of the cmient, I 
Blessed Vii-ein, and tinned away. 1 traveUed on until 1 sot 
^ » n+tlp di'=itance from tbe roadj and enteicu 

a countiT'-seat at a iittie aistance nuxu ? 

tbe ontei gate of tbe comt-yard. . 

there were two young senoras at a window. I W 

}^..ei:-‘Perdm mUd por Dm hermanol ^ 
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covered my head to die, In a little while afterwards the 
master of the house came home : seeing me lying at his gate, 
he uncovered my head, had pity on my gi*ey hairs, took me 
into his house, and gave me food. So, senors, you see that 
one should always put confidence in the protection of the 
Yirgin." 

The old man Tvas on his way to his native place, Archidona, 
which was close by, on the summit of a steep and rugged moun- 
tain, He pointed to the ruins of its old Moorish castle : That 
castle,” he said, was inhabited by a Moorish king at the time oi 
the wars of (iranada. Queen Isabella invaded it with a gi^eat 
army ; but the king looked down from his castle among the 
clouds, and laughed her to scorn ! Upon this the Virgin 
to the queen, and guided her and her aimy up a 
path in the mountains, which had never before 
been known# When the Moor saw her coming, he was asto- 
nished, and springing with his horse from a precipice, was 
dashed to pieces ! The marks of his horse’s hoofs,” said the 
old man, are to be seen in the margin of the rock to this day. 
And see, senors, yonder is the road by which the queen and 
her army mounted : you see it like a liband up the mountain 
side ; but the miracle is, that, though it can be seen at a dis- 
tance, when you come near, it disappears 1” 

The ideal road to which he pointed was undoubtedly a sandy 
ravine of the mountain, which looked narrow and defined at a 
distance, but became broad and indistinct on an approach. 

As the old man’s heai’t warmed with mne and wassail, he 
went on to teH us a story of fche bmied treasure left under the 
castle by the Moorish king. His own house was next to the 
foundations of the castle. The curate and notary dreamed 
three times of the treasure, and went to work at the place 
pointed out in their di’eams. His own son-in-law heard the 
sound of their pickaxes and sjpades at night. What they 
found nobody knows ; they became suddenly rich, but kept 
their own secret. Thus the old man had once been next door 
to fortune, but was doomed never to get rmder the same roof, 

I have remarked that the stories of treasmn buried by the 
Moors, which prevail tliroughout Spain, are most current 
among the poorest people. It is thus kind Hature consoles 
with shadows for the lack of substantials. The thirsty man 
dreams of fountains and running streams ; the hungry man of 
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ideal banquets ; and tlie poor man of heaps of Iiidden gidd : 
nothing certainly is more magniiicent than the imaginatiijri uf 
a beggar. 

The last travelling sketch I shall give, is an evening scone 
at the little city of Loxa. This vxis a famous ].ie]]igereut 
frontier post in the time of the floors, and repulsed Ferdiiiarui 
from its walls. It was the stronghold of old Aliatac, tlie 
father-indaw of Boabdil ; when that fiery vetei-aii sallied fortli 
with his sondn-law on their disastrous inroad, that ended in 
the death of the chieftain and the capture of the monaroln 
Losa is vdldly situated in a broken mountain-pass, on the 
banks of the Genii, among rocks and groves, and meadows and 
gardens. The people seem still to retain tlie bold fie-i*}' spirit 
of the olden time. Oiu* iim Tras suited to the 
kept by a young and handsome Andalusian widow'. w*Suse trim 
basquina of black silk, fringed with bugles, set ok^‘ the play of 
agTacefol form and round pliant limbs. Her step was tirm 
and elastic ; her dark eye was full of fire, and the coquetry of 
her air, and varied ornaments of her person, shoxred that she 
'was accustomed to be admired. 

She was well matched by a brother, nearly about her owm 
age; they were perfect models of the Andalusian Majo and 
Maja. He was tab, vigorous, and w^ell foimed, with a cleai- 
olive-complexion, a dark beaming eye, and coriing chestnut 
whiskers that met imder his chin. He was guliantly dressed 
in a short green velvet jacket, fitted to his sliape, profusely 
decorated with silver buttons, with a white handkerchief in 
each pocket. He had breeches of the Siime, with, rows of 
buttons from the hips to the knees ; a pinle silk htiudkerchief 
round his neck, gathered through a ring, on the liosom of a 
neatly-plaited shirt ; a sash round the wuist to matcii ; but- 
tinas, or spatterdashes, of the finest russet-leather, elegantly 
worked, and open at the calf to show his stocking ; and russet 
shoes, setting off a well-shaped foot. 

As he wus standing at the door, a horseman rode up and 
entered into low and earnest conversa,tion wit],i luni. He was 
dressed in similar style, and almost with equal finery : a nian 
about tljdrty, square-built, with strong Eomaii foatiu'es, haiuL 
some, though slightly pitted with the small-pox ; witli a free. 
bold, and somewrhat daring air. His powerfxd hlaek 
was decorated with tassels and frincifiil trappings, and a coupie 
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of broad-mouthed blunderbusses hung behind the saddle. He 
had the air of one of those contrabandistas that I have seen in 
the iTiountains of La Eonda^ and evidently had a good under- 
standing vith the brother of mine hostess ; nay, if I mistake 
not, he was a favoimed admirer of the widow. In fact, the 
whole inn and its inmates had something of a contrahandista 
aspect, and the blunderbiLss *stood in a corner beside the guitar. 
The horseman I have mentioned passed Ms evening in the 
posada, and sang several bold mountain romances with great 
spirit. As we were at supper, two poor Asturians put-in in 
distress, begging food and a night’s lodging. The}^ had been 
waylaid by robbers as they came from a fair among the moaui- 
tains, robbed of a horse, which carried ah their stock in trade, 
■(iW|i|yjd of tlieir money and most of their apparel, beaten for 
hawngmfered resistance, and left almost naked in the road. 
My coinpru#m, with a prompt generosity, natural to him, 
ordered them a supper and a bed, and gave them a sum of 
money to help them forward towai’(i their home. 

As the evening advanced, the dramatis personee thickened. 
A large man, about sixty yeai’s of age, of powerfril frume, came 
strolling in, to gossip with mine hostess. He was di’essed in 
the ordinary Andalusian costume, but had a huge sabre tucked 
under his ann ; woi*e large moustaches, and had something of 
a lofty, swaggering air. Every one seemed to regard him with 
great deference. 

Oui’ man Sanclio whispered to us that he was Don Ventura 
Eodriguez, the liero and champion of Loxa, famous for his 
pro^vess and the strength of his arm. In the time of the 
French invasion lie surprised six troopers who were asleep : he 
first secured tlieir horses, then attacked them with his sabre, 
killed some, and took the rest prisoners. For this exploit the 
king allows him a peseta (the fifth of a duro, or dollar,) per 
day, and has dignified him with the title of Don, 

I was amused to notice his swelling language and demeanour. 
He wus evidently a thorough Andalusian, boastful as he was 
brave. His sabre was always in his hand or under Ms ai*m. 
He carries it alNvnys about with him as a cMid does her doU, 
calls it liis Santii Teresa, and says that when he draws it, 
tembla la tierra ! ” — ^tlie eaidh ti'embles 1 

I sat until a late hour listening to the varied themes of this 
motley grouj), who mingled together with the unreserve of a 
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Spanish posada. We had contrabanclista songs, stories ot 
robbers^ guenlla exploits, and Moorish legends. The last -were 
from our handsome lan^ady, tvho gaTe a poetical account 
the Infiernos, or infernal regions of Loxa— dark eavenis. in 
which subterranean streams and waterfalls make a mys* 
terious sound. The common people say that there mt- 
money “Coiners snut up there irom the time of the floors j 
and that the Moorish kings kept their treasures in thost 
caverns. 

Were it the purport of this work, I could fill its pages with 
the incidents and scenes of our rambling expedition ; but other 
themes invite me. Joiuneying in this manner, we at length 
emerged fr’om the mountains, and entered upon the l^eautifiil 
Vega of Granada. Here we took om last inid-dayjy:aia^ 
under a grove of olive-trees, on the borders of a rivutef, with 
the old Moorish capital in the distance, and animated by the 
ruddy towers of the Alhambra ; tvhile, far above it, the snowy 
summits of the Sierra Nevada shone like silver. The day wus 
without a cloud, and the heat of the siin T^^tnpered by cool 
breezes fr-om the mountains ; after oiu' repast, we spread our 
cloaks and took our last siesta, lulled by the humming of bees 
among the flowers, and the notes of ring-doves frpin the 
neighbouring olive-trees. When the sultry houi*s w-ere past, 
we resumed our journey ; and after passing betw'een hedges <.»f 
aloes and Indian flgs, and through a wdidemess of gardcais, 
arrived about sunset at the gatevS of Granada. 

To the traveller imbued with a feeling for the historical ami 
poetical, the Alhambra of Granada is as much an object of 
veneration, as is the Kaaha, or sacred house of IslecciL to all 
true Aloslem pilgiims. How many legends and traclitic^ns, 
true and fabulous ; how many songs and romances, Spanish 
and Arabian, of love, and war, and chivalry, are associated 
with this romantic pile ! The reader may judge, tlicrolore,, 
of GUI* delight, when, shortly after our arrival in Granada, tlic 
Governor of the xilhambra gave us his peimissiou to occupy 
Iiis vacant apartments in the Moorish palace, comj.)anii:n 
was soon summoned away by the duties of his station ; lait I 
remained for several months, spell-bound in the old eiicliauted 
pile. The following papers ai'e the result of my rexorks raid 
researches during that delicious thraldom. If they LtiVe t.ht' 
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povrer of imparting any of tlie witcliing oliarms of the place to 
the imagination of the reader, he will not repine at lingering 
with me for a season in the legendary halls of the Alhambra. 


GOYEEMENT OF THE ALHxiMBRA.' 

The Alhambra is an ancient fortress or castellated palace of 
the Moorish kings of Granada, where they held dominion 
over this their boasted terrestrial paradise, and made their last 
stand for empire in Spain. The palace occupies but a portion 
of the fortress, the wails of winch, studded with towers, stretch 
iiTegulaiiy round the whole crest of a lofty hill that overlooks 
forms a spur of the SieiTa Nevada, or snowy 

mountain. 

lathe time of the Moors, the foi'tress was capable of con- 
taining an army of forty thousand men within its precincts, 
and served occasionally as a stronghold of the sovereigns 
against their rebellious subjects. After the Idngdom had 
passed into the hands of the Christians, the Alhambra con- 
tinued a royal demesne, and was occasionally inhabited by the 
Castilian monarchs. The Emperor Charles Y. began a sump- 
tuous palace within its walls, but was deterred from completing 
it by repeated shocks of earthquakes. The last royal residents 
were Philip Y. and his beautiful queen Eiizabetta of Parma, 
early in the eighteenth century. Great preparations were 
made for tlieir reception. The palace and gardens were 
placed in a state -of repafr, and a new suite of apartments 
erected, and decorated by artists brought fr-om Italy. Tbe 
sojourn of the sovereigns -was transient, and after their depar- 
ture the palace once more became desolate. Still the place was 
maintained with some military state. The governor held it im- 
mediately from the crown, its jurisdiction extended down into 
the suburbs of the city, and was independent of the Captain 
General of Granada. A considerable garrison was kept u]), the 
governor had his apartments in the front of the old Moorish 
palace, and never descended into Granada without some mili- 
tary parade. The fortress in fact wns a little town of itself 
having several streets of houses within its walls, together with 
a Franciscan convent and a parochial church. 
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The desertion of the com’t, however, was a fital blow to the i 
Alhambra. Its beautiM halls became desolate, and some of 
them fell to ruin ; the gardens were destroyed, and the foun- 
tains ceased to play. By degrees the dwellings became filled 
up with a loose and lawdess population ; contrabandistas, who 
availed themselves of its independent jurisdiction to carry on 
a wide and daring course of smuggling, and thieves and rogues 
of ail sorts, who made this their place of refuge from wdienc-e 
they might depredate upon Granada and its vicinity. The 
strong arm of govez’nment at length interfered : the ■whole 
community w^as thoroughly sifted ; none were sufiered to 
remain but such as were of honest ciiaractei*, and had legitimate 
right to a residence ; the greater part of the ho’uses •were 
demolished, and a mere hamlet left, with the parochial church 
and the Fi'anciscan convent. During the recent 
Spain, when Granada was in the hands of the^ French, tlie ' 
Alhambra was gaiTisoned by their troops, and the palace was 
occasionally inhabited by the French commander. With that 
enlightened taste which has ever distinguished the French 21a- 
tion in their conquests, this monument of lv:^orish elegance and 
grandeur was rescued from the absolute ruin and desolation 
that were overwhelming it. The roofs were repaired, the 
saloons and galleries protected from the w^eather, the gardens i 
cultivated, the watercourses restored, the foimtains once more • 
made to throw up their sparkling showers ; and Spain may 
thank her invaders for ha-^dng preserved to her the most beau- .. , 
tiful and interesting of her historical monuments. ^ '■ 

On the departure of the French they blew up several tourers / i' ; 
of the outer wall, and left the foi'tifications scarcely tenable. 

Since that time the military importance of the. post is at an 
end. The garrison is a handM of invalid soliiers, wliose prin- | 

cipal duty is to guard some of the outer tow^ers, wdiich sen^e j 

occasionally as a prison of state ; and the governor, abaucloniug r 

the lofty liili of the Alliambra, resides in the centre of Granadji, ; 

for the u'lore convenient despatch of his official duties. I can- ? 
not conclude this brief notice of the state of the fortress I 
without beai-ing testimony to the hononi’able exertions of its ' 
present commander, Don Francisco de Serna, wdio is tasking 
all the limited resources at his command to put the palace in ' 
a state of repair, and, by his judicious precautions, has for some 
time arrested its too certain decay. Had his predecessors dis- 



mTEEIOR OF THE ALHAIMBEA. 


17 


charged the diitie?4 of their station with equal fidelit}^^ the 
Ailianibra might yet have remained in almost its pristine 
beauty : were government to second him with means equal to 
his zeal, this edifice might still be preserved to adorn the land, 
and to attract the curious and enlightened of every clime for 
many generations. 


INTERIOR OF THE ALHAMBRA. 

The Alhambra has been so often and so minutely described 
by travellers, that a mere sketch will, probably, be sufficient 
for the reader to refresh Ms recollection ; I will give, therefore , 
a brief fecount of oiir visit to it the morning after om arrival 
in Granada. 

Leaving our posada of La Espada, we traversed the renowned 
square of the Yivai’rambla, once the scene of Moorish jousts 
and tournaments, now a crowded market-place. From thence 
we proceeded along^'the Zacatin, the main street of what, in the 
time of the Moors, was the Gi'eat Bazaar, where the small 
shops and naiTow alleys still retain the Oriental character. 
Crossing an open place in front of the Palace of the Captain- 
General, we ascended a confined and winding street, the name 
of which reminded us of the cMvahic days of Granada. It is 
called the Calle, or street of thn Gomeres, fi'om a Moorish 
family fiimous in chronicle and song. This street led up to a 
massive gateway of Grecian architecture, built by Charles "V . 
forming the entrance to the domains of the Alhambra. 

At the gate were two or three ragged and superannuated 
soldiers, dozing on a stone bench, the successors of the Zegris 
and the Abencerrages ; while a tall meagre varlet, whose rusty- 
brown cloak was evidently intended to conceal the ragged 
state of his nether garments, was lounging in the sunshine and 
gossiping with an ancient sentinel on duty. He joined us as we 
entered the gate, and offered his services to show us the fortress. 

I have a traveller s dislike to officious ciceroni, and did not 
altogether like the garb of the applicant. 

You are well acquainted with the place, I presume ? ” 
Niuguno mas ; pues Seiior, soy hijo de la Alhambra.” — 
(Nobody better ; in fiict. Sir, I am a son of the Alhambm !) 
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The common Spaniards have certainly a most poetical way 
of expressing themselves. A son of the Alhambra i” the 
appellation caught me at once ; the very tattered garb of niy 
new acquaintance assumed a dignity in my eyes. It was 
emblematic of the fortunes of the place, and befitted the 
progeny of a ruin. 

I put some farther questions to him, and found that his 
title was legitimate. His' family had lived in the forti'ess from 
generation to generation ever since the time of the conquest. 
His name was Mateo Ximenes. “Then, perhaps” *said I, 
you maybe a descenda-nt from the great. Cardinal Ximenes f'" 

— “ Dios Sabe ! God knows, sehor 1 It may be so. We 
are the oldest family in the Alhambra, — Christimios Viejos^ 
old Clnistians, without any taint of Moor or J ew. ^L-k^'^v * 
we belong to some great femilj or other, but I foi^-et whom. 

My father knows all about it : he has the ooatTtof-arms hang- 
ing up in his cottage, up in the fortress.” — There is not any 
Spaniard, however poor, but has some claim to high pedigree 
The first title of this raggedwvorthy, however, had completely 
captivated me, so I gladly accepted the services of the “ son 
of the Alhamhm.” 

We now found ourselves in a deep narrow ravine, filled 
with beautiful groves, vdth a steep avenue, and various foot- 
paths winding through it, bordered with stone seats, and 
ornamented with foimtains. To our left, we beheld the 
towers of the Alhambra beetling above us ; to om* right, on 
the opposite side of the ravine, we were equally dominated by 
rival towers on a rocky eminence. These, we were told, were 
the Torres Yermejos, or vermilion towers, so cahed from their 
ruddy hue. No one knows their origin. They are of a date 
much anterior to the Alhambra : some suppose them to have? 
been built by the Eomans ; others, by some wandering colony 
of Phoenicians. Ascending the steep and shady avenue, w'o 
arrived at the foot of a huge square Sloorish tower, forming a 
kind of barbican, thi'ough wliich passed the main entrance t<.> 
the fortress. Within the barbican was another group of 
veteran invalids, one mounting guard at the portal, while the 
rest, vTapped in their tattered cloaks, slept on the stone # 
benches. This portal is called the Gate of Justice, from tlic 
tribunal held within its porch duiing the l^Iosleni doniination, 
for the immediate trial of petty causes : a custom common to 
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the Oriental nations; and occasionally alluded to in the Sacred 
Scriptures. 

The great vestibule; or porch of the gate; is formed by an 
immense Arabian arch, of the horse-shoe foi’m; which spiings 
to half the height of the tower. On the key-stone of tliis 
arch is engraven a gigantic hand. Within the vestibnlo; on 
the key-stone of the portal, is sculptured, in like manner, a 
gigantic key. Those who pretend to some knowledge of Ma- 
hometan symbols, affirm that the hand is the emblem o 
doctrine, and the key of ffiith ; tlie latter, they add, ’was em- 
blazoned on the standard of the kloslems when they subdued 
Andalusia, in opposition to the Chiistian emblem of the 
Cross. A different explanation^ how-ever, was given by the 
legitirn-^yti^on of the Alliambra, and one more in unison vdth 
the notions of the common people, who attach something of 
mj'Stery and lUagio. to everything Moorish, and have all kind 
of superstitions connected vdth this old Idoslem fortress. 

According to Mateo, it was a tradition handed down irom 
the oldest inhabitaii^s, and wffiich he had from his father and 
grandfather, that the hand and key were magical deffices on 
which the fate of the Alhambra depended. The Moorish 
king who built it was a great magician, or, as some believed, 
had sold himself to the devil, and had laid the -whole fortress 
under a magic spell. By this means it had remained standing 
for several hundred years, in defiance of stonns and earth- 
quakes, while almost all other buildings of the Moors had 
fallen to ruin, and disappeared. This spell, the tradition went 
on to say would last until the hand on the outer arch should 
reach down and. grasp the key, when the whole pile would 
tumble to pieces, and all the treasmes buried beneath it by 
the Moors wo’.ild he revealed, 

l^ot withstanding this ominous prediction, -we veutuiud to 
pass through the spell-bound gateway, feeling some little 
assiu’ance against magic art in the protection of"^the Virgin, a 
statue of whom we observed above the portal. 

. After passing tlmough the barbican, we ascended a naiTow 
lane, winding between walls, and came on an open esplanade 
within the fortress, called the Plaza de los Algibes, or Place of 
the Cisterns, from great reservoirs which undermine it, cut in 
the linrjg rock by the Moors for the supply of the foiiress. 
Here, also, is a well of immense depth, fm-nishing the purest 
c 2 
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and coldest of water ; anotlier inoniiment of tlie delicate 
taste of the Moors, who were indefatigable in their exertions 
to obtain that element in its crystal puiity. 

In hont of this esplanade is the splendid pile commenced 
by Charles Y., intended, it is said, to eclipse the residence of 
the Moslem kings. With all its grandeur and architectural 
merit, it appeared to ns like an arrogant intrusion, and, pass- 
ing by it, we entered a simple, unostentatious portal, opening 
into the interior of the Moorish palace. 

The transition wns almost magical : it seemed as if we w^ere 
at once transported into other times and another realm, and 
were treading the scenes of Arabian stoiy. We found oiu- 
selves in a great conii}, paved with wfoite marble, and deco-,,, 
rated at each end with light Moorish peristyles : itJs- called 
the Goini: of the Alberca. In the centre was an immense 
l)asin or fish-pond, a hundred and thiiiy fecTt in length by 
thiiiy in breadth, stocked with gold-fish, and bordered by 
hedges of roses. At the nppcr end of this court rose the 
great Tow'er of Comares. ^ 

From the low’-er end we passed through a Moorish archway 
into the renowned Court of Lions. There is no of the 
edifice that gives us a more complete idea of its original 
beauty and magnificence than this, for none has suffered so 
little from the ravages of time. In the centre stands the 
foimtain fomous in song and story. The alabaster basins still 
shed their diamond di*ops ; and the twelve lions, which sup- 
port them, cast foiih their crystal streams as in the days of 
Boabdil. The court is laid out in flower-beds, and smTounded 
I)y fight Arabian arcades of open filagree-work, supported by 
slender pillars of w^hite marble. The architectui’e, like that of 
all the other parts of the palace, is cliaracterised by elegance 
rather than grandeur; bespeaking a delicate and gi’aoeM 
taste, and a disposition to indolent enjoyment. When one 
looks upon the fxiry tracery of the peristyles, and the appa- 
rently fragile fretwork of the walls, it is difficult to believe 
that so much has smvived the wear and tear of centuries, the 
siiocks of earthquakes, the violence of wai*, and the quiet, 
though no less banehil, pilferings of the tasteful traveller : it 
is almost sufficient to excuse the popular tradition, that the 
whole is protected by a magic charm. 

On one side of the comt, a portal, richly adorned, opens 
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into a lofty hallj paved with, white marble, and called the 
Hall of the Two Sisters. A cupola, or lantern, admits a 
tempered light from above, and a fee circulation of air. Tlie 
lower part of the walls is encrusted with beautiful Moorish 
tiles, on some of which are emblazoned the escutcheons of the 
Moorish monarchs : the upper part is ihced with the fine 
stucco-work invented at Damascus, consisting of large plates, 
cast ill moulds, and artfully joined, so as to have the appear- 
ance of having been laboriously sculptuiud by the hand into 
light relievos and iaiiciful arabesques, intermingled with texts 
of the Koran, and poetical inscriptions in Arabian and ,Cufic 
characters. These decorations of the walls and cu|)olas are 
richly gilded, and the interstices pencilled vdth lapis-lazuli, 
and other brilliant and endming colom's. On each side of the 
hall are recesses for ottomans and couches. Above an inner 
porch is a balcony, which communicated with the ^women's 
apartment. The latticed “jalousies” still remain; hum 
whence the dark-eyed beauties of the harem might gaze 
unseen upon the entertainments of the hall below. 

It is impossible to contemplate this once favomite abode of 
Oriental manners, without feeling the early associations of 
Arabian romance, and almost expecting to see the white arm 
of some mysterious princess beckoning from the balcony, or 
some dark eye sparkling through the lattice. The abode of 
beauty is here, as if it had been inhabited but yesterday but 
where are the Zoraydas and Lindaraxas 1 

On the opposite side of the Coui-t of Lions, is the Hah of 
the xibenoerrages ; so called fern the gallant cavaliers of , that 
illiistrioiis line who were here peihdiously niassacred. . There 
are some who doubt the whole truth of this story ; but our 
humble attendant Mateo pointed out the very wicket of the 
portal tlirough which they are said to have been introduced, 
one by one, and the white marble fountain in the centre of 
the hall, where they were beheaded. He showed us also 
certain broad luddy stains in the pavement, traces of their 
blood, which, according to popular belief, can never be eSkced. 
Finding we listened to hirn with easy faith, he added, that 
there was often heard at night, hi the Court of Lions, a iov’, 
confused sound, resembling the muimming of a multitude ; 
with now and then a faint tinkling, like the distant clank of 
chains. These noises are probably produced by the bubbling 
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currents and tinkling falls of water, conducted under tlie 
pavement, through pipes and channels, to supply the foim- 
tains ; but, according to the legend of the son of the Alham- 
bra, they are made by the spirits of the miiitlered Aben- 
cerrages, \vho nightly haunt the scene of their suliering, and 
invoke the vengeance of Heaven on their destroyer. 

From the Court of Lions we retraced our steps through the 
court of the Alberca, or Great Fishpool j crossing which, v^e 
proceeded to the Tower of Comares, so called from the name 
of the Arabian ai’chitect. It is of massive strength and lofty 
height, domineering over the rcst of the edifice, and overhang- 
ing the steep hill-side, which descends abruptly to the banks 
of the Darro. A Moorish archway admitted us into a vast 
and lofty hall, which occupies the interior of the tower, and was 
the grand audicnce-chamber of the Moslem monar(5?is^ thence 
called the Hall of Ambassadors. It still bear<^ the traces of 
past magnificence. The walls are richly stuccoed and deco- 
rated with arabesques ; the vaulted ceiling of cedar-wood, 
almost lost in obscurity, from its height, still gleams witii licli 
gilding, and the brilliant tints of the Arabian pencil On 
three sides of the saloon are deep windows, cut througli the 
immense tlnckness of the wMls, the balconies of which look 
domi upon the verdant valley of the Darro, the streets and 
convents of the Albaycin, and command a piuspect of the 
distant Yega. 

I might go on to describe minutely the other delightftil 
apartments of this side of the palace ; the Tocador, or toilet , 
of the queen, an open belvidere, on the summit of a tower, 
where the Moorish sultanas enjoyed the pure breezes from the 
mountain, and the prospect of the surrounding pai-adise ; the 
secluded little patio, or garden of Lindaraxa, ^'Nith its alabaster 
fountain, its thickets of roses and myrtles, of citrons and 
oranges ; the cool halls and grottoes of the batiis, where the 
glare and heat of day are tempered into a soft im^stcrious light 
and a pervading freshness. But I forbear to dwell niiniitely 
on those scenes : my object is merely to give the reader a 
general introduction into an abode, where, if s(.) dis|,)osed, he 
may linger and loiter with me through the remainder of this 
wurk, giudualiy becoming familiar with ail its localities. 

An abundant supply of water, brought fi’oin the mountains 
hyoid Moorish aqueducts, circulates tiirougiio'.it the palace, su];)- 
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plying its batlis and iislipools, sparkling in jets within its halls, 
or murmuring in channels along the mai’ble pavements* When 
it has paid its tribute to the royal pile, and visited its gardens 
and pastures, it flows dovm the long avenue leading to the 
cit\\ tinkling in rills, gushing in fountains, and maintaining a 
perpetual verdure in those groves that embower and beautiry 
the whole hill of the Alhambra. 

Those only who have sojourned in the ardent climates of the 
South, can appreciate the delights of an abode combining the 
breezy coolness of the mountaiii vdth the freshness and verdure 
of the valley. 

While the city below pants with the noontide heat, and the 
paa-chcd vega trembles to the eye, the delicate airs from the 
Sieira Isewida play through these lofty halls, bringing with 
them the/sweetness of the smTomiding gardens. Everything 
invites to tha^ indolent repose, the bliss of southern climes ; 
and while the half-shut eye looks out from shaded balconies 
upon the glittering landscape, the ear is lulled by the mstling 
of groves and the nuumur of running streams. 


THE TOWER OF COMARES. 

The reader has had a sketch of the interior of the Alhambra, 
and may be desirous of a general id(5a of its \icinity. The 
morning is serene and lovely ; the sun has not gained sufficient 
power to destroy the freshness of the night ; we will mount to 
the summit of the Tower of Oomares, and take a bird’s-eye 
view of Granada and its environs. 

Come then, worthy reader and comrade, follow my steps 
into this vestibule, ornamented with rich tracoiy, which opens 
to the Hail of Ambassadors. W'e mil not enter the hall, how- 
ever, hut turn to the left, to this small door, opening in the 
wall. Have a care 1 here are steep winding steps, and but 
scanty light ; 3 nt up this narrow, obscui'o, and winding stair- 
case, the proud monarchs of Granada and their queens have 
often ascended to the battlements of the tower, to watch the 
approach of Clnistian armies, or to gaze on the battles in the 
Vega. At length we are on the terraced roof, and may take 
breath for a moment, while we cast a general eye over the 
splendid panorama of city and country ; of rocky mountain, 
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verdant valley^ and fertile plain ; of castle, catliedral Moorisli 
towers, and Gothic domes, crumbling ruins, and blooming 
groves. 

Let us approach the battlements, and cast our eyes imme- 
diately below. See, on this side we have the whole plan of 
the Alhambra laid open to us, and can look down into its 
coints and gai*dens. At the foot of the tow^er is the Comt of 
the Alberca, with its great tank or fish-pool, bordered with 
flowers ; and yonder is the Court of Lions, with its famous 
fountains, and its light Moorish arcades ; and in the centre of 
the pile is the little garden of Lindaraxa, buried in the heart 
of the building, with its roses and citrons, and sliriibbeiy of 
emerald green. 

That belt of battlements, studded wdth square towers, strag- 
gling round the whole brow of the hill, is the outerTl)ouDdary 
of tlie fortress. Some of the towei’s, you may perceive, are in 
ruins, and their massive fragments are buried among vines, 
fig-trees, and aloes. 

Let us look on this northern' side of |;he tow^er. It is a 
giddy height ; the vciy foundations of the tower rise above 
the groves of the steep liiil-side. And see I a long fissiu’e in 
the massive walls, shows that fche tower has been rent by some 
of the earthquakes, wdiich from time to time have thrown 
Granada into consternation ; and which, sooner or latei', must 
reduce this crumbling pile to a mere mass of ruin. The deep, 
narrow glen below ns, which gradually widens as it opens from 
the moimtains, is the valley of the Darro ; you see the little 
river winding its^w^ay under embow'ered terraces, and among 
orchards and flower-gardens. It is a streran famous in old 
times for yielding gold, and its sands are still sifted occasion- 
ally, in search of the precious ore. Some of those white pa- 
vilions, which here and there gleam from among groves and 
vineyards, were instic retreats of the j^loors, to enjoy tiie 
refreshment of their gardens. 

The aiiy palace, with its tall wiiite tow^ers and long arcades, 
which breasts yon mountain, among pompous groves and 
iianging gardens, is the Generalife, a summer palace of the 
Moorish kings, to which they resorted during the sultry 
months, to enjoy a still more breezy region than that of the 
Alljainbz’a. The naked smnmit of the height above it, w'here 
you behold some shapeless rains, is the Silia del Moro, or seat 
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of the Moox" ; so called, from having been a retreat of the nnfor- 
tiuiate Boabdii, during the time of an insurrection, where he 
seated himself, and looked down mournfully upon his rebellious 
city. 


A muiinuring sound of water now and then rises from the 
valley. It is from the aqueduct of yon Moorish mill, nearly 
at the foot of the hiU. The avenue of trees beyond is the 
Alameda, along the bank of the Dairo, a favourite resort in 
evenings, and a rendezvous of lovers in the summer nights, 
when the guitar may be heard at a late hour horn the benches 
along its walks. At present, there are but a few loitering 
monks to be seen there, and a group of water-carriers from 
the fountain of Avellanos. 


You start ! ’tis nothing but a hawk that we have frightened 
from his nest. This old tower is a complete breeding-place 
for vagrant h?rds ; the swallow and martlet abound in every 
chink and cranny, and circle about it the whole day long ; 
while at night, when all other birds have gone to rest, the 
moping owl comes out of its lurking-place, and utters its 
boding cry from the battlements. See how the hawk we have 
dislodged sweeps , away below us, skimming over the tops of 
the trees, and sailing up to the ruins above the Genei’alife 1 
Let us leave this side of the tower, and turn our eyes to the 
west. Here you behold in the distance, a range of mountains 
bounding the Vega, the ancient barrier between Moslem 
Granada and the land of the Christians. Among their heights 
you may still discern warrior tovms, whose grey walls and 
battlements seem of a piece with the rocks on which they are 
built ; while here and there is a solitaiy Atalaya, or watch 
tower, mounted on some lofty point, and looking down, as it 
were, hum the sky, into the valleys on either side. It was 
down the defiles of these mountains, by the pass of Lope, that 
the Christian armies descended into the Vega. It was round 
the base of yon grey and lofty mountain, almost insulated from 
the rest, and stretching its bold rocky promontory into the 
bosom of the plain, that the invading squadinns would come 
bursting into view, \rtth flaunting banners, and the clangour 
of drums and trumpets. How changed is the scene i Instead 
of the glittering line of mailed warriors, we behold the patient 
train of the toilful muleteer, slowly moving along the skirts of 
the .mountain. Behind that promontory, is theeventfal bridge 
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of Pinos, reno^med for many a bloody strife between Moors 
and Christians ; but still more renowned as being the place 
where Colnmbus was overtaken and called back by the mes- 
senger of Queen Isabella, just as he was departing in despair, 
to carry his project of discovery to the court of France* 

Behold another place famous in the history of the discoverer 
Yon line of wails and towers, gleaming in the morning sun, in 
the very centre of the Yega, is the city of Santa-Fe, built by 
•the Catholic sovereigns duiing the siege of Granada, after a 
conflagration had destroyed their camp. It wus to these wulls 
that Columbus was called back by the hei'oic queen ; and vithiii 
them the treaty was concluded, that led to the discovery of the 
western world* 

Here, towards the south, the eye revels on the luxuriant 
beauties of the Yega ; a blooming vdideriiess of grove and 
garden, and teeming orchard, with the Xenil wisading through 
it in silver links, and feeding innumerable rills, conducted 
through ancient Moorish channels, which maintain the land- 
scape in perpetual verdure. Here are tlie beloved bowers and 
gardens and mral retreats, for which the lVIoors fought vdth 
such desperate valour. The very farm-houses and hovels 
W'hich are now inhabited by the boors, retain traces of ara- 
besques and other tasteful decorations, wdiich show them to 
have been elegant residences in the days of the Lloslems. 

Beyond the embowered region of the Yega, you behold to 
the south a line of arid hills, down which a long train of mules 
is slowdy moving. It w^as from the summit of one of those 
hills that the unfortunate Boabdil cast back his last look upon 
Granada, and gave vent to the agony of his soul. It is the 
spot famous in song and story, ‘‘ The last sigh of the ]\[dor.” 

How raise your eyes to the snowy summit of yon pile of 
mountains, shining like a white summer cloud in tlie blue sky. 
It is the Sierra Hevada, the pride and delight of Granada : the 
source of her cooling breezes and perpetual verdure, of her 
gushing fountains and perennial streams. It is tliis glorious 
pile of mountains that gives to Granada that combination of 
delights so rare in a southern city ; the fresh vegetation and 
the temperate airs of a northern climate, with the vilifying 
ardom’ of a tropical sun, and the cloudless aziue of a southern 
sky.^ It is this aerial treasury of snow, which, melting in pro- 
portion to the increase of the summer heat, sends down rivulets 
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and streams tlirough every glen and gorge of the Alpiixarras, 
diffiising emerald verdure and fertility throughout a chain of 
happy and sequestered valleys. 

Those mountains may well he called the glory of Granada. 
They dominate the whole extent of Andalusia, and may be seen 
from its most distant parts. The muleteer hails them, as he 
■\news their fr'osty peaks from the sultry level of the plain ; and 
the Spanish mariner on the deck of his bark, far, frm oif on the 
bosom of the blue Mediterranean, watches them with a pensive 
eye, thinks of delightful Granada, and chants, in low voice, 
some old romance about the Moors. 

But enough — the sun is high above the mountains, and is 
pouring his full fervour upon our heads. Already the terraced 
roof of the tower is hot beneath our feet : let us abandon it, and 
descend and refresh ourselves under the arcades by the foun- 
tain of the Li«$ns. 


REFLECTIOiSrS ^ OjST THE MOSLEM BOMINATIOH 
m SPAIH. 

One of my favourite resorts is the balcony of the central 
window of the Hall of Ambassadoi’s, in the lofty tower of 
Comai-es. I have just been seated there, enjoying the close of 
a long brilliant day. The sun, as he sank behind the purple 
mountains of Alliama, sent a stream of effulgence up the 
valley of the Darro, that spread a melancholy pomp over the 
ruddy towers of the Alhambra ; while the Yega, covered with 
a slight sultry vapour that caught the setting ray, seemed 
spread out in the distance like a golden sea. Not a breath of 
air disturbed the stillness of the\our, and though the hunt 
sound of music and merriment now and then arose Ixom the 
gardens of the Darro, it but rendered more impressive the inonu- 
mentai silence of the pile which overshadowed me. It was one 
of those hours and scenes in which memory assorts an almost 
magical power ; and like the e%^ening sun beaming on these 
mouldering towers, sends back her retrospective rays to light 
up the glories of the past. 

As I sat watching the effect, of the declining day-light upon 
this Moorish pile, I was led into a consideration "of the light, 
elegant, and voluptuous character, prevalent throughout, its 
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internal arcbitectnre ; and to contrast it with the grand hat 
gloomy solemnity of the Gothic ediiSceS; reared by the Spanish 
conquerors. The very architecture thus bespeaks the opposite 
and irreconcilable iiatTU’es of the two warlike people who so 
long battled here for the mastery of the peninsula. By degrees j 
I fell into a course of musing upon the singular fortunes of the 
Arabian or JMoresco-SpaniardSj whose whole existence is as a tale 
that is told, and certainly forms one of the most anomalous, 
yet splendid episodes in history. Potent and durable as was 
their dominion, we scarcely know how” to call them. They 
are a nation, as it were, without a legitimate country or a 
name. A remote wave of the great Arabian inundation, cast 
upon the shores of Europe, they seemed to have ail tlie impetus 
of the first msh of the torrent. Their career of conquest, from 
the rock of Gibraltar to the cliffs of the Pyrenees, "was as rapid 
and brilliant as the Moslem victories of Sjuia and Egypt. Nay, 
had they not been checked on the plains of Tours, ail France, 
all Europe, might have been overran with the same facility as 
the empires of the liast, and the cresent might at this day 
have glittered on the fanes of Paris and of London. 

Kopelled within the limits of the Pyrenees, the mixed 
hordes of Asia and Africa, that formed this great eruption, 
gave up the Moslem principle of conquest, and sought to 
establish in Spain a peaceful and permanent dominion. As 
conquerors, their heroism was only equalled by their modera- 
tion ; and in botli, for a time, they excelled the nations with 
'whom they contended. Severed from their native homes, they 
loved the land given them as they supposed by Allah, and 
strove to embellish it \rtth ever3d:hing that could administer to 
the happiness of man. Lajdng the foundations of their power 
in a system of wdse and equitable laws, diligently cultivating 
the arts and sciences, and promoting agriculture, manuiactiu'es, 
and commerce ; they gradually formed an empire unrivalled 
for ics prospeiity by any of the empires of Christendom ; and 
diligently dravdng round them the graces and refinements 
that marked the Arabian empire in the East, at the time of its 
greatest civilization, they difhised the light of Oriental know- 
ledge through the Western regions of benighted Europe. 

The cities' of Arabian Spain became the resort of Gliristian 
artisans, to instruct themselves in the useful arts. The Univer- 
sities of Toledo, Cordova Seville, and Granada, were sought 
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by the pale student from, other lands, to acquaint himself 
with the sciences of the Arabs, and the treasured lore of anti- 
quity ; the lovers of the gay sciences resorted to Cordova and 
Granada, to imbibe the poetry and music of the East ; and the 
steel-clad warriors of the /North hastened thitherto accom- 
plish themselves in the graceful exercises and courteous usages 
of chivalry. 

If the Moslem monuments in Spain, if the mosque of 
Cordova, the alcazar of Seville, and the Alhambra of Granada, 
still bear inscriptions fondly boasting of the povrer and per- 
manency of their dominion ; can the boast be deiided as 
arrogant and vain ? Generation after generation, century 
after century, had passed away, and still they maintained 
possession of the land. A period had elapsed longer than 
that wdiicli has passed since England was suhjngated by the 
Norman Conqueror, and the descendants of Musa and Taric 
might as little anticipate being driven into exile across the 
same straits, traversed by their triumphant ancestors, as the 
descendants of Ih^ilo and William, and theii* veteran peers, 
may dream of being driven back to the shores of Normandy. 

With all this, however, the Moslem empire in Spain was 
but a brilliant exotic, that took no permanent root in the soil 
it embellished. Severed from all their neighbours in the 
West, by impassable baiiiers of faith and manners, and sepa- 
rated by seas and deserts from their kindi-ed of the East, they 
were an isolated people. Their whole existence was a pro- 
longed, though gallant and chivahic struggle, for a foothold 
in a usurped land. 

They vure the outposts and fr-ontiers of Islamisni. The 
peninsula was the great battle-ground where the Gothic con- 
querors of the North and the Moslem conquerors of the East, 
met and strove for masteiy ; and the fiery courage of the 
Arab was at length subdued by the obstinate and persevering 
valour of the Goth. 

Never was the annihilation of a people more complete than 
that of the Moresco-Spaniards. Where are they ? Ask the 
sliores of Barbary and its desert places. The exiled remnant 
of their once powerful empire disappeared among the bar- 
barians of Africa, and ceased to be a nation. They have not 
even left a distinct name behind them, though for nearly 
eight centuries they were a distinct people. The home of 
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tlieir adoption and of tlieir occupation for ages, refuses to 
acknowledge them, excex^t as invaders and usurpers. A few 
broken monuments are all that remain to bear witness to 
their power and dominion, as solitary rocks left lar in tlie 
interior, bear testimony to the extent of some vast innndatlom 
Such is the AHiambra. A Moslem pile, in the midst of a 
Christian land ; an Oriental palace amidst the Gothic edifices 
of the West ; an elegant memento of a brave, intelligent, and 
graceful x)eople, who conquered, ruled, and passed away. 


THE HOUSEHOLD. 

It is time that I give some idea of my domestic aiTange" 
meats in this singular residence. The Koyal T^alace of the 
Alhambra is entrusted to the care of a good old maiden dame, 
called Dona Antonia Molina ; but who, according to Spanish 
custom, goes by the more neighbourly ^appellation of Tia 
Antonia (Aunt Antonia). ' She maintains the Moorish hails 
and gardens in order, and shows them to strangers ; in con- 
sideration of which she is allowed all the perquisites I’eceived 
from visitors, and all the produce of the gardens, excepting, 
that she is expected to pay an occasional tribute of fruits and 
flow^ers to the Governor. Her residence is in a comer of the 
palace ; and her family consists of a nephew and niece, the 
cliildren of two different brothers. The nejdiew, Manuel 
Molina, is a young man of sterling worth, and Spanish gravity. 
He has served in the armies both in Spain and the West 
Indies ; but is now stud3ung medicine, in hopes of one day or 
other becoming physician to the fortress, a post worth at least 
a hundred and forty dollars a-year. As to the niece, she is a 
plump little black-eyed Andalusian damsel, named Dolores ; 
but who, from her bright looks and cheerful disposition, 
merits a menier name. She is the declared heiress of all 
iier aunt’s possessions, consisting of certain ruinous tenements 
in the foitress, yielding a revenue of about one Iiundj-ed and 
iifty dolLms. I had not been long in the Alhambra, before 
I discovered that a quiet courtship was going on Ijetween tlie 
discreet Manuel and bis bright-eyed cousin, and that noticing 
was wanting to enable them to join their hands and expecta- 
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tionsj but that he slionid receive ids doctor’s diploma^ and 
purchase a dispensation from the Pope, on account of their 
consanguinity. 

With the good dame Antonia I Iiave made a treaty, 
according to vdxicli, she fmnishes me Tvith board and lodging ^ 
while the meny-hetirted little Dolores keeps my apartment in 
order, and officiates as handmaid at meal-times. I haye also 
at my command a tall, stuttering, yellow-haired lad, named 
Pepe, who works in the gardens, and would fain haye acted as 
yaiet ; but, in this, he was forestalled by Mateo Ximenes, 
the son of the Alhambra ! ”, This alei^t and officious wight 
has managed, somehow or other, to stick by me eyer since 
I first enooniitered him at the outer gate of the fortress, and 
to weave himself into all my plans, imtil he has fairly ap- 
pointed and installed himself my valet, cicerone, guide, guard, 
and historiogstaphic squire ; and I have been obliged to im- 
prove. the state of his wm^drobe, that he may not disgrace his 
various functions ; so that he has cast his old brown mantle, 
as a snake does his skin, and now appears about the fortress 
with a smart Andauisian hat and jacket, to his infinite satis- 
faction, and the great astonishment of Ms comrades. The 
chief fault of honest Mateo is an over anxiety to be useful. 
Conscious of haying foisted himself into my employ, and that 
my simple and quiet habits render his situation a sinecure, he 
is at his wit’s ends to devise modes of making himself im- 
portant to my weliare. I am, in a manner, the victim of Ms 
officiousness ; I cannot put my foot over the threshold of the 
palace, to stroU about the fortress, but he is at my elbow, to 
explain everything I see ; and if I ventime to ramble among 
the surroTinding hills, he insists upon attending me as a guard, 
though I vehemently suspect he would be more apt to trust, 
to the length of Ms legs than the strength of Ms arms, in 
case of attack. After all, however, the poor fello’w is at times 
an amusing companion ; he is simple-minded, and of infinite 
good humour, with the loquacity and gossip of a village 
barber, and knows all the smaU-talk of the place and its 
environs ; but yhat he chieily values himself on, is his stock 
of local information, having the most marvellous stories to 
i*elate of every tower, and vault, and gatew-ay of the fortress, 
in all of which ho places the most implicit faith. 

Most of these he has derived, according to his own account, 
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from liis grandfather, a little legendary tailor, who ilTed to the 
age of nearly a hundred years, dming which he made but 
two migrations beyond the precincts of the fortress. His shop, 
for the greater part of a century, was the resort of a knot of 
venerable gossips, where thc}^ would pass half the night talk- 
ing about old times, and the wonderful events and hidden 
secrets of the place. The whole hving, mortng, thinldng, and 
acting, of this historicjil little tailor, had thus been bounded 
by the walls of the Alhambra ; within them he had been 
born, •within them he lived, breathed, and had his being ; 
wdthin them he died, and was buried. Fortunately for pos- 
terity, his traditionary lore died not with him. The autlieiitic 
Mateo, when an mchin, used to be an attentive listener to the 
narratives of liis grandfather, and of the gossijD gTOU|) assembled 
round the shop-board ; and is thus possessed of ‘a stock of 
viiluable knowledge concerning the Alhambra, not to ].)o found 
in tlie books, and well worthy the attention of every curious 
traveller. 

Such are the personages that contribute to my domestic 
comfoids in the Alhambra ; and I question viiether any of 
the potentates, Moslem or Clnistian, who have preceded me 
in the palace, have been waited upon with greater fidelity, or 
enjoyed a serener sway. 

When I rise in the morning, Pepe, the stuttering lad from 
the gardens, bnngs me a tribute of fresh-culled fiowers, whicli 
are afterwaifis. aiTanged in vases, by the sldlful hand of Do- 
lores, who takes a female pride in the decorations of my 
chamber. My meals ai’e made wherever caprice dictates'; 
sometimes in one of the Moorish halls, sometimes under the 
arcades of the Court of Lions, surrounded })y fiowers and 
fountains : and when I walk out, I am conducted by the 
assiduous Mateo, to the most romantic retreats of the nioiin- 
tains, aiid delicious haunts of the adjacent valleys, not one of 
which but is the scene of some wonderful tale. 

Though fond of passing the gi'eater part of my clay almc', 
yet I occasionally repair in the evenings to the "little domestic 
circle of Doha Antonia. This is generally held in an old 
Moorish chamber, that seiwes for kitchen as well as lialL a 
rude fire-place having been made in one corner, the smoke 
fi’om wdiich has discoloured the walls, and aJmost obliterated 
the ancient arabesques. A window, with a balcony over- 
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hanging the valley of the Darro, lets in the cool evening 
breeze ; and here I take my frugal supper of finiit and milk, 
and mingle vdth the conversation of the family. There is a 
natural talent^ or mother vdt^ as it is called^ about the Span- 
iards^ which I'cnders them intellectual and agreeable com- 
panions, whatever may be their condition in life, or however 
imperfect may have been their education : add to this, they 
are never vulgar ; nature has endowed them with an inlierent 
dignity of spirit. The good Tia Antonia is a woman of strong’ 
and intelligent, though uncultivated mind ; and the bright- 
eyed Dolores, though she has read but three or four books in 
the whole course of her life, has an engaging mixtm’e of naivete 
and good sense, and often surprises me by the pungency of her 
ax'tless sallies. Sometimes the nephew entertains ns by read- 
ing some old comedy of Calderon or Lope de Yega, to which 
he is evidently prompted h}’’ a desire to improve, as well as 
amuse his cousin Dolores ; though, to his great mortification, 
the little damsel generally falls asleep before the first act is 
completed. Sometimes Tia Antonia has a little levee of humble 
friends and dependelits, the inhabitants of the adjacent hamlet, 
or the wives of the invalid soldiei’s. These look up to her with 
great deference, as the custodian of the palace, and pay their 
couxi to her by bringing the news of the place, or the xiimours 
that may have sti'aggled up from Giunada. In listening to 
these evening gossipings I have picked up many curious facts, 
illustrative of the manners of the people and the peculiarities 
of the neighbourhood. These are simple details of simple 
pleasures j it is the natui’e of the place alone that gives them 
interest and importance. I ti'ead haunted ground, and am 
surrounded by romantic associations. From eai'liest boyhood, 
when, on the banks of the Hudson, I fii'st pored over the pages of 
an old Spanish story about the wars of Granada, that city iiaa 
ever been a subject of my waking dreams ; and often have I 
trod in fancy the romantic halls of the Alhambiu. Behold, 
for once, a day-dmam realized ; yet I can scarce credit my 
senses, or believe that I do, indeed, inhabit the palace of Boab- 
dil, and look down from its balconies upon cliivalric Granada. 
As I loiter through these oiieiital chambers, and hexir the 
murmur of fountains and the song of the nightingale ; as I in- 
hale the odour of the rose, and feel the influence of the balmy 
climate, I am almost tempted to fiincy myself in the pai’adise 
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of Maliometj and that the plump little Dolores is one of the.- 
bright-eyed Ixouris, destined to administer to the happiness of 
true believers. 


THE TRUAHT. 

Since noting the foregoing pages, we have had a scene of 
petty tribulation, in the Alhambra, which has thrown a cloud 
over the sunny countenance of Dolores. Thi.s little damsel 
has a female passion for pets of all hinds, and from the super- 
abundant kindness of her disposition, one of tl'ie ruined coui’ts 
of the Alhambra is thronged with her favouiites. A stately 
peacock and his hen seem to hold regal sway here, over pom- 
pous turkeys, querulous guinea-fovds, and a rabble rout of 
common cocks and hens. The gTeat delight of D olores, how'ever, 
has for some time past been centred in a youthful pair of 
pigeons, who have lately entered into the holy state of wedlock, 
and who have even supplanted a tortoise-shell cat and kittens 
in her affections. 

As a tenement for them wherein to commence housekeeping, 
she had fitted up a small chamber adjacent to the kitchen, the 
window of which looked into one of the quiet Moorish courts. 
Here they lived in happy ignorance of any world beyond the 
court and its sunny roofs. Never had they aspired to soar 
above the battlements, or to moimt to the summit of the 
towers. Their virtuous xmion was at leng^th crowned by two 
spotless and milk-Tvhite eggs, to the great joy of their cherish, - 
ing little mistress. Nothing could be more praiseworthy than 
the conduct of the young married folks on tins interesting oc- 
casion. They took turns to sit upon the nest until the eggs 
were hatched, and while their callow progeny required warmth 
and shelter ; while one thus stayed at home, the other foraged 
abroad for food, and brought home abundant sujDplies. 

This scene of conjugal felicity has suddenly met with a 
reverse. Early this morning, as Dolores w’as feeding the male 
pigeon, she took a fancy to give lam a peep at the great world. 
Opening a window, therefore, which looks dowm upon the valley 
of the DaiTO, she launched him at once beyond the walk of 
the Alhambra. For the fimt time in his fife the astonished 
bird had to try the full vigour of his vings. He swept down 



THE TEUANT. 


35 


into the valley, and then rising npmrds with a surge, soared 
almost to the clouds. hTever before had he risen to such a 
height, or experienced such delight in flying ; and, like a young 
spendtlmft just come to his estate, he seemed giddy ^vith 
excess of libeidy, and with the boundless field of action sud- 
denly opened to him. For the whole day he has been circling 
about in capricious flights from tower to tower, and tree to 
tree. Every attempt has been vain to lure him back, by 
scattering grain upon the roofs ; he seems to have lost all 
thoughts of home, of his tender helpmate, and his callow young, 
'fo add to the anxiety of Dolores, he has been joined by twc* 
palomas ladTones^ or robber pigeons, whose instinct it is to 
entice wandering pigeons to their own dovecotes. The frigi- 
tive, like many other thoughtless youths on their first launch- 
ing upon the world, seems quite fascinated with these knowing 
but graceless 'companions, udio have undei*taken to show him 
life and introduce him to society. He has been soaring with 
•them over ail the roofs and steeples of Granada. A thunder- 
storm has passed ,,»over the city, but he has not sought his 
home ; night has closed in, but still he comes not. To deepen 
the pathos of the aflair, the female pigeon, after remaining seve- 
ral hoims on the nest, without heing relieved, at length w’^ent 
forth to seek her recreant mate ; but stayed away so long that 
the young ones perished for ’want of the warmth and shelter 
of the parent bosom. At a late hour in the evening, w^ord was 
brought to Dolores, that the truant bird had been seen upon 
the towers of the Geiieraiife. How' it happens that the Ad- 
ministrador of that ancient palace lias likewise a dovecote, 
among the inmates of which are said to be two or tlmee of 
these inveigling birds, tlie terror of all neighbouring pigeon- 
fanciers. Dolores immediately concluded, that the tvro fea- 
thered sharpers who had been seen with her frigitive w- ere these 
bloods of the Generalife. A coimcil of war w^as forthwith held 
in the chamber of Tia Antonia. The Generalife is a distinct 
jmisdiction from the Alhambra, and of course some punctilio, 
if not jealousy, exists bet^veen their custodians. It was deter- 
mined, therefore, to send Pepe, the stuttering lad of the gar- 
dens, as ambassador to the Administrador, requesting, that if 
such fugitive should be found in his dominions, he might be 
given up as a subject of the Alhambra. Pepe departed ac- 
cordingly, on his diplomatic expedition, through the nmonlight 
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groves and avenues, but returned in an hour vitli tlie afflicting^ 
intelligence that no such bird v^SbS to be found in the dovecote 
of the Generalife. The Administrador, however, pledged his 
sovereign word that if such vagrant should appear there, even 
at midnight, he should instantly be arrested, and sent back 
prisoner to ids little black-eyed mistress. 

Thus stands the melancholy affair, which has occasioned 
much distress throughout the palace, and has sent the incon- 
solable Dolores to a sleepless pillow. 

Sorrow endimeth for a night,” says the proverb, “ but joy 
cometh in the morning.” The first object that met my eyes, 
on leaving my room tins morning, was Dolores, witli the 
truant pigeon in her hands, and her eyes sparkling with joy. 
He had appeared at an early hour on the battlements, hover- 
ing shyly about from roof to roof, but at length entered the 
window, and surrendered himself prisoner. H5 gained little 
credit, hovrever, by his return ; for the ravenous manner in 
which he devoured the food set before him, showed that, like 
the prodigal son, he had been (haven hon^ by sheer famine. 
Dolores upbraided him for his faithless conduct, calling him 
all manner of -vagrant names (though, woman like, she fondled 
him at the same time to her bosom, and covered Mm with 
kisses). I observed, however, that she had taken care to clip 
his wings to prevent all future soarings ; a precaution, which 
1 mention, for the benefit of all those who have truant lovers 
or wandering husbands. More than one valuable moral might 
be drawn from the story of Dolores and her pigeon. 


THE AUTHOE’S CHAMBER 

On taking up my abode in the Alhambra, one end of a 
suite of empty chambers of modern architectm*e, intended 
for the residence of the Governor, was fitted up for my recep- 
tion. It was in front of the palace, looking forth upon the 
esplanade ; the fxuther end communicated with a cluster of 
little chambers, partly Moorisli, partly modern, inliabiteci by 
Tia Antonia and her family ; these terminated in a large 
room, which seiyes the good old dame for parlour, kitchen, 
and hall of audience. It had boasted of some splendoxu* in 
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the time of the Moors, but a fire-place had been built in one 
corner, the smoke from which had discoloured the wajis, 
nearlj obliterated the ornaments, and spread a sombre tint on 
the whole. From these gloomy apartments, a irarrow blind corri- 
dor and a dark Ayinding staircase, led do^m an angle of the 
tower of Comares, groping along which, and opening a small 
door at the bottom, you were suddenly dazzled by emerging 
into the brilliant antechamber of the Hall of Ambassadors, 
with the fountain of the couit of the Alberca sparkling 
before you. 

I was dissatisfied with being lodged in a modern and fron- 
tier apartment of the palace, and longed to ensconce myself iti 
the very heart of the building. As I was rambling one day 
about the Moorish halls, I found in a remote gallery, a door 
which I had not before noticed, communicating apparently 
with an extensive apartment, locked up fi’om the pubMc. Here 
then was a mystery ; here was the haunted vfing of the castle. 
I procm'ed the key, however, without difficulty ; the door 
opened to a range^of vacant chambers of Eimopean architec- 
ture, though built over a Moorish arcade, along the little 
garden of Lindmaxa. There were two lofty rooms, the ceil- 
ings of which were of deep panel work of cedar, richly and 
skilfully carved with fruits and flowers, intermingled with 
grotesque masks or faces, but broken in many places. TJie 
walls had evidently, in ancient times, been hung with damask, 
but were now naked, and scrawled over with the insignificant 
names of aspiring travellers ; the windows, 'which were dis- 
mantled, and open to wind and weather, looked into the 
garden of Lindaraxa, and the orange and citron-trees flung 
their branches into the chamber. Beyond these rooms were 
two saloons, less loftjr, looking also into the garden. In the 
compaitments of the panelled ceilings, were baskets of fruit 
and garlands of flowers, painted by no mean hand, and in 
tolerable preservation. Tlie walls had also been painted in 
fresco in the Italian style, but the paintings were nearly 
obliterated ; the window^s were in the same shattered state as 
in the other chambers. This fanciful suite of rooms termi- 
nated in an open gaUery vfith balustrades, which ran at right 
angles along another side of the garden. The whole apart- 
ment had a delicacy and elegance in its decorations, and there 
was something so choice and sequestered in its situation, along 
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this retired little garden, that it awakened an interest in W 
histoiy. I found on inquiry, that it was an a,partment fitted 
up by Italian artists in the early part of the last centuiy, at 
the time when Philip Y. and the beautiful Elizabeth of Paima 
were expected at the Alhambra ; and was destined for the 
Queen and the ladies of her train. One of the loftiest cham- 
bers had been her sleeping-room ; and a narrow staircase 
leading from it, thongh now waUed up, opened to the delight- 
ful bedyidere, origindly a mirador of the ]\Ioorish Sultanas, 
but fitted up as a boudoir for the fair Elizabeth, and which 
still retains the name of the tocador, or toilette, of the Queen. 
The sleeping-room I have mentioned, commanded from one 
window a prospect of the Generaliie and its embovrered ter- 
races : under another window played the alabaster fountain of 
the garden of Lindaraxa. That garden carried ni}" thoughts 
still farther back to the period of another reign of beauty ; to 
the days of the Moorish Sultanas. 

“ How beauteous is this garden ! ” says an Arabic inscrip- 
tion, “ where the flowers of the earth ^de with the stars of 
heaven ! What can compare with the vase of yon alabas- 
ter fountain, filled with crystal water ? Nothing but the mooii 
in her fulness, shining in the midst of an unclouded sky 1” 

Centimes had elapsed, yet how much of this scene of appa- 
rently fragile beauty remained 1 The garden of Lindaraxa was 
still adorned with flowers ; the fountain still presented its 
crystal niiiTor ; it is true, the alabaster had lost its whiteness, 
and the basin beneath, overrun with weeds, had become the 
nestling-place of the lizard ; but there was something in the 
very decay, that enhanced th^ interest of the scene, speaking, 
as it did, of that mutability which is the irrevocable lot of 
man and all his woi’ks. The desolation, too, of these chambers, 
once the abode of the proud and elegant Elizabetta, had a 
more touching cliaina for me, than if I had beheld them in 
their pristine splendour, glittering vuth the pageantry of a 
court. I determined at once to take uj) my quarters in this 
‘.ipartment. 

My determination excited great surprise in the family, who 
could not imagine any rational inducement for the choice of so 
solitary, remote, and forlorn apartment. The good Tia Anto- 
nia considered it highly dangerous ; the neighbourhood, she 
Siiid, wBs infested by vagi’ants; tlie caverns of the adjacent 
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hills swarmed with gipsies ; the palace was ruinoiis^ and easy 
to he entered in many parts ; and the rumour of a stranger 
quartered alone in one of the ruined apartments, out of the 
hearing of the rest of the inhabitants, might tempt uiiwel- 
come visitors in the night, especially as foreigners are always 
supposed to be well stocked with money. Dolores represented 
the frightful loneliness of the place, nothing but bats and owls 
flitting about ; then there vrere a fox and a wild cat, that kept 
aloout the vaults and roamed about at night 

I was not to be diverted from my humour ; so calling in the 
assistance of a carpenter, and the ever officious Mateo Ximenes. 
the doors txncl windows were soon placed in a state of tolerable 
security. With all these precautions, I must confess, the first 
night I passed in these quarters was inexpressibly dreary. I 
was escorted by the whole family to my chamber, and their 
taking leave mi me, and returning along the w^aste ante- 
chambers and effioing galleries, reminded me of those hob- 
goblin stories, wh^re the hero is left to accomplish the adventm*e 
of an enchanted liouse. 

Even the thoughts of the fair Elizabetta, and the beauties 
of her court, who had once graced these chambers, now, by’’ a 
peiwersion of £inoy, added to the gloom. Here was the scene 
of their transient gaiety and loveliness ; here were the very 
traces of their elegance and enjoyment ; but what and where 
were they 1 — Dust aid ashes ! tenants of the tomb 1 phantoms 
of the memory 1 

A vague and indescribable awe was creeping over me. I 
would fain have ascrihed it to the thoughts of robbers awakened 
by the evening’s convu-sation, but I felt that it was something 
more unreal and absu-d. In a word, the long-buried impres- 
sions of the mmsery vere reviving, and asserting their power 
over my imagination. Everything began to be affected by the 
working of my mind. The whispering of the wind among the 
citron-trees, beneath my window, had something sinister. I 
cast my eyes into the garden of Lindaraxa 3 the groves pre- 
sented a gulf of shadows ; the thickets, indistinct and ghastly 
shapes. I was glad to close the window, but my chamber 
itself became infected. A bat had found its way . in, and 
fritted about my head and athwart my solitary lamp j the 
grotesque frices carved ii the cedar ceiling seemed to mope 
and mow at me. 
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Ronsing myself, and half-smiling at this temporary weakness, 
I resolved to brave it, and, taking lamp in hand, sallied 
to make a tour of the ancient palace. NothvithstaudingeViST^ 
mental exertion, the task was a severe one. The rays of my 
lamp extended to but a limited distance around me ; I walked 
as it were in a mere halo of light, and all beyond was :hick 
darkness. The vaulted corridors were as caverns ; the vaults 
of the halls were lost in gloom ; what unseen foe might not be 
lurking before or behind me ! my ovtl shadow plajing about 
the wails and the echoes of my own footsteps distiuhed me. 

In this excited state, as I was traversing the great Hall of 
Ambassadors there were added real sounds to these conjectiual 
fancies. Low moans, and indistinct ejaculations seemed to 
rise as it were beneath my feet ; I paused and listened. They 
then appeared to resound from Avithout the tower. Some- 
times they resembled the bowlings of an aiiimal, at others 
they were stifled shiieks, mingled with articiihue ravings. The 
thriliing effect of these sounds in that still horn* and singular 
place, destroyed ail inclination to continue lonely perambu- 
lation. I retuimed to my chamber with more alacrity than I 
had sallied forth, and drew my breath more freely when once 
more witiiin its walls and the door bolted behind me. lllien I 
awoke in the morning, with the sun shinii^’ in at my Miidow 
and lighting up every part of the buildiig with his cheerful 
and truth-telling beams, I could scarcely recall the shadows 
and fancies conjufed up by the gloom of the preceding night ; 
or believe that the scenes around me, so aakecl and apparent, 
could have been clothed with such imaginary horrors. 

Still, the dismal liowHngs and ejaculations I had heard, 
were not ideal ; but they were soon accounted for by my hand- 
maid Dolores; being the ravings of a poa’ maniac, a brother of 
her aunt, who was subject to violent paroxysms, during which 
he was confined in a vaulted room beneath the Hail of 
Ambassadors. 


THE ALHAMBRA BY KOONLIGHT. 

I HAVE given a picture of my aparfcnent on my first taking 
possession of it ; a few evenings have produced a thorough change 
in the scene and in my feelings. The noon, which then was in- 
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visible, lias gradually gained upon the night, and nowrolls in full 
splendour above the towers, pouring a flood of tempered light 
into every court and hall. The garden beneath mj vindow is 
gently lighted up ; the orange and citron-trees are tipped vith 
silver ; the fountains sparkle in the moonbeams, and even the 
blush of the rose is faintly visible. 

I have sat for hours at my window, inhaling the sweetness 
of the garden, and musing on the chequered fortimes of those 
whose history is dimly shadowed out in the elegant memorials 
around. Sometimes I have issued forth at midnight, when 
everjdhing was quiet, and have wandered over the whole build- 
ing. Who can do justice , to a moonlight night in such 
a climate and in such a place ! The temperatui'e of an Anda- 
lusian midnight in summer is perfectly ethereal. We seem 
lifted up into a purer atmosphere ; there is a serenity of soul, 
a buoyancy of spirits, an elasticity of firame, that renders mere 
existence enjoyment. The effect of moonlight too, on the 
Alhambra, has something like enchantment. Every rent 
and chasm of tiniq, every mouldering tint and weather-stain 
disappears; the marble resumes its original whiteness; the 
long colonnades brighten in the moonbeams; the halls are 
illuminated with a softened radiance until the whole edifice 
reminds one of the enchanted palace of an Aiubian tale. 

At such a time I have ascended to the little pavilion called 
the Queen’s Toilette, to enjoy its varied and extensive prospect. 
To the right, the snowy summits of the Sierra Nevada would 
gleam like silver clouds against the darker firmament, and all 
the outlines of the mountain would be softened, yet delicately 
defined. My delight, however, would be to lean over the 
parapet of the tocador, and gaze down upon Granada, spread 
out like a map below me ; all buried in deep repose, and its 
white palaces and convents sleeping, as it were, in the 
moonshine. 

Sometimes I would hear the faint sounds of castanets from 
some party of dancei-s lingering in the Alameda, at other times 
I have heard the dubious tones of a guitar, and the notes of a 
single voice rising from some solitary street, and have pictm^ed 
to myself some youthfril cavalier serenading his lady s window ; 
a gallant custom of former days, but now sadly on the decline, 
except in the remote towns and villages of Spain. Such were 
the scenes that have detained me for many an hour loitering' 
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a^Doxit tlie courts' and balconies of the castle^ enjoying that mix- 
ture of reverie and sensation winch steal away existence in a 
southern climate ; and it has been almost morning before I have 
retired to my bed;, and been lulled to sleep by the Mling 
waters of the fountain of Lindaraxa. 


' INHABITANTS OF THE ALHAMBRA. 

I HAVE often obseiwed that the more proudly a mansion has 
been tenanted in the days of its prosperity, the humbler are its 
inhabitants in the day of' its decline, and that the palace of the 
king, commonly ends in being the nestling-place of the beggar. 

The Alhambm is in a raj)id state of similar 'transition. 
Whenever a tower falls to decay, it is seized upon by some 
tatterdemalion family, who become joint tenants, with the bats 
and owls, of its gilded halls; and hang their rags, those stand- 
ards of poverty, out of its windows and loopholes. 

I have amused myself with remarking some of the motley 
characters that have thus usimpedthe ancient abode of Royalty, 
and who seem as if placed here to give a farcical termination to 
the drama of human pride. One of these even bears the 
mockery of a regal title. It is a little old woman named Maria 
Antonia Sabonea, but who goes by the appellation of la Reyna 
Coquina, or the Cockle-queen. She is small enough to be a 
fairy, and a fairy she may be for aught I can find out, for no 
one seems to know her origin. Her habitation is in a kind of 
closet under the outer staircase of the palace, and she sits in 
the cool stone conidor, plying her needle and singing from 
morning till night, with a ready joke for every one that passes ; 
for though one of the poorest, iie is one of the merriest littlo 
women breathing. Her great merit is a gift for story-telling, 
having, I verily beheve, as many stories at her command, as 
the inexhaustible Scheherezade of the thousand and one 
nights. Some of these I have heai'd her relate in the evening 
tertiilias of Dame Antonia, at which she is occasionally a 
humble attendant. 

That there must be some fairy gift about this mysterious 
little old woman, would appear from her extraordinary luck, 
since, notwithstanding her being very little, very ugly, and 
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very poor, die lias had, according to her own account, fiye hus- 
bands and a half, reckoning as a half one, a young dragoon who 
died during courtship. A riyal personage to this little fairy 
queen, is a poidly old fellow with a bottle nose, who goes about 
in a rusty garb yith a cocked hat of oil-skin and a red cockade. 
He is one of the legitimate sons of the Alhambra, and has lived 
here all his life, filling various offices, such as deputy Alguazil, 
sexton of tlie parochial church, and marker of a fives’ court 
established at the foot of one of the towers. He is as poor 
as a rat, but as proud as be is ragged, boasting of his descent 
from the illustrious house of Aguilar, from which sprang 
Gonsalvo of Cordova, the grand captain. Hay, he actually 
bears the name of Alonza de Aguilar, so renowmed in the history 
of the conquest ; though the graceless wags of the fortress 
have given him the title of el padre sa ?ito, or the holy father, the 
usual appellation of the Pope, w'hich I had thought too sacred in 
the eyes of true catholics to be thus ludicrously applied. It 
is a whimsical caprice of fortune to present, in the grotesque 
person of this tatterdemalion, a namesake and descendant 
of the proud AloiiSa de Aguilar, the mirror of Andalusian 
chivahy, leading an almost mendicant existence about this once 
haughty fortress, which his ancestor aided to reduce ; yet 
such might have been the lot of the descendants of Agamem- 
non and Achfrles, had they lingered about the ruins of Troy 1 
Of this motley community, I find the family of my gos- 
siping ’squire, Mateo Ximenes, to form, from their numbers 
at least, a very important part. His boast of being a son 
of the Alhambra, is not unfounded. His family has inhabited 
the fortress ever since the time of the Conquest, handing down 
a hereditary poverty fr'om father to son ; not one of them 
having ever been known to be worth a marawedi. His father, 
by tradp a riband weaver, and who succeeded the historical 
tailor as the head of the family, is now near seventy years of 
age, and lives in a hovel of reeds and plaster, built by his 
own bands just above the iron gate. • The furniture consists of 
a crazy bed, a table, and two or three chairs ; a wooden chest, 
containing his clothes and the archives of his family ; that is 
to say, a few papers concerning old law-suits, which he cftnnot 
read ; but the pnde of his hovel is a blazon of the arms of the 
family, brilliantly coloured, and suspended in a fr*ame against 
the wail ; clearly denoting by its quai-terings, the various 
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noble houses with which this poverty-stricken brood claim 
affinity. 

As to Mateo himself, he has done his ntmost to peipetuate 
Ms iine^ having a wife and a numerous progeny, who inhabit 
an almost dismantled hovel in the hamlet. How they manage 
to subsist, he only who sees into all mysteries can tell ; the 
subsistence of a Spanish family of the kind, is always a riddle 
to me ; yet they do subsist, and vrhat is more, appear to enjoy 
their existence, Tlie wife takes her holiday stroll in the Paseo 
of Granada, with a clrild in her aims and half a dozen at her 
heels ; and the eldest daughter, now verging into womanhood, 
dresses her hair with fiowers, and dances gaily to the castanets. 

Here are two classes of people, to whom life seems one long 
holiday, the very rich, and the very poor ; one because 
they need do nothing, the other because they have nothing 
to do ; but there are none who understand the art of cluing 
nothing and living upon notMng, better than the poor classes 
in Spain. Climate does one half^ and temperament the rest. 
Give a Spaniard the shade in summer, an^ the sun in winter ; 
a little bread, garlic, oil, and garbances, an old brown cloiik 
and a guitar, and let the world roll on as it pleases. Talk of 
poverty 1 with him it has no disgi'ace. It sits upon Mm 
with a grandiose style, like Ms ragged cloak. He is a Iiidalgo. 
even when in rags. 

The sons of the Alhambra” are an eminent illustration of 
this practical pMlosophy. As the Moors imagined that the 
celestial paradise hung over tMs favoured spot, so I am inclined 
at times to fancy, that a gleam of the golden age still lingers 
about the ragged community. They possess nothing, they 
do notMng, they care for notMng. Yet, though apparently 
idle all the w^eek, they are as observant of ail holy days and 
saints’ days as the most laborious artizan. They attend all 
fetes and dancings in Granada and its vicinity, light bonfires 
on the Mils on St. John’s eve, and have lately danced away tlie 
moonlight nights on the harvest home of a small field within 
the precincts of the fortress, which yielded a few bushels of 
wheat. 

Before concluding these remarks, I must mention one of 
the amusements of the place which has partieuiaiiy stniek 
me. I had I’epeatedly observed a long le^m fellow^ perched on 
the top of one of the towers, manceiiTOng two or tln*ee* lislr- 
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ing-rodS; as tliough lie was angling for the stars. I was for 
some time perplexed by the eyolutioiis of this aerial fisherman, 
and my perplexity increased on observing others employed in 
like manner on different parts of the battlements and bas- 
tions ; it was not until I consulted Mateo Ximenes, that I 
solved the mystery. 

It seems that the pine and airy situation of this fortress has 
rendered it, like the castle of Macbeth, a prolific breeding- 
place for swallows and martlets, vrho spoid about its towers in 
myriads, with the holiday glee of ui*chins just let loose from 
school To entrap these birds in then giddy cyclings, with 
hooks baited with flies, is one of the favourite amusements of 
the ragged sons of the Alhambra,” w^ho, with the good-for- 
nothing ingenuity of arrant idlers, have thus invented the 
art of angling in the sky ! 


THE COITET OF LIONS. 


The peculiar charm of this old dreamy palace, is its power 
of calling np vague reveries and j)iotmings of the past, and 
thus clothing naked realities with the illusions of the memory 
and the imagination. As I delight to walk in these vain 
shadows,” I am prone to seek those parts of the AHiambra 
which are most favourable to this phantasmagoria of the mind ; 
and none are more so than the Conrt of Lions, and its sur- 
rounding halls. Here the hand of time has fallen the lightest, 
and the traces of Moorish elegance and splendoui* exist in almost 
their original brilliancy. Eaiiiiquakes have shaken the foun- 
dations of this pile, and rent its rudest towers ; yet see, not 
one of those slender columns has been displaced, not an arch 
of that light and fragile colonnade has given way, and all the 
fairy fret-work of these domes, apparently as unsubstantial as 
the crystal fabrics of a morning’s A’ost, yet exist after the 
lapse of centuries, almost as fresh as if from the hand of the 
Moslem artist. I write in the midst of these mementos of the 
past, in the fresh hour of early morning, in the flited haH of 
the Aboncerrages. The blood-stoined fountain, the legen- 
dary monument of their massacre, is before me ; the lofty 
jet almost casts its dew upon my paper. How difficult to 
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reconcile the ancient tale of Yiolenee and blood mtli the gentle 
and peaceful scene around 1 Ever}i;hing here appears calcu- 
lated to inspire Idnd and hajppy feelings^ for eyerytlnDg is 
delicate and beautiful. The very light falls tenderly horn 
above, tlirough the lantern of a dome tinted and wrought as if 
by fairy hands. Thi^ough the ample and fretted ai'ch of the 
portal I behold the Court of Lions, with brilliant siinshiiie 
gleaming along its colonnades, and sparkling in its fountains. 
The lively swallow dives into the Court, and then suiging 
upwards, darts away twittering over the roofs ; the busy bee 
toils humming among the flower beds, and painted butter- 
flies hover from plant to plant, and flutter up and sport with 
each other in the sunny air. It needs but a sliglit exertion of 
the fancy to picture some pensive beauty of the harem, loiter- 
ing in these secluded haunts of Oriental luxmy. 

He, howe'er, who would behold this scene under an aspect 
more in unison with its fortunes, let him come when the 
shadows of evening temper the brightness of the Coui*fc, and 
throw a gloom into the sun’ounding halls. Then nothing can 
be more serenely melancholy, or more in harmony with the 
tale of dejiarted grandem’. 

At such times I am apt to seek the Hall of Justice, whose 
deep shadowy arcades extend across the upper end of the 
Court. Here was performed, in presence of Ferdinand and 
Isabella, and their triumphant Court, the pompous ceremo- 
nial of high mass, on taking possession of the Alhambra. The 
veiy cross is still to be seen upon the wall, where the altar 
was erected, and where officiated the Grand Cardinal of Spain, 
and others of the highest religious dignitaries of the land. I 
picture to myself the scene when this place was filled witli 
the conquering host, that mixtime of mitred pi'elate and 
shaven monk, and steel-clad knight and silken courtier; when 
crosses and crosiers, and religions standards, wxTe mingled with 
proud armorial ensigns and the banners of the liaiigiity cLids 
of Spain, and flaunted In triumph through these i\Ioslem hails. 

I picture to myself Columbus, the future discoverer nf a world, 
taking his modest stand in a remote corner, the luimble and 
neglected spectator of the pageant. I see in imagination the 
Catholic sovereigns prostrating themselves before the altar, 
and pouring forth thanks for their rictory ; while tlie vaults 
resounded with sacred minstrelsy, and the deep-toned Te Deiinn 
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The transient illusion is oyer — ^the pageant melts from the 
fancy — monarch, priest, and warrior, return into oblivion, 
with the poor Moslems over whom they exulted. The hall 
of their triumph is waste and desolate. The bat fits about 
its twilight vaidt, and the owl hoots from the neighbouring 
tower of Comares. 

On entering the Court of the Lions, a few eyenings since, I 
was startled at beholding a turbaned Moor quietly seated 
near the fountain. It seemed, for a moment, as if oiie of the 
superstitions of the place were realized, and some ancient 
inhabitant of the Alhambra had broken the spell of centuries, 
and become visible. He proved, however, to be a mere ordi- 
nary mortal ; a native of Tetuan in Barbary, who had a shop 
% in the Zacatin of Granada, w^here he sold rhubarb, trinkets, 
and perfumes. As he spoke Spanish fluently, I was enabled 
to hold conversation with him, and found him shrewd and 
intelligent. He told me that he came up the hill occasionally, 
in the summer, to pass a part of the day in the Alhambra, 
which reminded Kim of the old palaces in Barbary, w^hich 
were built and adorned in similar style, though with less 
magnificence. 

As we walked about the palace, he pointed out several of 
the Arabic inscriptions, as possessing much poetic beauty. 

Ah, seilor, said he, when the Moors held Granada, they 
were a gayer people than they are now-a-days. They thought 
only of love, of music, and poetry. They made stanzas upon 
every occasion, and set them all to music. He who could make 
the best vei^ses, and she who had the most tuneful voice, might 
be sure of favoui'and preferment. In those days, if any one asked 
for bread, the reply was. Make me a couplet ; and the poorest 
beggar, if he begged in rhyme, would often be rewarded with a 
piece of gold. 

And is the popular feeling for poetry,” said I, entirely 
lost among you 

By no means, seuor, the people of Barbary, even those of 
the lower classes, still make couplets, and good ones too, as in 
the olden time ; but talent is not rewarded as it was then : the 
rich prefer the jingle of their gold to the sound of poetry or 
music.” 

As he wus talking, his eye caught one of the inscriptions 
that foretold perpetuity to the power and glory of the Moslem 
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moiiarchs, tlie masters of this pile. He shook his head and 
shrugged his shoulders, as he interpreted it. Such might 
haye been the case/’ said he, “ the Sloslems might still haye 
been reigning in the Alhambra, had not Boabdil been a 
- traitor, and given up Ins ca^ntal to the Clnistians. The Spanish 
monarchs would never have been able to conquer it by open 
force,” 

I endeavoured to vindicate the memory of the unlucky 
Boabdil horn this as|)ersion, and to show that the dissensions 
which led to the downfall of the Moorish tht'one, originated in 
the cruelty of his tiger-hearted father ; but the Moor would 
admit of no palliation. 

Muley Hassan,” said he, might have been cruel ; but he 
vus hiuve, vigilant, and patriotic. Had he been properly 
seconded, Granada w^onld still have been oui'S ; hut his son 
Boabdil th'warted his plans, crippled his power, sowed treason 
ill his palace, and dissension in his camp. May the ciuse of 
God light upon him for his treachery !” With these words 
the Moor left the AUiamhra. 

The indignation of my tebaned companion agrees with an 
anecdote related by a friend, who in the com’se of a tour in 
Barbary, had an interview with the Pacha of Tetiian. The 
Moorish governor was particular in his inquiries about the 
soil, and especially concerning the favoured regions of Anda- 
lusia, the delights of Granada, and the remains of its royal 
palace. The replies awakened all those fond recollections, so 
deeply cherished by the Moors, of the power and splendoui’ of 
their ancient empire in Spciin. Turning to his Moslem attend- 
ants, the Pacha stroked his beard, and broke fortli in 
passionate lamentations, that such a sceptre should have ftillen 
from the sway of true believers. He consoled himself, how''- 
ever, with the persuasion, that the power and prosperity of the 
Spanish nation were on the dechjie ; that a time would come 
w^hen the Moors would conquer their rightM domains : and 
that the day wus perhaps not far distant, when Mahommedan 
worship w^ould again be ofiered up in the Mosque of Cordova, 
and a Mahommedan prince sit on his tin*one in tlie Alhambra. 

Such is the general aspiration and belief among the Mooi*s 
of Barbary ; who consider Spain, and especially Andalusia, 
their rightful heritage, of wdiich they have been despoiled by 
fci’eachery and violence. These ideas are fostered and perpe^ 


THE COURT OF LIONS. 


49 


* tuated by tbe descendants of the exiled Moors of Granada, 
scattered among the cities of Barbary. Several of these reside in 
if Tetuan, preserving their ancient nameSj such as Paez, and Me- 
j dina, and refraining from intermarriage with any families who 
T cannot claim the same high origin. Their vaunted lineage is 
regarded wdth'a degree of popidar deference, rarely shown in 
' Mahommedan countries to any hereditary distinction, except 
;! in the royal line. 

i These families, it is said, continue to sigh after the terres- 
’ tidal paradise of their ancestors, and to put up prayers in 

I their mosques on Fridays, imploring Allah to hasten the time 

when Granada shall he restored to the faithful : an event to 
which they look forward as fondly and confidently as did the 
^Christian crusaders to the recovery of the Holy Sepulchre. 
Nay, it is added, that some of them I'etain the ancient maps 
and deeds of tlie estates and gardens of their ancestors at 
j Granada, and even the keys of the houses ; holding them as 

f evidences of their hereditary claims, to be produced at the 

I ' anticipated day of res|oration. 

The Court of the Cions has also its share of supernatural 
legends. I have already mentioned the belief in the murmur- 
ing of voices and clanking of chains, made at night by the 
spirits of the murdered Abencerrages. Mateo Ximenes, a few 
evenings since, at one of the gatherings in Dame Antonia’s 
apartment, related a fact which happened within the know- 
ledge of his grandfather, the legendary tailor. 

There was an invalid soldier, who had chai-ge of the Alham- 
bra to show it to strangers. As he was one evening, about 
twilight, passing through the Court of Lions, he heard foot- 
I steps in the hall of the Abencerrages. Supposing some visitors 
to be lingering there, he advanced to attend upon them, when 
I to his astonishment he beheld four Moors richly dressed, with 
gilded cuirasses and scymetars, and poniards glittering with 
precious stones. They were w^alking to and fro, with solemn 
I, pace ; but paused and beckoned to him. The old soldier, 
however, fook to fiight, and could never afterwards be pre- 
p vailed upon to enter the Alhambra. Thus it is that men 
sometimes turn their backs upon fortune ; for it is the firm 
if opinion of Mateo, that the Moors intended to reveal the place 
where their treasures lay buried. A successor to the invalid 
■ soldier was more knowing, he came to the Alhambra pooir 
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but at tlie end of a year went off to Malaga, bougiit liouses, set 
tip a carriage, and still lives there one of the richest as well as 
oldest men of the place ; all -wliich, Mateo sagely surmises, was 
in consequence of his finding out the golden secret of these 
phantom Moors. 


BOABDIL EL CHICO. 

My conversation with the man in the Court of Lions, set 
me to musing on the singular fate of BoahdiL Hever vras 
surname more applicable than that bestowed upon him by his 
subjects, of el Zogoyhi,” or the unlucky.” His misfortunes 
began almost in his cradle. In his tender youth, lie was im-- 
prisoned and menaced with death by an inhuman fatlier, and 
only escaped through a mother’s stratagem ; in after years his 
life was embittered and repeatedly endangered, by the hostili- 
ties of a usurping uncle ; his reign wus distracted by external 
invasions and internal feuds ; he was alternately the foe, the 
prisoner, the friend, and always the duje of Ferdinand, until 
conquered and dethroned by the mingled craft and force of 
that perfidious monarch. An exile from his native land, he 
took refuge with one of the princes of Afiica, and fell obscurely 
in battle, fighting in the cause of a stranger. His misfor- 
tunes ceased not with his death. If Boabdil cherished a 
desire to leave an honourable name on the historic page, liow 
cruelly has he been defrauded of his .hopes 1 Who is there that 
has turned the least attention to the romantic history of the 
Moorish domination in Spain, without kindling with indigna- 
tion at the alleged atrocities of Boabdil? Who has not been 
touched with the woes of his lovely and gentle queen, subjected 
by him to a trial of life and death, on a false charge of infi- 
delity ? Who has not been shocked by his alleged murder of 
his sister and her tw'o children, in a transport of passion '? 
Who has not felt his blood boil, at the inhuman massacre of 
th.e gallant Abencerrages, thirty-six of whom, it is afiirmed, he 
ordered to be beheaded in the Coiut of Lions ? All these 
charges have been reiterated in various forms ; they have 
passed into bahads, dramas, and romances, until tliej liave 
taken too thorough possession of the public mind to be eradi- 
cated. There is not a foreigner of education that visits the 


51 


BOABDIL EL CHICO. 

Alliambra, but asks for the foiintaiix where the Abencerrages 
were beheaded ; and gazes with horror at the grated gallery 
where the Queen is said to have been confined ; not a peasant 
of the Vega or the Sierra, but sings the story in rude coupletS;, 
to the accompaniment of his guitar^ while his hearers learn to 
execrate the very name of Boabdil. 

Never, however, was name more fonhy and unjustly slan- 
dered. I have examined all the authentic chronicles and 
letters written by Spanish authors, contemporary with Boab- 
^lii ; some of whom were in the confidence of the catholic 
sovereigns, and actually present in the camp throughout the 
war. I have examined aU the xirabian authorities I could get 
access to, through the medium of translation, and can find 
nothing to justiry these dark and hateful accusations. The 
whole of these tales may be traced to a work commonly called 

The Civil Wai*s of Granada,” containing a pretended history 
of the feuds of the Zegries and Abencerrages, dining the last 
struggle of the Moorish empire. This work appeared originally 
in Spanish, and professed to be translated from the Arabic by 
one Gines Perez de’ Hila, an inliabitant of Murcia. It has 
since passed into various languages, and Fioriaii has taken 
from it much of the fable of his Gonsalvo of Cordova ; it has 
since, in a great measure, usurped the authority of real iiistory, 
and is ouirently believed by the people, and especially the 
peasantry of Granada. The whole of it, however, is a mass of 
fiction, mingled with a few disfigured truths, which give it an 
air of veracity. It bears internal evidence of its falsity ; the 
manners and customs of the Moors being extravagantly mis- 
represented in it, and scenes depicted, totally incompatible 
with their habits and their faith, and which never could have 
been recorded by a Mahornmedan wiiter. 

I confess there seems to me something almost criminal in 
the wilful peiwersions of this work : gTeat latitude is un- 
doubtedly to be allowed to romantic fiction j hut there are 
limits which it must not pass, and the names of the distin- 
guished dead, which belong to history, are no more to be 
calumniated than those of the illustrious living. One would 
have thought too, that the unfortimate Boabdil had suffered 
enough for his justifiable hostility to the Spaniards, by being 
stripped of his kingdom, without liaviDg his name thus 
wantonly traduced, and rendered a bye-word and a theme of 
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iiifaiHy in Ills native land, and in tlie very mansion of liis 
lathers ! 

It is not intended hereby to afQrm that the transactions 
imputed to Boabdil are totally without historic foundation ; 
but as far as they can be traced, they appear to have been the 
acts of his father, Ahen Hassan, who is represented by both 
Chi'istian and Arabian chroniclers, as being of a cruel and 
ferocious nature. It was he who put to death the cavaliers of 
the illustrious line of the Abencerrages, upon suspicion of their 
being engaged in a conspiracy to dispossess him of his thi’one. 

The story of the accusation of the Queen of Boabdil, and of 
her confinement in one of the towers, may also be traced to an 
incident in the life of his tiger-hearted father. Aben Hassan, 
in his advanced age, married a beautiful Christian captive of 
noble descent, who took the Moorish appellation of Zorayda, 
by whom he had two sons. She was of an ambitious 
and anxious that her children should succeed to the crown. 
For this pm-pose she worked upon the suspicious temper of 
the king ; inflaming him with jealousies of his childi’en by his 
other wives and concubines, whom she" accused of plotting 
against his throne and life. Some of them were slain by the 
ferocious father. Ayxa la Horra, the virtuous mother' of 
Boabdil, who had once been his cherished favomite, became 
likewise the object of his suspicion. He confined her and her 
son in the tower of Comares, and would have sacrificed Boab- 
dil to his fury, but that this tender mother lowered Mm from 
the tower, in the night, by means of the scarfs of herself and 
her attendants, and thus enabled him to escape to Guaclk. 

Such is the only shadow of a foundation that I can find for 
the story of the accused and captive queen ; and in this it 
appears that Boabdil was the persecuted, instead of the perse- 
cutor. 

Thi'oughout the whole of his brief, turbulent, and disastrous 
reign, Boabdil gives evidence of a mild and amiable character. 
He, in the first instance, won the hearts of the people by Ms 
affiibie and gracious naanners ; he was always peaceable, and 
never inflicted any severity of punishment upon those w’-ho 
occasionally rebelled against him. He was personMly bmve, 
but he wanted moral courage ; and, in times of difficulty and 
perplexity, was wavering and in’esolute. TMs feebleness of 
spirit hastened Ms downfall, wMle it deprived Mm of tliat 
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heroic grace which would have given a grandeur and dignity 
to his fate, and rendered him worthy of closing the splendid 
drama of the Moslem domination in Spain. 


MEMENTOS OF BOABDIL. 


m 

si* 


While my mind was still -weirm with the subject of the 
unfortunate Boabdil, I set forth to trace the mementos con- 
nected with his story, which yet exist in this scene of his sove- 
reignty and his misfortunes. In the picture-gallery of the 
Palace of the Generalife hangs Ins portrait. The face is mild, 
^ handsome, and somewhat melancholy, with a fair complexion 
and yellow hair ; if it be a true representation of the man. he 
may have been vravering and uncertain, but there is notliing 
of crueit}^ or unldndness in his aspect. 

I next visited the dungeon where he was confined in his 
youtliful days, when his cruel father meditated his destruction. 
It is a vaulted room in the tower of Comares, under the Plall 
of Ambassadors ; a similar room, separated by a narrow 
passage, was the prison of his mother, the virtuous Ayxa la 
Horra. The walls are of prodigious thickness, and the small 
-windows secured by iron bars. A narrow stone gallery, with 
a low parapet, extends round three sides of the towei*, just 
below the windows, but at a considerable height fi*oni the 
ground. From this gallery, it is presumed, the queen lowered 
her son with the scarfs of herself and her female attendants, 
during the darkness of night, to the hill-side, at the foot of 
w'Mch waited a domestic with a fleet steed to bear the prince 
to the mountains. 

As I paced this gallery, my imagination pictiored the anxious 
queen leaning over the parapet, and listening, with the thi'ob- 
bings of a mother’s heart, to the last echoes of the horse’s hoof, 
as her son scoured along the narrow valley of the Darro. 

My next search was for the gate by which Boabdii departed 
fi-om the Alhambra, when about to surrender his capital 
Witk the melancholy caprice of a broken spirit, he requested 
of the Catholic monarchs, that no one afterwards might be 
permitted to pass through this gate. His prayer, according 
to ancient chronicles, w^as complied with, through the sympathy 
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of Isabella, and the gate walled up. For some time I inquired in 
vain for such a portal ; at length, my humble attendant, j\Iateo, 
learned among the old residents of the fortress, that a ruinous 
gateway still existed, by which, according to tradition, tlie 
Moorish king had left the fortress, but wliich had never been 
open within the memory of the oldest inhabitant. 

He conducted me to the spot. The gateway is in the centre 
of ’what was once an immense tower, called la Torre do ios 
Siete Sttelos, or, the Tow^r of Seven Floors. It is a place 
famous in tlie siiperstitious stories of the neigh bcjurhood. for 
being the scene of strange apparitions and Moorish enchant-’ 
ments. 

This once redoubtable tower is now a mere wreck, having 
been blown up with gunpowder by the French, when they 
abandoned the fortress. Great masses of the wall lie scjvd:ered 
about, buried in the luxuriant herbage, or ovei'shadoveed by 
vines and fig-trees. The arch of the gateveay, though rent by 
the shook, still remains ; but the last wish of poor Boabdii hns 
again, though unintentionally, been fiiMilled, for the portal 
has been closed up by loose stones gathered from the ruins, 
and remains impassable. 

Following up the route of the Moslem monarch, as it re- 
mains on record, I crossed on horseback the hill of Los !Mar- 
t}Tos, keeping along the garden of the convent of the same 
name, and thence down a nigged ravine, beset b}' thickets of 
aloes and Indian figs, and lined by caves and hovels s\Yarming 
with gypsies. It was the road taken by Eoabdil, to avoid 
passing through the city. The descent was so steep and broken 
that I was obliged to dismount and lead my horse. 

Emerging from the ravine, and passing by the Fuerta de 
los Molinos, (the Gate of the Mills,) I issued forth upon the 
public promenade, called the Prado, and parsuing the course 
of the Xenil, arrived at a small Moorish mosque, now con- 
verted into the chapel or hermitage of San Sebastian. A taldot 
on tlie wall relates that on this spot Boabdii surrendered the 
keys of Granada to the Castilian sovereigns. From thence I 
rode slowly across the Yega to a village where the family and 
household of the unhappy king awaited him, for he had sent 
them forward on the preceding night from the Alhamlira, tliat 
his mother and wife might not participate in his personal 
humiliation, or be exposed to the gaze of the conquerors. 
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Follc'^ving on in the route of the melancholy band of royal 
exileS;, I ariived at the foot of a chain of barren and dreary 
heights, forming the skirt of the Aipuxarra mountains. From 
the summit of one of these the unfortunate Boabdil took his 
last look at Granada ; it bears a name expressive of his sorrows, 
la Ouesia de las Lagrimas, (the Hill of Tears.) Beyond it, a 
sandy road winds across a rugged, cheerless waiste, doubly 
dismal to the unhappy monarch, as it led to exile. 

I spurred my horse to the summit of a rock, where Boabdil 
uttered his last soitowTuI exclamation, as he turned his eyes 
from taking their farewell gaze : it is still denominated el ulti- 
mo sicsjylro del Moro^ (the last sigh of the Moor.) Who can 
wonder at his anguish at being expelled from such a kingdom 
and such an abode % With the Alhambra he seemed to be 
yielding up all the honoxus of his line, and all the glories and 
■delights of life. 

It was here, too, that his affliction was embittered by the 
reproach of his mother, A}nca, who had so often assisted him 
in times of peril, and had vainly sought to instil into him her 
own resolute spirit. * You do w^ell,” said she, to weep as a 
woman over what you could not defend as a man,” — a speech 
that savours more of the pride of the princess than the tender- 
ness of the mother. 

When this anecdote was related to Charles Y. by Bishop 
Guevara, the emperor joined in the expression of scorn at the 
weakness of the wavering Boabdil “ Had I been he, or he 
been I,” said the haughty potentate, I would rather have 
made this Alhambra my sepulchre than have lived without a 
kingdom in the Aipuxarra.” 

How easy it is for those in power and prosperity to preach 
heroism to the vanquished i how little can they understand 
that life itself may rise in value with the unfortunate, when 
nought but life remains 1 


THE BALCONY. 

In the Hall of Ambassadors, at the central window, 
there is a balcony,, of xvhich I have already made mention ; it 
projects like a cage from the face of the tower, high in mid-air 
above the tops of the trees that gTOw on the steep hill-side. It 
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serves me as a kind of oDservatorj, where I often take my 
seat to consider, not merely the heaven above, but the earth 
beneath. Besides the magnificent prospect which it com- 
mands of mountain, valley, and vega, there is a busy little 
scene of human life laid open to inspection immediately below. 
At the foot of the hill is an alameda, or public walk, wdiich, 
though not so fashionable as the more modern and splendid 
paseo of the Xenil, still boasts a varied and picturesque con- 
com'se. Hither resort the small gentry of the suburbs, to- 
gether with priests and ftiars, who Tvalk for appetite and 
digestion, majos and majas, the beaux and belles of the lower 
classes, in their Andalusian di’esses, swaggering contraban- 
distas, and sometimes half-muffled and mysterious loungers of 
the higher ranks, on some secret assignation. 

It is a moving and motley picture of Spanish life and cha- 
racter, vrhich I delight to study ; and/as the naturalist has his 
microscope to aid him in his investigations, so I have a small 
pocket telescope which brings the countenances of the motley 
groups so close as almost, at times, to make me think I can 
divine their conversation by the play and expression of their 
features. I am thus, in a manner, an invisible observer, and, 
without quitting my solitude, can throw myself in an iixstant 
into the midst of society, — a rare advantage to one of some- 
what shy and quiet habits, and who, like myself, is fond of 
observing the di^ama of life without becoming an actor in the 
scene. 

There is a considerable suburb lying below the Alhambra, 
filling the narrow gorge of the valley, and extending up the 
opposite hill of the Albaycia. Many of the houses are built 
in the Moorish style, round patios, or courts, cooled by foun- 
tains, and open to the sky ; and as the inhabitants pass much 
of their time in these courts, and on the terraced roofs during 
the summer season, it follows that many a glance at their 
domestic life may be obtained by an aerial spectator like my- 
self who can look down on them from the clouds. 

I enjoy in some degree, the advantages of the student in 
the famous old Spanish story, who beheld all i\Iadrid unrocded 
for his inspection ; and my gossiping Squire i^lateo Xiiueiies, 
offlciates occasionally as my Asmodeus, to give me anecdotes 
of the different mansions .and their inliabitants. 

I prefei', however, to form conjectural histories for myself, 
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and thus 3an sit for 1iotu*s weaving from casual incidents and 
indications that pass under my eye, the whole tissue of schemes, 
intrigues, and occupations of certain of the busy mortals 
below. There is scarce a pretty face, or a striking figure 
that I daily see, about which I have not thus gi-adually framed 
a dramatic story, though some of my characters will occa- 
sionally act in direct opposition to the part assigned them, and 
disconcert my whole drama. A few days since, as I was 
reconnoitring with my glass the streets of the Albaycia, I 
beheld the procession of a Novice about to take the veil ; and 
remarked several circumstances that excited the strongest 
sympathy in the fate of the youthful being thus about to be 
consigned to a living tomb. I ascertained to my satisfac- 
tion t ^'at she was beautiful ; and, by the paleness of her cheek, 
that she was a victim rather than a votary. She was arrayed 
in bridal garments, and decked vith a chaplet of white dowers, 
but her heart evidently revolted at this mockery of a spiritual 
union, and yearned after its earthly loves. A tall stern-looking 
man walked near her in the procession ; it was evidently the 
tyrannical father, wJtxo, fr-om some bigoted or sordid motive, had 
compelled this sacrifice. Amidst the crowd was a dark hand- 
some youth, ill Andalusian garb, who seemed to fix on her an 
eye of agony. It was doubtless the secret lover fr-om whom she 
was for ever to he separated. My indignation rose as I noted 
the malignant expression painted on the countenances of the 
attendant monks and friars. The procession arrived at the 
chapel of the Convent ; the sun gleamed for the last time upon 
the chaplet of the poor Novice, as she crossed the fatal thres- 
hold, and disap]ieai-ed within the building. The throng 
poured' in with cowl, and cross, and minstrelsy ; the lover 
paused for a moment at the door. I could divine the tumult 
of his feelings ; but he mastered them and entered. There 
was a long inteiwal — I pictured to myself the scene passing 
within ; the poor Novice despoiled of her transient finery, 
clothed in the conventual garb, her bridal chaplet taken frum 
her brow, her beautiful head shorn of its long silken tresses — 
I hemd her murmur the irrevocable vow. I saw her extended 
on the bier ; the death-pall spread over her ; the funeral seivice 
was performed ; I heard the deep tones of the organ, and the 
plaintive requiem chanted by the nuns ; the father looked on 
with a hal’d unfeeling countenance. The lover — ^but no, my 
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imagination refused to paint the lover j there the picture 
remained a blank. 

After a time the thi’ong again poured forth^ and dispersed 
various ways, to enjoy the light of the sun and mingle with the 
‘ Stirling scenes of life ; the victim, however, remained behind. 
Almost the last that came forth were the father and the lover; 
they were in earnest conversation. The latter was vehement 
in his gesticulations ; I expected some violent termination to 
my drama ; but an angle of a building interfered and closed 
the scene. My eye has since frequently been turned to that 
convent with painful interest. I remarked late at night a light 
burning in a remote window of one of its towers. There,” 
said I, the unhappy mm sits weeping in her cell, while per- 
haps her lover paces the street below’ in unavailing anguish.” 

The officious Mateo interrupted my meditations and de- 
stroyed in an instant the cobweb tissue of my fancy. With 
his usual zeal he had gathered facts concerning the scene, that 
put my fictions all to fright. The heroine of my romance was 
neither young nor handsome; she had no lover — she had 
entered the convent of her owm free will, as a respectable 
asylum, and w’as one of the most cheerful residents within its 
walls. 

It w^as some little while before I could forgive the wrong 
done me by the nun in being thus happy in her cell, in con- 
tradiction to all the rules of romance ; I diverted my spleen, 
how’ever, by w^atching, for a day or two, the pretty coquetries 
of a dark-eyed brunette, who, firom the covert of a balcony 
shrouded with frowering shmbs and a silken awning, was 
carrying on a mysterious correspondence with a handsome, 
dark, w^ell-wffiiskered cavalier, who was firequently in the street 
beneath her window. Sometimes I saw him at an early hour, 
stealing forth wrapped to the eyes in a mantle. Sometimes he 
loitered at a corner, in various disguises, a2}parently waiting for 
a private signal to slip into the house. Then there w^as the 
tinkling of a gnitar at night, and a lantern shifted from place 
to place in the balcony. I imagined another intiigue like that 
of Alrnaviva, but was again disconcerted in all my suppositions, 
by being informed that the supposed lover was the husband 
of the lady, and a noted contrabandista ; and that ail his 
mpterious signs and movements had doubtless some smug- 
gling scheme in view. 
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I occasionally amused myself mth noting from this balcony 
the gradual changes that came over the scenes below, according 
to the different stages of the day. 

Scarce has the grey dawn streaked the sky, and the earliest 
cock crowed fi-oni the cottages of the hill-side, when the 
suburbs give sign of reviving animation ; for the fresh hours of 
dawning are precious in the summer season in a sultry climate. 
All are anxious to get the start of the sun, in the business of 
the clay. The muleteer drives forth his loaded train for the 
journey ; the traveller slings his carbine behind his saddle, and 
mounts I'iis steed at the gate of the hostel ^ the brown peasant 
urges his loitering beasts, laden with panniers of sunny fruit 
and fresh dewy vegetables ; for akeady the thrifty housewives 
are hastening to the market. 

The sun is np and sparkles along the valley, tipping the 
transparent foliage of the groves. The matin hells resound 
melodiously through the pure bright air, announcing the hour 
of devotion. The muleteer halts his burthened animals before 
the chapel, thrusts his staff thi’ough his belt behind, and enters 
with hat in hand, smoothing his coal-black hair, to hear a mass, 
and put up a prayer for a prosperous wayfaring across the 
sien’a. And now steals forth on faiiy foot the gentle Seiiora, 
in trim baspiiina, with restless fan in hand, and dark eye flash- 
ing fr’om beneath the gracefully folded mantilla : she seeks 
some well-frequented chimch to offer up her morning orisons ; 
but the nicely adjusted dress, the dainty shoe, and cobweb 
stocking, the raven ti’esses exquisitely braided, the ft-esh 
plucked rose, that gleams among them like a gem, show that 
earth divides with Heaven the empne of her thoughts. Keep 
an eye upon her, careful mother, or virgin aunt, or vigilant 
duenna, whichever you be, that walk behind. 

As the morning advances, the din of labour augments on 
every side ; the streets are tlironged with man, and steed, and 
beast of burthen, and there is a hum and murmur, like the 
surges of the ocean. As the sun ascends to his meridian, the 
hum and bustle gradually decline ; at the height of noon there 
is a pause. The panting city sinks into lassitude, and for seve- 
i‘ai hours there is a general repose. The windo ws are closed ; 
the cuitains ckawn, the inhabitants retired into the coolest 
recesses of their mansions j the full-fed monk snores in his 
dormitory; the brawny porter lies stretched on the pave- 
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ment beside his burthen ; the peasant and the labourer sleep 
beneath the trees of the Alameda; lulled by the sultry chirping 
of the locust. The streets axe deserted; except by the vuter- 
cai’rier; ■who refreshes the eai* by proclaiming the merits of his 
sparkling beverage; “ colder than the mountain snow ” 

As the sun declines; there is again a gradual reviving, and 
when the vesper bell rings out his sinking knell, all nature 
seems to rejoice that the tyrant of the day has fallen. jN^ow 
begins the bustle of enjoyment, when the citizens pour forth 
to breathe the evening air, and revel awuy the brief twilight in 
the -walks and gardens of the Dairo and the Xenil. 

As night closes, the capricious scene assumes ne w featiues. 
Light after light gradually twdnlcles forth ; here a taper fr'om 
a balconied -window : there a votive lamp before the image of 
a Saint. Thus by degrees, the city emerges fr*om the pervad- 
ing gloom, and sparkles with scatteiud lights, like the stariy 
firmament. ISTow break forth fi'om coiu*t and gai’deu, and street, 
and lane, the tinkling of innumerable guitars, and the clicking 
of castanets ; blending at this lofty height,^iii a faint but gene- 
ral concert. Enjoy the moment, is the creed of the gay and 
amorous Andalusian, and at no time does he practise it more 
zealously than in the balmy nights of summer, wooing his 
mistress with the dance, the love ditty, and the passionate 
serenade. 

I was one evening seated in the balcony, enjoying the light 
breeze that came rustling along the side of the hill, among the 
tree-tops, when my humble historiographer Mateo, who wus at 
my elbow, pointed out a spacious house, in an obscure street 
of the Albaycia, about wkich he relate^ as nearly as I can 
recollect, the following anecdote. 


THE ADYEHTUEE OF THE MASON. 

" There was once upon a time a poor mason, or bricklaver, 
in Granada, who kept all the saints’ days and holidays, and 
Saint Monday into the bar-gain, and yet, wdth all his devotion, 
he grew poorer and poorer, and could scarcely^ earn bread fi.'r 
his numerous family. One night he w-as roused from his first 
sleep by a knocking at his door. He opened it, and beheld 
before him a tad, meagre, cadaverous-looking piiest. 
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‘ Hark ye^ honest friend T said the stranger ; ‘ I have ob- 
served that yon are a good Christian, and one to be trusted ; 
will yon undertake a job this very night ‘V 

‘ With all my heart, Sehor Padre, on condition that I am 
paid accordingly.’ 

That you shall be ; but you must suffer yourself to be 
bHndfolded.’ 

To this the mason made no objection j so, being hood- 
wiidced, he was led by the priest through yarious rough lanes 
and winding passages, until they stopped before the portal of 
a house. The priest then applied a key, tmmed a creaking 
lock, and opened what sounded like a ponderous door. They 
entered, the door was closed and bolted, and the mason was 
^ conducted tlirough an echoing corridor, and a spacious hall, to 
an interior part of the building. Here the bandage was re- 
moved from his eyes, and he found himself in a patio, or court, 
dimly lighted by a single lamp. In the centre was the dry 
basin of an old Moorish fountain, under which the priest 
requested him to foim a small vault, bricks and mortar being 
at hand for the purpose. He accordingly worked all night, 
but without finishing the job. Just before day-break, the 
priest put a piece of gold into his hand, and having again 
blindfolded him, conducted him back to his dwelling. 

^ Are you willing,’ said he, ^ to return and complete your 
work ?’ 

^ Gladly, Sehor Padre, provided I am so well paid.’ 

^ Weil, then, to-morrow at midnight I will call again.’ 

He did so, and the vault was completed. 

« f How,’ said the priest, ^you must help me to bring forth 
the bodies that are to be buried in this vault.’ 

The poor mason’s hair rose on his head at these words : 
he followed the priest, mth trembling steps, info a retired 
chamber of the mansion, expecting to behold some ghastly 
spectacle of death, but was relieved on perceiving three or four 
portly jars standing in one corner. They were evidently full 
of money, and it was with great labour that he and the priest 
carried them forth and consigned them to their tomb. The 
vault was then closed, the pavement replaced, and all traces of 
the work obliterated. The mason was again hoodwinked and 
led forth by a route different from that by which he had come. 
After they had wandered for a long time through a perplexed 
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maze of lanes and alleys, they halted. The priest then put two 
pieces of gold into his hand : Wait here/ said he, ^ until you 
hear tlie catheckai bell toll for matins. If you presume to un- 
cover your eyes before that time, evil will befall you so 
saying, he departed. The mason waited hiithfully, amusing 
himself by weighing the gold pieces in Ms hand, and clinking 
them against each other. The moment the cathedral bell 
rang its matin peal, he uncovered his eyes, and found Iiimself 
on the banks of the Xenil, from whence he made the best of 
his way laome, and revelled with his family for a whole foil:- 
night on the profits of Ms two nights’ work ; after which he 
was as poor as ever. 

“ He continued to work a little, and pray a good deal, and 
keep Saints’ days and holidays, from year to yeai’, while his ^ 
family grew up as gaimt and ragged as a crew of gypsies. As 
he was seated one evening at the door of his hovel, he was 
accosted by a rich old curmudgeon, who was noted for owning 
many houses, and being a griping landlord. The man of 
money eyed him for a moment from beneath a pair of anxious 
shagged eyebrows, 

“ ^ I am told, friend, that you are very poor.’ 

^ There is no denying the fact, Senor — ^it speaks for itself.’ 

" ^ I presume then, that you will be glad of a job, and will 
work cheap.’ 

^ As cheap, my master, as any mason in Granada.’ 

^ That’s what I want. I have an old house fallen into 
decay, that costs me more money than it is worth to keep it 
in repair, for nobody will live in it ; so I must contrive to 
patch it up and keep it together at as small expense as 
possible.’ 

The mason was accordingly conducted to a large deseHed 
house that seemed going to ruin. Passing through several 
empty halls and chambers, he entered an inner court, where 
his eye was caught by an old Moorish fountain. He paused 
for a moment, for a dreaming recollection of the place came 
over him. 

^ Pray,’ said he, ‘ who occupied this house formerly f 
/" ^ A pest upon Mm T cried the landlord, ' it was'an old 
miserly priest, who cimed for nobody but himself. He was said 
to be immensely rich, and, having no relations, it wa.s thought 
he would leave all his treasures to the CMmch, He died sud- 
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denly, and the priests and friars thronged to take possession 
of his wealth ; but nothing conld they find but a few ducats 
in a leathern purse. The worst luck has fallen on mC; for, 
since his death, the old fellow continues to occupy my house 
without paying rent, and. there’s no taking the law of a 
dead man. The people pretend to hear the clinking of gold 
ail night in the chamber where the old priest slept, as if he 
were counting oyer his money, and sometimes a gi*oaning and 
moaning about the court. Whether true or false, these 
stories have brought a bad name on my house, and not a 
tenant will remain in it.’ 

Enough,’ said the mason stm-dily ,* ^ let me live in your 
house rent-free until some better tenant present, and I will 
engage to put it in repair, and to quiet the troubled spirit 
that disturbs it. I am a good Christian and a poor man, and 
am not to be daunted by the Devil himself, even though he 
should come hi the shape of a big bag of money T 

“ The offer of the honest mason was gladly accepted ; he 
moved with his family into the house, and fulfilled all his en- 
gagements. By lit?tie and little he restored it to its former 
state j the clinking of gold was no more heard at night in the 
chamber of the defunct priest, but began to be heard by day in 
the pocket of the living mason. In a word, he increased rapidly 
in wealth, to the admiration of all his neighbours, and became 
one of the richest men in Granada : he gave large sums to the 
Church, by way, no doubt, of satisfying his conscience, and 
never revealed the secret of the vault until on his death-bed 
to his son and heir.” 


A RAMBLE AMOIIG THE HILLS. 

I FBBQUBNTLY amuse myself towards the close of the day, 
wLen the heat has subsided, with taking long rambles about 
the neighbouring hills and the deep umbrageous vaheys, accom- 
panied by my liistoriographic Squire, Mateo, to whose passion 
for gossiping I on such occasions give the most unhoxmded 
licence ; and there is scarce a rock, or ruin, or broken fountain, 
or lonely glen, about which he has not some marvellous story ; 
or, above all, some golden legend; for never was poor devil so 
munificent in dispensing hidden treasures. 
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A few evenings since; we took a long stroll of tke kind, in tlie 
course of which Mateo was more than usually communicative. 
It was towards sunset that we sallied forth from the Great Gate 
of Justice, and ascending an alley of trees, Mateo paused under 
a clump of % and pomegranate trees, at the foot of a huge 
ruined tower, called the Tower of the Seven Floora, f de los Siete 
Suelos.) Here, pointing to a low archway in the foundation 
of the tower, he informed me of a monstrous sprite, or hob- 
goblin, said to infest this tower ever since the time of the 
Moors, and to guard the treasures of a Moslem King. Some- 
times it issues forth in the dead of the night, , and scours the 
avenues of the Alhambra, and the streets of Granada, in the 
shape of a headless horse, piu*sued by six dogs with terrible 
yells and bowlings. 

But have you ever met with it yourself, Mateo, in any 
of your rambles f’ demanded I. 

No, Sehor, God be thanked! but my grandfather, the 
taiioi', kne-w several persons that had seen it, for it w^ent al)oiit 
much oftener in his time than at present j sometimes in one 
shape, sometimes in another. Everybody in Granada has 
heard of the Bellado, for the old women and the nurses 
frighten the children with it when they cry. Some say it 
is the spirit of a cruel Moorish King, who killed his six sons 
and buried them in these vaults, and that they hunt him at 
nights in revenge.” 

I forbear to dwell upon the marvellous details given by tlie 
simple-minded Mateo about this redoubtable phantom, which 
has, in fact, been time out of mind a favourite theme of 
nursery tales and j)opular tradition in Granada, and of which 
honourable mention is made by an ancient and learned histo- 
rian and topographer of the place. I would only observe, that 
through this tower was the gatew’'ay by which the urifbrtunato 
Boahdil issued forth to smrender his capital. 

Leaving this eventful pile, we continued our course, skirt- 
ing the fruitfol orchards of the Generalife, in ■which two or 
three nightingales were pouring forth a rich strain of melody. 
Behind these orchards we passed a number of Moorish tanks, 
with a door cut into the rocky bosom of the hill, but 
closed up. These tanks, Mateo informed me, 'were favourite 
bathing-places of himself and his comrades in boyhood, until 
frightened away by a story of a hideous Moor, who used to 
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issue forth from the door in the rock to entrap uii\Yary 
bathers. 

Leaving these haunted tanks behind us, we pursued our 
ramble up a solitary mule-path that wound among the hills, 
and soon found ourselves amidst wild and melancholy moun- 
tains, destitute of trees, and here and there tinted with scanty 
verdure. Everything within sight was severe and sterile, and 
it was scarcely possible to realize the idea that but a short 
distance behind us was the Generalife, with its blooming 
orchards and terraced gardens, and that we were in the ricinity 
of delicious Granada, that city of groves and fountains. But 
such is the nature of Spain — wild and stern the moment it 
escapes from cultivation : the desert and the garden are ever 
T side by side. 

The narrow defile np which we were passing is called, 
according to Mateo, el Barranco de la tinaja, or, the Ravine 
of the Jar, because a jai’, frdl of Moorish gold, was found here 
ill old times. The brain of poor Mateo is continually running 
upon these golden l^ends. 

But what is the meaning of the cross I see.j’^onder upon a 
heap of stones, in that narrow part of the ravine 

" Oh, that’s nothing — a muleteer was murdered there some 
years since.” 

" So then, Mateo, you have robbers and murderers, even at 
the gates of the AUiambra f" 

Not at present, Senor ; that was formerly, when there used 
to be many loose fellows about the fortress ; but they’ve ail 
been weeded out. Not but that the gypsies who live in caves 
in the hill-sides, just out of the fortress, are many of them fit 
for anything ; but we have had no murder about here for a 
long time past. The man who murdered the muleteer was 
hanged in the fortress.” 

Our path continued up the barranco, with a bold, ruggetl 
height to oui* left, called the Siila del Moro,” or, Chair- of the 
Moor, from the tradition already alluded to, that the unfor- 
tunate Boabdil fled thither dming a popular insurrection, and 
remained all day seated on the rocky summit, looking mourn- 
fully down on his factious city. 

We at length arrived on the highest part of the promontory 
above Granada, called the Mountain of the Smi. The evening, 
was approaching ; the setting sun just gilded the loftiest 
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heights. Here and there a solitary shepherd might be de- 
scried driving his flock down the declivities, to be folded for 
the night ; or a muleteer and his lagging animals, thi’ead- 
ing some mountain path, to arrive at the city gates before 
nightfall. 

Presently the deep tones of the cathedral bell came swelling 
up the defiles, proclaiming the hour of “ Qracion,” or prayer. 
The note was responded to from the belfry of every church, 
and from the sweet hells of the convents among the mountains. 
The shepherd jraused on the fold of the Mil, the muleteer in 
the midst of the road^ each took off his hat and remained 
motionless for a time, murmm’ing his evening prayer. There 
is always sometliing pleasingly solemn in tliis custom, by 
which, at a melodious signal, every human being throughout ^ 
the land unites at the same moment in a tribute of thanks to 
God for the mei*cies of the dajL It spreads a transient sanctity 
over the land, and the sight of the sun sinking in all Ms glory, 
adds not a little to the solemnity of the scene. 

In the present instance the efiect w'^s heightened by the 
wild and lonely nature of the place. We were on the naked 
and broken summit of the haunted Mountain of the Sun, 
where ruined tanks and cisterns, and the mouldering founda- 
tions of extensive buildings, spoke of fonner populousness, hut 
where Mi was now silent and desolate. 

As we were wandering among these traces of old times, 
Mateo pointed out to me a circular pit, that seemed to pene- 
trate deep into the bosom of the mountain. It was evidently 
a deep w^eil, dug by the indefatigable Moors, to obtain their 
favourite element in its greatest ptuity. Mateo, however, 
had a different story, and much more to his humour. This 
was, according to tradition, an entrance to the subterranean 
caverns of the mountain, in which Boabdil and his court lay 
t)ouiid in magic spell ; and from whence they sallied forth at 
night, at allotted times, to revisit their ancient abodes. 

The deepemng twilight, which, in this climate, is of such 
short duration, admonished ms to leave this haunted ground. 

As we descended the mountain defiles, there was no longer 
herdsman or muleteer to be' seen, nor anything to be heard 
but our own footsteps and the lonely chirping of the cricket, 
Ihe shadov^s of the valleys gTew deeper and deeper, until all 
was dark around us. The lofty summit of the Sierra Nevada 
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alone regained a lingering gleam of daylight ; its sn,o^vy peaks 
glaring against the dark-blue firmament, and seeming close to 
us, from the extreme purity of the atmosphere. 

How near the Sierra looks this evening!” said Mateo; 
“ it seems as if you could touch it with your hand ; and yet 
it is many long leagues off.” While he was speaking, a star ap- 
peared over the snowy summit of the mountain, the only one 
yet visible in the heavens, and so pure, so large, so bright and 
lieautifiil, as to call forth ejaculations of delight from honest 
Mateo. 

Que estrella hermosa ! que clam y limpia es ! — Mo puecla 
ser estreUa mas brillante 1” 

(What a beautiffil star I how clear and lucid — no star could 
^ be more brilliant 1 ) 

I have often remarked this sensibility of the common people 
of Spain to the charoos of natural objects. The lustre of a 
star, the beauty or fragrance of a fiower, the crystal purity of 
a fountain, will inspire them with a kind of poetical delight ; 
and then, what euphonious •words their magnificent language 
affords, with which to give utterance to their transports 1 
But what lights are those, Mateo, which I see twinkling 
along the Sierra Mevada, just below the snowy region, and 
wMoh might be taken for stars, only that they are ruddy, and 
against the dark side of the mountain f’ 

Those, Sefior, are fires made by the men who gather snow 
and ice for the supply of Granada. They go up every after- 
noon with mules and asses, and take turns, some to rest and 
warm themselves by the fires, while others fill the panniers 
with ice. They then set off do\vn the mountain, so as to reach 
the gates of Granada before sunrise. That Sierra Mevada, 
Senor, is a lump of ice in the middle of Andalusia, to keep it 
all cool in summer.” 

It was now completely dark ; we were passing tlirough the 
barraneo, where stood the cross of the murdered muleteer ; , 
when I beheld a number of lights moving at a distance, and 
apparently advancing up the ravine. On nearer approach, 
they proved to be torches, borne by a train of uncouth figures 
an'ayed in black : it would have been a procession dreaiy , 
enough at any time, but was peculiarly so in this wild and 
, solitary place. 

Mated drew near, and told me in a low voice, that it was a 
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funeral-train bearing a corpse to the burying-ground among 
the liiUs. 

As the procession passed by, the lugubrious light of the 
torches falling on the rugged features and funeral weeds of 
the attendants, had the most fantastic effect ; but was per- 
fectly ghastly, as it revealed the countenance of the corpse, 
which, according to the Spanish custom, was borne uncovered 
on an open bier. I remained for some time gazing after the 
dreary train as it wound up the dai'k defile of the mountain. 

It put me in mind of the old story of a procession of demons 
bearing the body of a sinner up the crater of Stmmboli. 

Ah 1 Scfior,” cried Mateo, I could tell yon a story of a 
■jirocessioii once seen among these mountains, but then you’d 
laugh at me, and say it was one of the legacies of my grand- • 
father, the tailor.” 

“ By no means, Mateo. There is nothing I relish, more 
than a maiwellons tale.” 

Well, Sehor, it is about one of those very men we have 
been talking of, who gather snow on the- Sierra ISTevada. 

You must know, that a great many years since, in my 
grandfiither’s time, there was an old fellow, Tio JSTioolo by 
name, who had filled the panniers of his mule with snow and ice, 
and was returning down the mountain. Being very drowsy, he 
mounted upon the mule, and soon falling asleep, went with his 
head nodding and bobbing about from side to side, while Ids 
sure-footed old mule stepped along the edge of precipices, and 
down steep and broken barrancos, just as safe and steady as if it 
Iiad been on plain ground. At leiig’th Tio Nicolo awoke, and 
gazed about him, and rubbed his eyes — and, in good truth, he 
had reason. The moon shone almost as bright as day, and he 
saw the city below Mm, as idain as your hand, and shining 
with its white building's, like a silver platter in the moonshine ; 
l)ut, Lord i Senor, it was nothing like the city he had left a 
few hours before ! Instead of the cathedral, with its great 
dome and tmrets, and the chm'ches with their spires, and tlie 
convents with their pinnacles, all surmounted with the blessed 
cross, he saw nothing but Moorish mosques, and minarets, and 
ctipoias, all topped ofi" with glittering crescents, such as you 
see on the Baibary flags. Well, Senor, as you may suppose, 
Tio Nicolo was mightily puzzled at ail tMs ; but while he was 
gazing down upon the city, a great aimy came marching up 
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vlie mountain j winding along the ravines, sometimes in the 
moonshine, sometimes in the shade. As it drew nigh, he saw 
that there were horse and foot, all in Moorish armour, Tio 
Nicolo tried to scramble out of their -way, but his old mule 
stood stock still and refused to budge, trembhng, at the same 
time, like a leaf — ^for dmnb beasts, Sehor, are just as much 
frightened at such things, as human beings. Well, Sehor, the 
hobgoblin army came marching by ; there were men that 
seemed to blow trumpets, and others to beat drums and strike 
cymbals, yet never a sound did they make ; they all moved on 
without tlie least noise, just as I have seen painted armies 
move across the stage in the theatre of Granada, and all looked 
as pale as death. At last, in the rear of the army, between 
two black Moorish horsemen, rode the Grand Inquisitor of 
Granada, on a mule as white as snow. Tio Nicolo wondered 
to see him in such company ; for the Inquisitor was famous 
for his hatred of Moors, and, indeed, of all kinds of Infidels, 
Jews, and Heretics, and used to hunt them out with fire and 
scourge. However, -^Tio Nicolo felt himself safe, now that 
there was a priest of, such sanctity at hand. So, making the 
sign of the cross, he called out for his benediction, when, 
hombre ! he received a blow that sent him and his old mule 
over the edge of a steep bank, down wliich they rolled, head 
over heels, to the bottom ! Tio Nicolo did not come to his 
senses until long after sunrise, when he found himself at the 
bottom of a deep ravine, his mule grazing beside him, and his 
panniers of snow completely melted. He crawled back to 
Granada sorely bruised and battered, but w'as glad to find the 
city looking as usual, with Christian cliurches and crosses. 
When he told the story of his night’s adventure, every one 
laughed at him ; some said he had dimmed it all, as he dozed 
on his mule ; others thought it all a fabrication of his own — 
but what was strange, Sehor, and made people afterwards 
think more seriously of the matter, wa-s, that the Grand In- 
quisitor died within the year. I liave often heard my grand- 
father, the tailor, say that there was more meant by that 
hobgoblin army bearing off the resemblance of the priest than 
folks dared to surmise.” 

Then you would insinuate, friend Mateo, that there is a 
kind of Moorish limbo, or purgatory, in the bowels of these 
' mountains, to which the padre Inquisitor was borne 
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God forbid, Senor ! I know nothing of the matter — I 
only relate what I heard from my grandfather.” 

By the time Mateo had finished the tale, \Yhich I have more 
succinctly related, and which was inteiiarded with many 
comments, and spun out with minute details, \ve reached the 
gate of the Alhambra. 


LOCAL TEADITIONS. 

The common people of Spain have an Oriental passion for 
story-telling, and are fond of the marvellous. They will 
gather round the doors of their cottages in summer evenings, 
or in the great cavernous chimney-corners of the ventas in the 
winter, and listen with insatiable delight to miraculous legends 
of saints, perilous adventures of travellers, and daring exploits 
of robbers and contrabandistas, Tlie wild and solitary cha- 
racter of the country, the imperfect diffusion of knowledge, the 
scarcencvss of general topics of conversation, and the I'oinanfic 
adventurous hfe that every one leads in a land where tra- 
velling is yet in its primitive state, all contribute to cherish 
this love of oral narration, and to produce a strong infusion of 
the extravagant and incredible. There is no theme, however, 
more prevalent and popular than that of treasures bxuied by 
the Moors ; it pervades the whole country. In traversing the 
wild sierras, the scenes of ancient fray and exploit, you cannot 
see a Moorish atalaya, or watch-tower, perched among the 
cliffs, or beetling above its rock-built village, but your mu- 
leteer, on being closely questioned, will suspend the smoking 
of his cigarillo to teH some tale of Moslem gold bimed be- 
neath its foundations ; nor is there a ruined alcazar in a city 
but has its golden tradition handed down from generation to 
generation among the poor people of the neighboiuhood. 

These, like most popular fictions, have sprung from some 
scanty ground-work of fact. During the wars between Moor 
and CIn’istian which distracted this country for centimes, 
towns and castles were liable frequently and suddenly to change 
owners, and the inhal^itants, during sieges and assaults, were 
fain to bury their money and jewels in the eaifh, or hide them 
in vaults and wells, as is often done at the present day in the 
despotic and belligerent countries of the east. At the time of 
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tlie expulsion of the Moors also many of them concealed their 
most precious effects, hoping that their exile would be but 
temporaiy, and that they would be enabled to return and 
retrieve their treasures at some future day. It is certain that 
from time to time hoards of gold and silver coin have been 
accidentally dug up, after a lapse of centuries, from among the 
mins of Moorish fortresses and habitations j and it requires 
but a few facts of the kind to give birth to a thousand fictions. 

The stories thus originating have generally something of an 
Oriental tinge, and are marked vdth that mixtime of the Arabic 
and the Gothic which seems to me to characterise everything 
in Spain, and especially in its southern provinces. The hidden 
wealth is always laid under magic spell, and secured by charm 
and talisman. Sometimes it is guarded by uucouth monsters 
or fiery dragons, sometimes by enchanted Moors, who sit ])y 
it in armour, with drawn swords, but motionless as statues, 
maintaining a sleepless watch for ages. 

The Alhambra, of course, from the peculiar circumstances 
of its history, is a stronghold for popular fictions of the kin d ; 
and various relics di% up from time to time, have contributed 
to strengthen them. At one time an earthen vessel was found, 
containing Moorish coins and the skeleton of a cock, which, 
according to the opinion of certain shrewd inspectors, must 
have been bxiried alive. At another time a vessel was dug up 
containing a great soarabseus or beetle of baked clay, covered 
with Arabic inscriptions, which was pronounced a prodigious 
amulet of occult virtues. In this way the wits of the ragged 
brood who inhabit the Alhambra have been set wool-gathering, 
until there is not a hall, or tow'er, or vault of the old fortress 
that has not been made the scene of some marvellous tra- 
dition. Having, I trust, in the preceding papers, made the 
reader in some degi’ee familiar with the localities of the Al- 
hambra, I shall now launch out more largely into the wonder- 
ful legends connected with it, and wMch I have diligently 
wrought into shape and form, from various legendary scraps 
and Mnts picked up in the coui-se of my perambulations ; 
in the same manner that an antiquary works out a regular 
historical document from a few scattered letters of an almost 
defaced inscription. 

If anything in these legends should shock the faith of the 
over-scrupulous readei’, he must remember the nature of the 
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place, and make due allowances. He must not expect kere 
the same laws of probability that govern common-place scenes 
and every-day life ; he must remember that he treads the halls 
of an enchanted palace, and that all is haunted gi'ound.*’' 


THE HOUSE OF THE WEATHERCOCK. 

On the brow of the lofty hill of the Albaycia, the highest 
part of the city of Granada, stand the remains of what was once 
a royal palace, founded shortly after the conquest of - Spain by 
the Arabs, It is now convened into a manufactory, and was 
flillen into such obsciuity, that it cost me much trouble to 
find it, notwithstanding that I had the assistance of the saga- 
cious and aU-knowing Mateo Ximenes. This edifice still bears 
tbe name by which it has been known for centuries, namely, 

La Casa del Gallo de Yiento,” i, e. The House of the Weafber- 
coek. It was so called from a bronze %ure of a wiirrior on 
horseback, armed with shield and spear, erected on one of its 
turrets, and turning with every wind ; bearing an Arabic 
motto, which, translated into Spanish, was as follows : — ' 

Dice el sahio Aben Habuz ; 

Que asi se defiende el Andaluz. ” 

In this way, says Aben Habuz the wise, 

, The Andalusian his foe defies." 

This Aben Habuz, according to Moorish Chronicles, wtis a 
captain in the invading army of Taric, and wars left by him as 
alcaycle of Granada. He is supposed to have intended this 
warlike effigy as a pejrpetnal memorial to the hloslem inhabi- 
tants, that, suiTOunded as they w'ere by foes, their sjifety 
depended upon being always on their guard, and ready for 
the field. 

Traditions, however, give a different account of this Aben 
Habuz and his palace, and affirm that I;iis bronze horseman 
was originally a talisman of great virtue, though, in after ages, 
it lost its magic properties, and degenerated into a mere 
weathercock. 

The following are the traditions aUuded to. 
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In old times, many hundred years ago, there was a Moorish 
King named Aheii Habuz, who reigned over the kingdom of 
Granada. He was a retired conqueror, that is to say, one who 
having in his more youthful days led a life of constant foray 
and depredation, now that he was grown feeble and superan- 
nuated, languished for repose,” and desired nothing more' 
than to live at peace with all the world, to husband liis laurels, 
and to enjoy in quiet the possessions he had wrested from his 
neighboui’s. 

It so happened, however, that this most reasonable and paci- 
fic old monarch had young rivals to deal with ; princes full of 
his early passion for fame and fighting, and who were disposed to 
call him to account for the scores he had np with their 
fathers. Certain distant districts of his own territories, also, 
which during the days of his vigour he had treated with a high 
hand, were prone, now that he languished for repose, to rise in 
rebellion and threaten to invest him in his capital. Thus he 
had foes on every side, and as Granada is surrounded by wild 
and craggy mountains, which hide the apj)roach of an enemy, 
the unfortunate Aben Habuz was kept in a constant state of 
vigilance iind alarm, not knowing in what quarter hostilities 
might break out. 

It was in vain that he built watch-towers on the mountains, 
and stationed guards at every pass with orders to make fires 
-- by night and smoke by day, on the approach of an enemy. 
His alert foes, baffling every pi'ecaution, would bi'eak out of 
some unthought-of defile, ravage his lands beneath his very 
nose, and then make off with prisoners and booty to the moun- 
tains. Was ever peaceable and retired conqueror in a more 
uncomfortable predicament 1 

While Aben Habuz was harassed by these perplexities and 
molestations, an ancient Arabian physician arrived at his court. 
His grey beard descended to his girdle, and he had every 
mark of extreme age, yet he had travelled almost the whole 
way from Egypt on foot, with no other aid than a staff, marked 
with hieroglyphics. His fame had preceded him. His name 
was Ibrahim Ebn Abu Ajeeb, he was said to have lived ever 
since the days of Mahomet, and to be the son of Abu Ajeeb 
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the last of the companions of the Prophet. He had^ when 
a childj followed the conquering army of Amru into Egypt; 
where he had remained many years studying the dark sciences; 
and particularly magic, among the Egyptian priests. 

It was, moreoTer, said that he had found out the secret of 
prolonging life, by means of which, he had arrived to the great 
age of upwards of two centuries, though, as he did not discover 
the secret until well stricken in years, he could only perpetuate 
liis grey hairs and wrinides. 

This wonderful old man was honourably entertained by the 
King ; who, like most superannuated monarchs, began to take 
physicians into great favour. He would have assigned him an 
apartment in liis palace, hut the astrologer preferred a cave in 
the side of the hill wdiich rises above the city of Granada, ^ 
being tlie same on which the Alhambra has since been built. 
He caused the cave to be enlarged so as to form a spacious 
and lofty hall, with a circular hole at the top, through which, 
as tlu’ough a well, he could see the heavens and behold the 
stars even at mid-clay. The wulis of this hall were covered 
with Egyptian hieroglyphics, with cabalistic symbols, and with 
the figures of the stars in their signs. This hall he furnished 
with many implements, fabricated under his directions by cun- 
ning artificers of Granada, but the occult properties of which 
were kno'wn only to himself. , 

In a little while the sage Ibrahim became the bosom cmmsellor 
of the King, who apj>lied to him for advice in every emergency. 
Aben Habuz was once inveighing against the injustice of his 
neighbours, and bewailing the restless vigilance he had to ob- 
serve, to guard himself against their invasions ; when he had 
finished, the Astrologer remained silent for a moment, and 
then replied, Know, 0 King, that when I was in Egypt, I 
beheld a great marvel devised by a pagan priestess of oicl. On 
a mountain, above the city of Borsa., and overlooking the 
great valley of the Kile, was a figure of a ram, and above it 
a figure of a cock, both of molten brass, and turning upon a 
pivot. Whenever the country was threatened with invasion, 
the ram would turn in the direction of the enemy, and the 
cock would crow ; upon this the inhabitants of the city knew 
of 'the danger, and of the quarter from winch it was approach- 
ing, and could take timely means to guard against it.’' 

God is great !” exclaimed the pacific Aben Habuz. what 
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a treasure would be sucii a ram tcJ keep an eye upon these 
mountains around me, and then suph a cock, to crow in time 
of danger ! Allah Akbar ! how Beci|irely I. might sleep in my 
palace with such sentinels on the top !” 

The astrologer waited until the, ecstacies of the King had 
subsided, and then proceeded. 

“ After the victorious Amm (may he rest in peace 1) 
had finished his conquest of Egyq)t, I remained among the 
ancient priests of the land, studying the rites and ceremonies 
^ of their idolatrous fiiith, and seeking to make myself master 
of the hidden kno^rledge for which they are renowned. I was 
one day seated on the banks of the Mle, conversing vith an 
ancient priest, when he pointed ,to the mighty pyramids which 
• rose like mountains out of the neighboiuing desert. ^ All that 
w^e can teach thee/ said he, ^ is nothing to the knowledge 
locked up in those mighty piles. In the centre of the central 
pyi'amid is a sepulchral chamber, in winches enclosed the 
mummy of the high p)riest, who aided in rearing that stupen- 
dous pile ; and pth him is bmied a won<£ous book of 
knowledge containing all the secrets of magic and art. This 
book was given to Adam after his fall, and was handed down 
from generation to generation to King Solomon the wise, and 
by its aid he built the temple of Jeiusalem. How it came into 
the possession of the builder of the pyramids, is known to him 
alone who knows all tilings.’ 

« When I heard these words of the , Egyptian priest, my 
heart burned to get possession of that book. I could command 
^ the services of many of the soldiers of our conquering army, 
*' and of a number of the native Egyptians : with these I set to 
work, and pierced the solid mass of the pyramid, until, after 
great toil, I came upon one of its interior and hidden passages. 
Following this up, and threading a fearM labyrinth, I pene- 
trated into the very heart of the jiyramid, even to the sepul- 
chral chamber, where the mummy of the high priest had Iii -n 
for ages. I broke through the outer cases of the mummy, 
unfolded its many wrappei*s and feandages, and, at length, 
found the precious volume on its |vDsom. I seized it with a 
trembling hand, and groped my way out of the pyramid, 
‘eaving the mummy, in its dark and silent sepulclire, there to 
iwait the final day of resiuTection and judgment.” 

^ Son of Abu Ajeeb,” exclaimed Aben Habuz, thou hast 
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been a great traveller^ and feeen maiTelloiis things; but of what 
avail to me is the secret o}f the pyramid, and the volume of 
knowledge of the wise SolofeRon ? 

This it is, 0 King 1 b|y the study of that book I am in- 
structed in all magic arts, £|ind can command the assistance of 
genii to accomplish my plains. The mystery of the Talisman of 
Borsa is therefore familiar fo me, and siicii a talisman can I 
make ; nay, one of greater ( vii’tiie>s.” 

0 wise son of Ahu Aj^eb,” cried Aben Habxiz, better 
were such a talisman, than )all the watch-toxvers on the hills, 
and sentinels upon the hoitders. Give me such a- safeguard, 
and the riches of my treasn-ry are at thy command.” 

The astrologer immediiitely set to w’ork to gratify the 
wishes of the monarch. He caused a great toxver to be erected - 
upon the top of the royal palace, w'hich stood on the brow of 
the hill of the Alhayan. . The tower was built of stones 
brought from 5g}T;)t, and taken, it is said, from one of tlie 
pyi’amids. In the upper part of the to wer was a circular hall, 
with windows looking toward every point^of the compass, and 
before each window was a table, oiiwdhch was ‘arranged, as on 
a chess-board, a mimic army of horse and foot, with the effigy 
of the potentate that ruled in that direction, all carved of 
wood. To each of these :ables there was a small lance, no 
bigger than a bodkin, on which wei-e engraved certain Ghal- 
daio characters. This ha/J was kept constantly closed, by a 
gate of brass, with a great lock of steel, the key of which wars 
in possession of the King. 

On the top of the towei was a bronze figure of a Moorish 
horseman, fixed on a pivot, witli a shield on one arm, and his * 
lance elevated perpendiculaiiy. The face of this horseman was 
towards the city, as if keeping guard over it ; but if any foe 
were at hand, the figui-e would turn in that directi on, "and 
would level the lance as if for action. 

When this talisman wu?i finished, Aben Habuz was all im- 


patient to try its virtues; and longed as ardently for an 
invasion, as he had ever skhed after repose. His desire was 
soon gratified. Tidings were brought, early one niorniiig, 
by the sentinel appointed to wutcli the tijwer, that the fliee of 
the bronze liorseman was turned towards the m on n tains of 
Elvira, and that his lance pointed directly against the pass of 
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Let ilie drams and trumpets sound to arms, and all 
Granada be put on the alert/’ said Aben Habuz. 

0 King/’ said the astrologer, “ let not your city be 
disquieted, nor your warriors called to ams ; "we need no aid 
of force to deliver you from your enemies. Dismiss your 
attendants, and let us proceed alone to the secret hail of the 
tower.” 

The ancient Aben Habuz mounted the staircase of the 
tower, leaning on the arm of the still more ancient Ibrahim 
Ebn Abu Ajeeb. They unlocked the brazen door and entered. 
The window that looked towurds the pass of Lope was open. 

In this direction/’ said the astrologer, “ lies the danger : 
approach, 0 King, and behold the mystery of the table.” 

King Aben Habuz approached the seeming chess-board, on 
whicli were arranged the smaH wooden effigies, when to his 
sui’prise, he perceived that they were all in motion. The 
horses pranced and curveted, the warriors brandished their 
weapons, and there was a faint sound of diauns and trumpets, 
and the clang of armg, and neighing of steeds but all no louder, 
nor more distinct, than the hum of the .bee, or the summer- 
fly, in the drowsy ear of Mm who lies at noontide in the shade. 

“ Behold, 0 King/’ said the astrologer, " a proof that thy 
enemies are even now in the field. They must be advancing 
through yonder mountains, by the passes of Lope. Would 
you produce a panic and confusion amongst them, and cause 
them to retreat 'without loss of life, strike these effigies with the 
butt-end of this magic lance ; but would you cause bloody feud 
and carnage among them, strike with the point.” 

A Imd streak passed across the countenance of tlie pacific 
Aben Habuz ; he seized the mimic lance with trembling eager- 
ness, and tottered towards the table, Ms grey beard wagged 
with chuckling exultation : Son of Abu Ajeeb, ” exclaimed 
he, I think we will have a little blood.” 

So saying, he thrust the magic lance into some of the 
pigmy effigies, ajad belaboured others with the butt-end, upon 
wMch the former fell as dead upon the board, and the rest 
turning upon each other, began, pell-meU, a chance-medley 
fight. 

It was with difficulty the astrologer could stay the hand of 
the most pacific of monarchs, and prevent Mm finm absolutely 
exterminating Ms foes ; at length he prevailed upon him to . 
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leave the tower, and to send out scouts to the mountains hy 
the pass of Lope. 

They returned with the intelligence, that a Christian army 
had advanced through the heart of the Sierra, almost within 
sight of Granada, where a dissension had broken out among 
them ; they, had tmmed their weapons against each other, and, 
after much slaughter, had retreated over the border. 

Aben Habuz was transpoi'ted with joy on thus proving the 
efficacy of the talisman. “ At length,” said he, I shall lead 
a life of tranquillity, and have all my enemies in my power. 

0 wise son of Abu Ajeeb, what can I Ijestow on thee in reward 
for such a blessing *]” 

The wants of an old man and a philosopher, 0 king, are 
few and simple ; grant me but the means of fitting up my cave ^ 
as a suitable hermitage, and I am content.” 

How noble is the moderation of the truly wise I” ex- 
claimed Aben Habuz, secretly pleased at the cheapness of the 
recompense. He summoned his treasurer, and bade him dis- 
pense whatever sums might be required ^by Ibrahim to com- 
plete and furnish his hermitage. 

Tile astrologer now gave orders to have various chambers, 
hewn out of the solid rock, so as to form ranges of apartments 
connectid with his astrological hall ; these he caused to be 
furnished with luxurious ottomans and divans, and the walls 
to be hung with the richest silks of Damascus. I am an old 
man,” said he, /^ and can no longer rest my bones on stone 
couches, and these damp walls require covering.” 

He had baths, too, constructed, and provided with all kinds 
of perfumes and aromatic oils ; “ For a bath,” said he, is 
necessary to counteract the rigidity of age, and to restore 
freshness and suppleness to the frame ^rithered by study.” 

He caused the apartments to be hung with innumerable 
silver and crystal lamps, which he filled with a fragrant oil, 
prepared according to a receipt discovered b}^ liiin in the 
tombs of Egypt. This oil was peip)etiial in its nature, and 
diffused a soft mdiance like the tempered light of day. The 
light of the sun,” said he, is too garish and violent for 
the eyes of an old man, and the light of the lamp is more 
congenial to the studies of a pliilosoplier.” 

The treasurer of King Aben Habiiz groaned at tlie sums 
daily demanded to fit up this lierrnitage, and lie carried his 
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coiLplaiuts to the king. The royal word, howeverj was giyen ; 
Abell Ilabuz shrugged his shoulders : We must haye 
patience,” said ho, this old man has taken iiis idea of a 
philosophic retreat from the interior of the pyramids, and of 
the vast ruins of Egypt ; but all things have an end, and so 
will the furnishing of his cavern.” 

The king was in the right ; the hermitage was at length 
coinplete, and formed a sumptuous subterranean palace. I 
am now content,” said Ibrahim Ebn Abu Ajeeb to the trea- 
surer, I will shut myself up in my cell, and devote my time 
to study. I desire nothing more, nothing, except a triiiing 
solace, to amuse me at the intervals of mental labour.” 

“ 0 wise Ibrahim, ask what thou wilt, I am bound to fur- 
^ nish all that is necessary for thy solitude.” 

I would fain have, then, a few dancing women,” said the 
philosopher. 

“ Dancing women !” echoed the treasurer, with surprise, 

“ Dancing women,” replied the sage, gravely ; a few will 
suffice ; for I am ag old man, and a philosopher, of simple 
habits, and easily satisfied. Let them, however, be young, 
and fair to look upon ; for the sight of youth and beauty is 
refreshing to old age.” 

While the philosopher, Ibrahim Ehn Abu Ajeeb, passed his 
time thus sagely in his hermitage, the pacific Aben Habuz 
carried on furious campaigns in effigy in his tower. It was a 
glorious thing for an bid man, like himself, of quiet habits, , to 
have war made easy, and to be enabled to amuse himself in 
his chamber by brushing away whole armies like so many 
swarms of files. 

For a time he rioted in the indulgence of his humours, and 
even taunted and insulted his neighbours, to induce them to 
make iucursions ; but by degrees they grew wary from repeated 
disasters, until no one ventured to invade his territories. For 
many months the bronze horseman remained on the peace 
establishment, with his lance elevated in the air, and the worthy 
old monarch began to repine at the want of his accustomed 
sport, and to grow peevish at his monotonous tranquillity. 

At length one day the talismanic horseman veered suddenly 
round, and, lowering his lance, made a dead point towards the 
moTmtains of Gnadix. Aben Habuz hastened to his tower, 
but the marie table in that direction remained quiet ; not a 
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single ■warrior was in motion. Perplexed at the circumstance, 
he sent forth a troop of horse to scour the mountains and 
reconnoitre. They returned after three days’ absence. 

We have searched every mountain pass,” said they, but 
not a helm or spear -was stirring. All that we have found in 
the coui’se of our foray, was a Christian damsel, of surpassing 
beauty, sleeping at noontide beside a fountain, whom we have 
brought away cairtive.” 

A damsel of sm'passing beauty ! ” exclaimed Aben Hahuz, 
his eyes gleaming with animation ; let her be conducted into 
my presence.” 

The beautiful damsel -vs^as accordingly conducted into his 
presence. She was arrayed vith all the luxury of ornament 
•that had prevailed among the Gothic Spaniards at the time 
of the Arabian conquest Pearls of dazzling whiteness -were 
entwined witli her raven tresses ; and jewels sparlGed on her 
forehead, rivalling the lustre of her eyes. Around her neck 
was a golden chain, to which was suspended a ^silYer IjTe, 
which hung by her side. ^ 

The flashes of her dark refulgent eye were like sparlcs of fire 
on the withered, yet combustible heart of Aben Habuz ; tlie 
s-wimming voluptuousness of her gait, made his senses reel. 

Fairest of women,” cried he, with raptm^e, wiio and what 
art thou 

“ The daughter of one of the Gothic princes, ^\ilo but lately 
ruled over this land. The armies of my father have been de- 
stroyed as if by magic, among these mountains ; he has been 
driven into exile, and Ids daughter is a captive.” 

Beware, 0 king 1” whispered Ibrahim Ebn Abu Ajeeb, 
this may^be one of those northern sorceresses of whom we 
have heard, who assume the most seductive forms to beguile 
the unwary. Methinks I read witchcraft in her eye, and sor- 
cery in every movement. Doubtless this is the enemy pointed 
out by the talisman.” 

Son of Abu Ajeeb,” replied the king, thou art a vise 
man, I grant, a conjm'or, for aught I know ; but thou art little 
versed in the ways of woman. In that knowledge will I yield 
to no man ; no, not to the wise Solomon himself, notwith- 
standing the number of his wives and concubines. As to tliis 
damsel, I see no harm in her ; she is fliir to look upon, and 
finds favour in mj eyes,” 
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Hearken^ 0 king 1” replied the astrologer. “ I have given 
thee many victories hj means of my talisman, hut have never 
shared any of the spoil. Give me then this stray captive, to 
solace me in my solitude with her silver lyre. If she be in- 
deed a sorceress, I have counter spells that set her chuniis at 
defkuice.’^ 

What ! more women 1” ciied Aben Habuz. Hast thou 
not akeady dancing women enough to solace thee 

Dancing women have I, it is true, but no singing women. 
I would fain have a little minstrelsj’- to refresh my mind when 
weary with the toils of study.” 

“ A truce with thy hermit cravings,” said the king, im- 
patiently, This damsel have I marked for my own. I see 
«tnuch comfort in her j even such comfort as David, tlie father 
of Solomon the wise, found in the society of Abishag the 
Shunamite.” 

Farther solicitations and remonstrances of the astrologer 
only provoked a more peremptory reply fr’om the monarch, 
and they parted in loigh displeasure. The sago shut himself 
up in his hermitage to brood over his disappointment ; ere 
he departed, however, he gave the king one more warning to 
beware of his dangerous captive. But where is the old man 
in love that vdll listen to council ? Aben Habuz resigned 
. himself to the frill sway of his passion. His only study was 
how to render himself amiable in the eyes of the Gothic beauty. 
He had not youth to recommend him, it is true, but then he 
had riches ; and when a lover is old. he is generally generous. 
The Zacatin of Granada was ransacked for the most precious 
merchandise of the East ; silks, jewels, precious gems, exqui- 
site perfumes, aU that Asia and Africa yielded of rich and rare, 
were lavished upon the princess. All kinds of sj)ectacles and 
festivities were devised for her entertainment ; minstrelsy 
dancing, toimiaments, bull-fights : Granada, for a time, w’-as a 
scene of perpetual pageant. The Gothic princess regarded all 
this splendour with the air of one accustomed to magnificence. 
She received everything as a homage due to her rank, or 
rather to her beauty, for beauty is more lofty in its exactions 
^.^,;ve.ii than rank. Hay, she seemed to take a secret pleasure 
in exciting the monarch to expenses that made his treasmy 
shrink ; and then treating his extravagant generosity as a mere 
matter of coiu-se. With all his assiduity and, munificence, 
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also, the venerable lover could not flatter himself that he had 
made any impression on her heart. She never frowned on 
him, it is true, but then she never smiled. Whenever he 
l>egan to plead his passion, she struck her silver l^me. ' There 
was a mystic charm in the sound. In an instant the monarch 
began to nod ; a drowsiness stole over him, and he gradually 
sank into a sleep, from which he awoke wonderfully refreshed, 
but perfectly cooled, for the time, of his passion. This was 
very baffling to his suit ; but then these slumbers were accom'' 
panied by agreeable di’eams, that completely enthralled the 
senses of the diwsy lover ; so he continued to dream on, 
while ail Gianada scoffed at his infatuation, and groaned at 
the treasxu'es lavished for a song. 

At length a danger burst on the head of Aben Habiiz,* 
against which his talisman yielded him no warning. An in- 
suirection broke out in his very capital ; his palace was sur- 
rounded by an armed rabble, who menaced his life and the life 
of his Christian pai’amour. A spark of his ancient vurlike 
spirit was ctwakened in the breast of tjie monarcli. At tlie 
head of a handful of his guards he sallied foith, put the rebels 
to flight, and crashed the insuirection in the bud. 

When quiet was again restored, he sought the astrologer, 
who still remained shut up in ins hermitage, chewing the bitter 
cud of resentment. 

Aben Habuz approached him with a conciliatory tone. 0 
wise son of Abu Ajeeb,” said he, well didst thou predict dan- 
gers td me from this captive beauty : tell me tlien, thou ^vho 
art so quick at foreseeing peril, what I should do to avert it.’' 

Put from thee the infidel damsel who is the cause.” 

Sooner would I part with my kingdom,” cried Aben 

“ Thou art in danger of losing both,” replied the astrologer. 

Be not liai'sh and angry, 0 most profound of philoso- 
|)hers ; consider the double distress of a monarch and a lover, 
and devise some means of protecting me from the evils by 
which I am menaced. I care not for grandeur, I care not for 
power, I languish only for repose ; would that I had some quiet 
retreat, where I might take refuge from the world, and all its 
cares, and pomps, and troubles, and devote the remainder of | 
my days to tranquillity and love.” 

Idle astrologer regarded him for a moment frorr: under Ids 
bushy eyebrows. 
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And wliat woiildst tlion give, if I could j)rovide thee siieb 
a retreat f 

Thou shouldst name thy own reward^ and whatever it 
might be^ if within the scope of my power, as my soul liveth, 
it sliouid be thine,” 

Thou hast heard, 0 king, of the garden of Irem, one of 
the prodigies of Arabia the happy” 

I have heaixl of that garden, it is recorded in the Koran, 
even in the chapter entitled ^ The Dawn of Day.’ I have 
moreover, heard marvellous tilings related of it by pilgrims who 
luul been to Mecca ; liut I considered them wild fables, such as 
tiuveliers are wont to tell who have visited remote countries.” 

Discredit not, 0 king, the tales of travellers,” rejoined the 
astrologer gravely, for they contain precious rarities of 
knowledge brongiit from the ends of the earth. As to the 
Palace and Garden of Irem, what is generally told of them is 
true ; I have seen them with mine own eyes — ^listen to my 
adventure ; for it has a bearing upon the object of your 
request. * 

In my younger days, when a mere Arab of the deseii:,, I 
tended my father’s camels. In traversing the desert of Aden, 
one of them strayed fi'oni the rest, and ivas lost. I searched 
after it for several days, but in vain, until wearied and faint, I 
laid m^T-seif down one noontide, and slept under a palm-tree by 
the side of a scanty V'cll. When I awoke, I found myself at 
the gate of a city. I entered, and beheld noble streets, and 
squares, and market-places ; but all ■were silent and -without an 
inhabitant. I wandered on until I came to a sumptuous 
palace witli a garden, adorned fountains and fish-ponds, 
and groves and flowers, and orchards laden with delicious 
fi'uit ; hut still no one was to be seen. Upon which, appalled 
at this loneliness, I hastened to depart ; and, after issuing fortli 
at the gate of the city, I timied to look upon tlie place, but it 
wus no longer to he seen, nothing hut the silent deseit ex- 
tended before my eyes. 

In the neighbourhood I met with an aged dervise, learned 
in the traditions and secrets of tlie land, and related to him 
wha.t had befallen me. This, said he, is the far-famed garden 
of Irem, one of the ^voiiders of the desert. It only appears at 
times to some wanderer like thyself, gladdening him with the 
siglit of towers and palaces, and garden walls overhung with 
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riciily 'laden fruit-trees, and then yanislies, leaving nothing but 
a lonely desert. And this is the story of it. In old times, 
when this country w’as inliabited by the Addites, King Shed- 
dad, the sou of Ad, the great grandson of Noah, founded here 
a splendid city. When it was finished, and ho saw its gran- 
deur, his heart w^as puffed up witli pride and arrogance, and he 
determined to build a royal palace, with gardens that should 
vival all that was related in the Koran of the celestial paradise, 
Ihit the curse of Heaven fell upon him for his presumption. He 
and Ids subjects vrere swept from the earth, and his splendid 
city, and palace, and gardens, were laid under a perpetual spell, 
that liidcs them from the human sight, exce];*tiiig that they 
;ire seen at intervals, by way of keeping his sin in perpetual 
remembrance. 

Tliis story, 0 king, and the wajiiders I have seen, ever 
dwelt in my mind ; and in after years, when I had been in 
hgypt, and was possessed of the book of knowledge of Solo- 
mon the wise, I determined to return and revisit tlie garden 
of Irem. , I did so, and found it reveTiled to my instructed 
sight. I took possession of the palace of Sheddad, and passed 
several days in his mock paradise. The genii who watch oyer 
the place, were obedient to my magic power, and revealed to me 
the spells by wliich the whole garden had been, as it were, 
conjured into existence, and by which itwiis rendered invisible. 
Sucii a palace and garden, 0 king, can I make for thee, even 
here, on the rnoimtaiu above tliy cit}^. Ho I not know all the 
secret spells ? and am I not in possession of the book of know- 
ledge of Solomon the wise T 

0 wise son of Abu Ajeeb 1” exclaimed Abeii Habuz, trem- 
bling with eagerness, “ thou art a traveller indeed, and hast 
seen and learned marvellous things 1 ' Contrive me siich, a para- 
dise, and ask any reward, even to the half of my kingdom.’'’ 

“Alas!” replied the other, “thou knowest I am an old 
man, and a philosopher, and easily satisfied ; all the reward I 
ask is the first beast of burthen, with its load, that shall enter 
the magic portal of the palace.” 

The monarch gladly agreed to so moderate a stipulation, 
and the astrologer began h.i,s wmrk. On tlie summit of the hill, 
immediately above his subterranean hermitage, he caused a 
great gateway or barbican to be erected, opening through the 
centi’e of a strong tower. 
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There was an outer vestihnie or porch, with a lofty areh^ and 
witliin it a secured by massive gates. , On the key-stone 
of tlie portal the astrologer, with his own hand, wrought the 
figTire of a huge key ; and on the key-stone of the outer arch 
of the vestibule, which was loftier than that of the portal, lie 
carved a gigantic hand. These were potent talismans, over 
which he repeated many sentences in an unknown tongue. 

When this gateway was finished, he shut himself up for 
two days in his astrological hall, engaged in secret incanta- 
tions ; on the third he ascended the hill, and passed the 
whole day on its summit. At a late hour of the night he came 
dovm, and presented hiiiiself before Aben Habuz. At length, 
0 King ” said he, “ my labour is accomplished. On the sum- 
mit of the hill stands one of the most delectable palaces that 
ever the head of man devdsed, or the heart of man desired. It 
contains sumptuous halls and galleries, delicious gardens, coo] 
Ibuntains, and fragi’ant baths ; in a word, the whole mountain 
is converted into a paradise. Like the garden of Irena, it is 
protected by a migli% charm, which hides it from the view 
and search of mortals, excepting such as possess the secret of 
its talismans.” 

Enough r’ cried Ahen Habuz, joyfully; to-morrow morn- 
ing with the first light we will ascend and take possession.” 
The happy monarch slept but little that night. vScarcely had 
the rays of the sim begun to play about the snowy summit of 
the Sierra Nevada, when he mounted his steed, and, accom- 
panied only by a few chosen attendants, ascended a steep and 
narrow road leading up the hill. Beside him, on a white pal- 
frey, rode the Gothic princess, her whole dress s|)arkling with 
jewels, while round her neck was suspended her silver lyre. 
The astrologer walked on the other side of the king, assisting 
his steps with his liieroglyphic staff, for he never moimtecl 
steed of any kind. 

Aben Habuz looked to seethe towers of the palace brightening 
above Mm, and the embowered terraces of its gardens stretcliing 
along the heights ; but as yet nothing of the kind was to l)e 
descried. “ That is the mystery and safeguai’d of the place,” 
said the astrologer ; nothing can be discerned until 3^011 Iiave 
passed the spell-bound gateway, and been put in possession of 
the place.” 

As they approached the gateway, the astiMoger paused, and 
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pointed out to tlie king tlie mystic hand and key carved upon 
the portal and the arch, “ These ” said he, “ are the talismans 
which guard the entrance to this paradise. Until yonder 
hand shall reach down and seize that key, neither mortal power 
nor magic artifice can prevail against the lord of this mountain.” 

While Aben Habuz was gazing vdth open mouth, and silent 
wonder, at these mystic talismans, the palfi’ey of the princess 
proceeded, and bore her in at the portal, to the very centre 
of the barbican. 

“ Beliold,” cried the astrologer, my promised reward ; the 
first animal with its burthen that should enter the magic 
gateway.” 

Aben Habuz smiled at vrhat lie considered a pleasantry of 
the ancient man ; hut when he found him to be in earnest, hi« 
grey beard trembled vdth indignation. 

“ Son of Abu Ajeeb,” said he, sternly, " what equivocation 
is this 1 Thou knowest the meaning of my promise : the first 
beast of burthen with its load, that should enter tins portal. 
Take the strongest mule in my stables,, load it with the most 
precious things of my treasury, and it is thine j but dare not 
to raise thy thoughts to her who is the delight of my heart.” 

What need I of wealth?” cried the astrologer, scornfully ; 

have I not the book of knowledge of Solomon the -wise, and 
through it the command of the secret treasures of the earth ? 
The princess is mine by right ; thy royal word is pledged ; I 
claim, her as my own” 

The princess looked down haughtily from her palfrey, and 
a light smile of scorn curled her rosy lip at this dispute 
between two grey-heards for the possession of youth and 
beauty. The wrath of the monarch got the better of liis dis- 
cretion. Base son of the desert,” cried he, thou may’st be 
master of many arts, but know me for thy master, and presume 
not to juggle with thy king.” 

“My master!” echoed the astrologer, “my king! The 
monarch of a mole-hill to claim sway over him who possesses 
the talismans of Solomon I Farewell, Aben Habuz ; reign over 
thy i^etty kingdom, and revel in thy pamdise of fools ; for me, 

I will laugh at thee in my philosophic retirement.” 

So saying, he seized the bridle of the pallrey, smote the 
earth with his staff, and sank with the Gothic princess through 
the centre of the barbican. The earth closed over them, 
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and no trace remained of the opening by which they had 
descended. , 

Aben Habiiz was struck dumb for a time with astoiiishmeiit. 
Ilecovering himself, he ordered a thousand workmen to dig, with 
pickaxe and spade, into the ground where the astrologer had 
disappeared. They digged and digged, bift in vain tlie flinty 
bosom of the hill resisted their implements ; or if- they did 
penetrate a little w^ay, the earth filled in again as fast as they 
threw it out. Aben Habuz sought the mouth of the cavern at 
the foot of the hill, leading to the subterranean palace of the 
astrologer ; but it was no wdiere to be found. Where once had 
been an entrance, was now a solid surface of primeval rock. 
With the disappearance of Ibrahim Ebn Abu Ajeeb, ceased 
« the benefit of his talismans. The bronze horseman remained 
fixed, with his face turned toward the hill, and his spear 
pointed to the spot wliere the astrologer had descended, as if 
there still lurked the deadliest foe of Aben Habuz. 

From time to time the sound of music, and the tones of 
a female voice, could be faintly heard from the bosom of the 
hill ; and a peasant o'ne day brought word to tlie king, tliat in 
the preceding niglit he had found a fissure in the rock, by 
which he had crept in, until he had looked down into a subter- 
ranean hall, in which sat the astrologer, on a magnificent 
divan, slumbering and nodding to tlie silver lyre of the princess, 
which seemed to hold a magic sway over his senses. 

Aben Habuz sought the fissure in the rock, hut it was 
again closed. He renewed the attempt to unearth his rival, 
l)ut ail in vain. The spell of the hand and key was too potent 
to be counteracted by human pow- er. As to the summit of the 
mountain, the site of the promised palace and garden, it 
remained a naked waste ; either the boasted elysium v^as hid- 
den from sight by enchantment, or was a mere fable of the 
astrologer. The world charitably supposed the latter, and some 
used to call the place The King’s FoUy;” while others 
named it The Fool’s Paradise.” 

To add to the chagrin of Aben Habuz, the neighbours 
whom he had defied and taunted, and cut up at Ms leisure 
wMie master of the talismanic horseman, finding him no longer 
protected by magic spell, made inroads into his territories 
from all sides, and the remainder of the life of the most pacific 
of monarchs, was a tissue of turmoils. 
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At length Aben Habnz clied^ and ms buried. Ages have 
since rolled away. The Alhambra has been built on the event” 
ful mountain, and in some measrire realizes the fabled delights 
of the garden of Irem. The spell-bound gateway still exists 
entire, protected no doubt by the mystic hand and key, raid 
now forms the Gate of Justice,, the grand entrance to the 
fortress. Under that gateway, it is said, the old astrologer 
remains in his snbtenanean hall, nodding on his divan, lulled 
by tlie silver lyre of the princess. 

The old invalid sentinels who mount guard at the gate, 
hear the strains occasionally in the summer nights ; and, yield- 
ing to their soporific power, doze quietly at their posts. iN^ay, 
so drowsy an influence pervades the place, that even those who 
watch by day may generally be seen nodding on the stone 
l:)enclies of the barbican, or sleeping under the neighbouring 
ti’ees ; so that in fact it is the drowsiest military post in all 
Cdiristendom, Ail tills, say the ancient legends, wdll endure 
from age to age. The princess will remain captive to the 
astrologer j and the astrologex', hound up jn magic slumber by 
the princess, until the last day, unless tlie mystic hand shall 
grasp the fated key, and dispel the whole charm of this en- 
chanted mountain. 


THE TOWER OF LAS lA’FANTAS. 

In an evening s stroll up a narrow glen, overshadowed by 
fig-trees, pomegranates, and myi’tles, that divides the hinds of 
tlie foi'tress from tliose of the Geiieralife, I was stnick witli 
the romantic appearance of a Moorish tower in the outer ivail 
of the Alhambra, that rose high above the tree-tops, and 
caught the ruddy rays of the setting sun, A solitary wfiiidow 
at a great height commanded a idew of the glen ; and as I 
wus regarding it, a young female looked out, with lier head 
adorned with flowers. She was evidently sujierior to the usual 
class of people that inlxabit the old towers of the fortress raid 
this sudden and picturesque glimpse of her reminded me of 
the descriptiojis of captive beauties in fliiry tales. Tiiese fan- 
ci fill associations of my mind were increased on being informed 
by my attendant Mateo, that this was the Tower of the 
Princesses (La Toire *de las Inflintas) ; so called, from In-a'ing 
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been, according to tradition, the residence of the daughters of 
the Moorish kings. I have since yisited the tower. It is not 
generally shown to strangers, though well worthy attention, 
for the interior is equal for beauty^ of architecture, and delicacy 
of ornament, to any part of the palace. The elegance of the 
central hall, with its marble fountain, its lofty arches, and 
richly fretted dome ; the arabesques and stucco work of the 
small but well-proportioned chamber, though injured by time 
and neglect, all accord with the story of its being anciently 
the abode of royal beauty. 

The little old Mry queen who lives under the staircase of 
the Alhambra and frequents the evening tertulias of Dame 
Antonia, tells some fanciful traditions about three Moorish 
princesses, who were once shut up in this tower by their 
lather, a tyrant king of Granada, and were only permitted to 
ride out at night about the hills, when no one was permitted 
to come in their way under pain of death. They still, accord- 
ing to her account, may be seen occasionally when the moon 
is in the full, riding in lonely places along the mountain side, 
on palfreys richly caparisoned and sparkling with jewels, but 
they vanish on being spoken to. 

But before I relate any thing farther respecting these prin- 
cesses, the reader may be anxious to know something about 
, the fair inhabitant of the tower with her head dressed with 
iowers, who looked out from the lofty window. She proved, 
to be the newly-married spouse of the worthy adjutant of 
invalids ; who, though •well stricken in years, had had the 
coTunge to take to his bosom a young and buxom Andalusian 
damsel. May the good old cavalier be happy in his clioice, 
and find the Tower of the Princesses a more secure residence 
for female beauty than it seems to have jiroved. in the time of 
the Moslems, if w^e may ]3elieve the following legend ! 


LEGEND OP THE THREE BEAUTIFUL 
PRINCESSES. 

[n old times thei'e reigned a Moorish King in Granada, 
wliose name was Mokimed, to which his subjects added the 
appellation of El Haygari, or The Left-handed.” Some say 
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he was so called on account of his being really more expert 
with his sinister than his dexter hand ; others, because he was 
prone to take every thing by the wTong end^ or in other 
words, to mar wherever he meddled. Certain it is, either 
through misfortune or mismanagement, he was continually in 
trouble : thrice was he chiven from Ms throne, and, on one 
occasion, barely escaped to Africa with his life, in the disguise 
of a fisherman. Still he was as brave as he was blundering ; 
and though left-handed, wielded his scymetar to such purpose, 
that he each time re-established himself upon his tMone by 
dint of hard fighting. Instead, however, of learning wisdom 
from adversity, he hardened Ms neck, and stifiened his left 
arm in wilfulness. The evils of a public nature which he thus 
brought upon himself and his kingdom, may be learned by « 
those -who will delve into the Arabian annals of Granada ; the 
present legend deals but with his domestic policy. 

As this Mohamed was one day riding foi'th with a train of 
his courtiers, by the foot of the mountain of Elvira, be met- a 
band of horsemen returmng from a foray into the land of the 
Christians. They were conducting a long string of mules 
laden with spoil, and many captives of both sexes, among 
whom the monarch was stmek with the appearance of a beau- 
tiful damsel, richly attired, who sat weeping on a low palfr’ey, 
and heeded not the consoling words of a duenna ■who rode* 
beside her. 

The monarch was strack vith her beauty, and, on inquiring 
of the Captain of the troop, found that she was the daughter 
of the Alcayde of a frontier fortress, that had been surprised 
and sacked in the course of the foray. Mohamed claimed her 
as Ms royal share of the booty, and had her conveyed to his 
harem in the. Alhambra. There every thing was devised to 
soothe her melancholy; and the monarch, more and more 
enamoured, sought to make her his queen. The Spanisli maid 
at first repulsed Ms addresses — ^lie was an infidel — he was the 
open foe of her country — what was irorse, he was stiicken 
in years ! 

The monarch, finding Ms assiduities of no avail, determined 
to enlist in his favoiu the duenna, who had been cajuared 
with the lady. She was an Andalusian by birtli, whose C'liris- 
tian name is forgotten, being mentioned in ]\looiish legends 
by no other appellation than that of the discreet Kadiga — and 
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discreet in trutli slie ms, as her whole history makes eTident. 
No sooner had the Moorish king held a little private conver- 
sation with her, than she saw at once the cogency of his rea- 
soning, and undertook liis cause wdth her young mistress. 

Go to, novT r cried she, ^^what is there in all this to 
weep and wail about 'I Is it not better to be mistress of this 
beautiful palace, with all its gardens and fountains, than to be 
shut up within your father s old frontier tower ? As to this 
Mohamed being an infidel, what is that to the purpose ? You 
marry him, not his religion : and if he is waxing a little old, 
the sooner will you be a widow, and mistress of yourself ; at 
any rate, you are in bis power, and must either be a queen or 
a slave. When in the hands of a i*obber, it is better to sell 
one’s, merchandise for a fair price, than to have it taken by 
main force.” 

The arguments of the discreet Kadiga prevailed. The Spa- 
nish lady dried her tears, and became the spouse of Mohamed 
the Left-handed; she even conformed, in appearance, to the 
faith of her royal ^husband ; and her discreet duenna imme- 
diately became a zealous convei*fc to the Moslem doctrines : it 
was then the latter received the Arabian name of Kadiga, and 
was permitted to remain in the confidential employ of her 
mistress. • 

In due process of time the Moorish king was made the proud 
and happy father of three lovely daughters, all born at a birth : 
he could have wished they had been sons, but consoled himself 
with the idea that three daughters at a birth were pretty well 
for a man somew^hat stricken in years, and left-handed 1 

As usual with all Moslem monarchs, he summoned his 
astrologers on this happy event. They cast the nativities of 
the three Princesses, and shook their heads. “ Daughters, 0 
King 1” said they, “ are always precarious property ; but these 
will most need your watchfulness when they arrive at a mar- 
riageable age : at thiat time gather them under your wings, 
and trust them to no other guardianship.” 

Mohamed the Left-handed was acknowledged to be a wise 
king by his courtiers, and was certainly so considered by him- 
self, The prediction of the astrologers caused him but little 
disquiet, trusting to his ingenuity to guard Ms daughters and 
outwit the Fates. 

The three-fold birth was the last matrimonial trophy of the 
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moiiarcli ; Ms queen bore Mm no more cMldren, and died 
within a few years, bequeatMng her infant daughters to his 
love, and to the fidelity of the discreet Kadiga. 

Many years had yet to elapse before the PrincessevS would 
anive at that period of danger — ^the marriageahie age : It is 
good, however, to be cautious in time,” said the sM’ewd Mon- 
arch y so he determined to have them reared in the royal 
Castle of Saiohrena. This was a sumptuous palace, incriisted, 
as it y^ere, in a powerful Moorish fortress on the summit of a 
hill that overlooks the Mediterranean Sea. It was a royal 
retreat, in which the Moslem monarch s shut up such of their 
relations as might endanger their safety, allowing them all 
kinds of luxuries and amusements, in the midst of which they 
passed their lives in voiii|)tuoiis indolence. 

Here the Princesses remained, iinmut'ed from the world, 
but surrounded by enjoyments, and attended by female slaves 
who anticipated their wishes. They had delightful gardens 
for their recreation, filled with the rarest fruits and flow^ei's, 
with aiumatic gToves and peifumed baths. - On three sides the 
castle looked dowm upon a rich valley, enamelled with, all 
kinds of culture, and bounded by the lofty Alpuxarra Moun- 
tains j on the other side it overlooked the broad sunny sea. 

Id this delicious abode, in a propitious climate, and under 
a .cloudless sky, the three Princesses grew up into wondi“Cjus 
beauty ; but, though all reared alike, tliey gave eaiiy tokens 
of diversity of character. Their names were Zayda, Zorayda, 
and Zorahayda; and such was their order of seniority, for 
there had been precisely xM’ee minutes between tlieir birtlis. 

Zayda, the eldest, wns of an intrepid spirit, and took the 
lead of her sisters in every thing, as she had done in entering 
first into the world. She wus curious and inquisitive, and 
fond of getting at the bottom of things. 

Zorayda had a great feeling for beauty, which wras the 
reason, no doubt, of her delighting to regaixl her own image 
in a mirror or a fountain, and of her fondness for ho’wers, and 
jewels, and other tasteful ornaments. 

As to Zorahaycla, the youngest, she was soft and timid, and 
extiernely sensitive, wnth a vast deal of disposable tendeimess, 
as wiis evident h’om her imniber of pet-fioTrers, and pet-Ijlrds, 
and pet-animals, all of wliicli she cherished witli tlie fondest 
care. Her amusements, too, were of a gentle nature, iuid 
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mixed up Tvifcli musing and royerie. Slie ^youId sit for iiours 
in a balcony, gazing on tlie sparkling stars of a summers 
nigiit j or on the sea when lit up by the moon ; and at such 
times, the song of a fisherman, faintly heard from the beach, 
or the notes of a Moorish flute from some gliding bark, sufficed 
to elevate her feelings into ecstasy. The least uproar of the 
elements, however, filled her Tvith dismay ; and a clap of 
tlniiider was enough to throw her into a swoon. 

Years rolled on smoothly and serenely ; the discreet Ka 
diga, to whom the Princesses v/cre confided, was faithful to 
her trust, and attended them with unremitting care. 

The Castle of Salobreiia, as has been Siiid, was built upon a 
hill on the sea-coast. One of the exterior walls straggled 
^ clown the profile of the hill, until it reached a jutting rock 
overhanging the sea, with a narrow sandy beach at its foot, 
laved by the rippling billows. A small 'watcli-tower on this 
rock had been fitted up as a pavilion, with latticed windows 
to admit the sea-breeze. Here the Princesses used to pass the 
sultry hours of mid-day. 

The curious Zay3a was one day seated at one of the windows 
of the pavilion, as her sisters, reclining on ottomans, were 
taking the siesta, or noon-tide slumber. Her attention had 
been attracted to a gallej^ which came coasting along, with 
measured strokes of the oar. As it drew near, she observed 
that it was filled with armed men. The galley anchored at 
the foot of the tower : a number of Moorish soldiers landed 
on the narrow beach, conducting several Christian prisoners. 
The curious Zayda awakened her sisters, and ail three peeped 
cautiously through the close jalousies of the lattice, which, 
screened them from sight. Among the prisoners were three 
Spanish cavaliers, richly dressed. They were in the flower of 
youth, and of noble presence 3 and the lofty manner in which 
they carried tliemselves, though loaded -with chains and sur- 
rounded v/ith enemies, bespoke the grandem* of their souls. 
The Princesses gazed with intense and himtliless interest. 
Coojied up as they had been in this castle among female 
attendants, seeing nothing of the male sex but black slaves, 
or the rude fishermen of the sea-coast, it is not to be won- 
dered at, that the appearance of three gallant cavaliers in the 
pride of youth and manly beauty, should pi’odiice some com- 
motion in their bosom. 
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“ Did ever noblei’ being tread tlie earth than that cavalier 
in crimson 1” cried Zayda, the eldest of the sisters. See 
how proudly he bears himself, as though all around him were 
his slaves ! ” 

“ But notice that one in green !” exclaimed Zorayda. 

What grace ! what elegance! what spirit 1” 

The gentle Zorahayda said nothing, but she secretly gave 
preference to the cavalier in green. 

The Princesses remained gazing until the prisoners were 
out of sight ; then heaving long-chawn sighs, they turned 
round, looked at each other for a moment, and sat doym, 
musing and pensive, on tlieir ottomans. 

The discreet Kadiga found them in this situation ; they 
related to her what they had seen, and even the withered 
heart of the duenna was warmed. Poor youths !” exclaimed 
she, I’ll warrant tlieir captivity makes many a fair and 
high-born lady’s heart ache in their native land ! Ah ! my 
children, you have little idea of the life these cavaliers lead in 
their own country. Such prankliiig at ±ounianieuts 1 such 
devotion to the ladies ! such courting and serenading 1” 

The curiosity of Zayda was fully aroused ; she was insatiable 
in her inquiries, and iw from the duenna the most animated 
pictees of the scenes of her youthful days and native land. 
The beautiM Zorayda bridled up, and slyly regarded herself 
in a mirror, w’hen the theme turned upon the charms of the 
Spanish ladies ; while Zorahayda suppressed a struggling sigh 
at the mention of moonlight serenades. 

Every day the curious Zayda renewed her inquiries, and 
every day the sage duenna repeated her stories, which were 
listened to with profound interest, though with frequent sighs, 
by her gentle auditors. The discreet old woman at length 
aivakened to the mischief she might be doing. She had been 
accustomed to tliink of the Princesses only as children ; but 
they had imperceptibly ripened beneatli her eve, and now 
bloomed before her three lovely damsels of the marriageable 
age. It is time, thought the duenna, to give notice to the 
King. 

Mohamed the Left-handed was seated one morning on a 
divan in one of the cool hails of the Alhambra, when a slave 
arrived from the fortress of Salobreila, with a mes.?age from 
the sage Kadiga, congratulating Iiim on the aiini^'ersary of his 
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daughters’ birtli-da}^. The slave at tbe same time presented 
a delicate little basket decorated with flowers, within which, 
on a couch of vine and fig-leaves, lay a peach, an apricot, and 
a nectarine, with their bloom and downi and dewy sweetness 
upon them, and all in the early stage of tempting ripeness. 
The monarch was versed in the Oriental language of fruits 
and flowers, and readily divined the meaning of this emble- 
matical ofiering. 

So/’ said he, the critical period pointed out by the as- 
trologers is arrived : niy daughters are at a marriageable age. 
What is to be done ? They are shut up from the eyes of 
men ; they are under the eyes of the discreet Kadiga — all 
very good, — but still they are not under my own eye, as was 
^ prescribed by the astrologers : I must gather them under my 
wing’, and trust to no other guardianship.” 

So saying, he ordered that a townr of the Alhambra should 
be prepared for their reception, and departed at the head of 
his guards for the fortress of Salobrena, to conduct them home 
in person. ^ 

About three years had elapsed since Mohamed had beheld 
his daughters, and lie could scarcely credit his eyes at the 
wonderful change which that small space of time had made in 
their appearance. During the interval, they had passed that 
wondrous boundary line in female life 'which separates the 
crude, uninformed, and thoughtless girl fit-om the blooming, 
blushing, meditative woman. It is like passing from the flat, 
bleak, uninteresting plains of La Mancha to the voluptuous 
valleys and swelling hills of Andalusia. 

Zayda was tali and finely-formed, -with a lofty demeanom’ 
and a penetrating eye. She entered with a stately and de- 
cided step, and made a profound reverence to Mohamed, 
treating him more as her sovereign than her father. Zorayda 
was of the middle height, wdth an alluring look and swim- 
ming gait, and a sparkling beauty, heightened by the assist- 
ance of the toilette. She approached her father with a smile, 
kissed his hand, and saluted Mm with several stanzas from a 
popular Arabian poet, with wliich the monarch was delighted. 
Zorahayda was shy and timid, smaller than her sisters, and 
with a beauty of that tender beseeching kind which looks for 
fondness and protection. She was little fitted to command, 
like her elder sister, or to dazzle like the second, but was 
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rather formed to creep to the bosom of manly affection, to 
nestle -within itj and be content. She drew near her father 
with a timid,, and almost faltering step, and would hare taken 
his hand to kiss, but on looking up into his face, and seeing 
it l)eaining with a paternal smile, the tenderness of her nature 
broke forth, and she threw hei*self upon his neck. 

kiohamed the Left-handed sinwe^^ed his blooming daughters 
with mingled pride and perplexity ; for -wdiile he exulted in 
their charms, he bethought himself of the prediction of the 
astrologers. Tliree daughters 1 three daughters 1 ” mut- 
tered he repeatedly to himself, “and all of a niamagealde 
age ! Here’s tempting Hesj)erian fruit, that requires a dragon 
watch !” . 

He prepared for his retmm to Granada, by sending heralds 
befo]‘e him, commanding every one' to keep out of the road by 
wliich he was to pass, and that all doors and window's should 
be closed at the approach of the princesses. This dond, he 
set forth, escorted by a troop of black horsemen, of hideous 
aspect, and clad in shining armoui'. 

The princesses rode beside the king^, closely veiled, on 
bGautiful wddte pal&eys, with velvet caparisons, embroidered 
•wit-h gold, and sweeping the ground ; the lilts and stirrups 
-were of gold, and the silken bridles adorned with pearls and 
precious stones. The palfreys w^ere covered -with little silver 
bells, that made the most musical tinkling as they ambled 
gently along. Woe to the unlucky wight, how- ever, who lin- 
gered in the ivay when he heard the tinkling of these bells 1 — 
the guards w^ere ordered to cut liim down without mercy. 

The cavalcade wras drawing near to Granada, when it over- 
took, on the banks of the river Xenil, a small body of ^Moorish 
soldiers with a convoy of prisoners. It was too late -for the 
soldiers to get out of the way, so they threw themselves on 
their faces on the earth, ordering their captives to do the like. 
Among the prisoners wwe the tlmee identical cavaliers wlanu 
the princesses had seen from the pavilion. They eitlier did 
not understand, or were too haughty to obey the order, and 
remained standing and gazing upon the cavalcade as it iip- 
proached. 

The ire of the monarch was kindled at this flagrant deflance 
:f his orders. Drawing his scymetar, and pressing foiwau’d, 
le was about to deal a ieft-ha,nded blow, that would have been 
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to, at least, one of tlie gazers, wiieii the princesses crowded 
round him, oaid implored mercy for the prisoners ; even tlio 
timid Zoraliayda forgot her shyness, and became eloquent in 
tlieir behalf. Mohamed paused, with uplifted scymetar, when 
the captain of the guard threw himself at his feet. Let not 
your Majesty,” said he, do a deed that may cause great 
scmidal tiiroughoiit the kingdom. These are three brave and 
noble Spanish knights, >vho liavebeen taken in battle, fighting 
like lions ; tiioy are of high birth, and may bring gTeat ran- 
soms.”' Enough 1 ” said the king. • I will spare their lives, 
init punish their audacity— -let them be taken to the Yermilioii 
Towers, and put to hard labour.” 

Mohamed wais making one of his usual left-handed blunders. 
'IS^tiie tuiniiit and agitation of this blustering scene, the veils 
of tlie three princesses had been thrown back, and the radiance 
of their beauty revealed ^ , and in prolonging the parley, the 
king had given that beauty time to have its full effect. In 
tliose days people fell in love much more suddenly than at 
present, as all ancieiit,|^stories make manifest : it is not a matter 
of wonder, therefore, tliat the hearts of the three cavaliers 
were completely captured ; especially as gratitude was added 
to their admiration ; it is a little singular, however, though 
no less certain, that each of them was enraptured mth a seve- 
ral beauty. As to the princesses, they were more than ever 
struck with the noble denieaiiour of the captives, and cherished 
in their bi'easts all that they had heard of their valour and 
noble lineage. 

The cavalcade resumed its march ; the tliree princesses rode 
pensively along bn their tinkling palh-eys, now and then steal- 
ing a glance beliind in search of tlie Christian captives, and 
tile latter were conducted to their allotted prison in the Yer- 
milion Towers. 

The residence provided for the princesses was one of the 
most dainty that fancy could devise. It was in a tow^er 
somewiiat apart from the main palace of the AHiambra, though 
connected with it by the main wall that encircled the wiiole 
smuoiit of the hill. On one vside it looked into the interior of 
tile fortress, and had, at its foot, a small garden, filled with 
the rarest fiowers. On the other side it overlooked a deep 
embowered ravine that separated the grounds of the Allianibra 
tivun those of the Generali fe. The interior of the tower was 
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divided into small fairy apartments, beautifully ornamented 
in the light Arabian style, suiToiinding a lofty hall, the vaulted 
roof of which rose almost to the siimniit of the tower. The 
walls and ceiling of the hall were adorned with arabesque and 
fret- work, sparkling with gold and with brilliant pencilling. 
Ill the centre of the marble pavement was an alabaster foun- 
tain, set round with aromatic shrubs and flowers, and throwing 
up a jet of water that cooled the w'hole edifice, and had a 
lulling sound. Round the hall w^ere suspended cages of gold 
and sil%"er wire, containing singing-birds of the finest plumage 
or sweetest note. 

The princesses liad been represented as always cheerful when 
in the Castle of Salohreiia ; the king had expected to see them 
enraptured with the Alhambra. To his siuqrrrise, liowrcvi^^ 
they began to pine, and grow melancholy, and dissatisfied 
with everything around them. The flowers yielded them no 
fragrance, the song of the nightingale disturbed their night’s 
rest, and they w^ere out of ail patience witli the alabaster 
fountain with its eternal drop-drop and splash-splash, from 
moriiiiig till night, and from night till morning. 

The king, who was somewhat of a testy, tyrannical dispo- 
sition, took this at first in high dudgeon ; but he reflected that 
his daughters had arrived at an age when the female mind 
expands and its desires augment : They are no longer chil- 
di’en,” said he to himself, “ they are women grown, and I'equire 
suitable objects to interest them.” He put in requisition, 
therefore, all the di-ess-makers, and the jew'ellers, and the 
artificers in gold and silver throughout the Zaoatin of Gra- 
nada, and the princesses were overwhelmed with robes of silk, 
and of tissue, and of brocade, and Cashmere sha^rls, and neck- 
laces of pearls and diamonds, and rings, and bracelets, and 
anklets, and all manner of precious things. 

All, however, W'as of no avail ; tlie princesses continued pale 
and languid in the midst of their' finery, and looked like three 
bliglitecl rosebuds, drooping from one stalk. The king wns at 
his writs’ end. He had, in general, a laudable confidence in his 
own judgment, and never took advflce. The whims and ca- 
]irices of three marriageable damsels, liow^ever, are sufficient, 
said he, to puzzle the shrew'dest head. So, for once in his life, 
he called in the aid of counsel 

The person to whom he applied w’as the experienced duenna. 
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Kadiga/’ said the king, “ I know you to be one of the 
most disci'cet women in the whole wmrld, a>s well as one of the 
most tnistwoi'thy ; for these reasons I inwe always continued 
you about the persons of my daughters. Fathers cannot be 
too wary in whom tliey repose such confidence ; I now wish 
you to tind out the secret malady that is preying upon the 
princesses, and to devise some means of restoring them to 
health and cheerfulness.” 

Kadiga promised implicit obedience. In fact she knew 
more of the malady of the princesses than they did themselves. 
^Sllutti^g herself up witli them, however, she endeavoured to 
iiisijriiate herself into their coiiMence. 

]\Iy dear children, what is the reason you are so dismal 
ilM downcast, in so beautiful a place, where you have every- 
thing that heart can wish?” 

The princesses looked vacantly round the apartment, and 
sighed. 

What more, then, would you have ? Shall I get you the 
wonderful parrot that talks all languages and is the delight of 
Granada f’ 

Odious !” exclaimed the Princess Zayda. A horrid, 
screaming bird, that chatters words without ideas : one must 
be without brains to tolerate such a pest.” 

Shall I send for a monkey from the rock of Gibraltar, to 
divert you with Ms antics 

A monkey 1 faugh 1” cried Zorayda ; "the detestable mimic 
of man. I hate the nauseous animal.” 

" What say you to the famous black singer, Casern, from 
the royal harem, in Morocco 1 They say he has a voice as hue 
as a woman’s.” 

‘‘ I am terrified at the sight of these black slaves,” said the 
delicate Zorahayda ; " besides, I have lost all relish for music.” 

" All, my child ! you would not say so,” replied the old 
woman, slyly, " had you heard the music I heard last evening, 
from the three Spanish cavaliers whom we met on our jomiiey. 
But, bless me, chilxiren I what is the matter that you blush 
so, and are in such a flutter ?” 

" Nothing, nothing, good mother ; pray prck 'd.” 

"Weil, as I was passing bythe Yermilioii T^jrs last even- 
ing, I saw the three cavaliers resting after their day’s labour. 
One was playing on the guitar, so gracefully, and the others 
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sung by turns ; and they did it in such style,, that the vay 
guards seemed like statues, or men enchanted. Allah for- 
give me 1 I could not help being moved at hearing the songs 
of my native country. And then to see three such noble and 
haxidsome youths in chains and slavery 1” 

Here the kind-heaiied old woman could not restrain her 
tears. 

Perhaps, mother, you could manage to procure us a sight 
of these cavaliers,” said Zayda. 

I think,” said Zorayda, a little music would be quite 
reviving.” 

The timid Zoraliayda said nothing, but tlire\y her arms 
round the neck of Kadiga. 

''' Mercy on me !” exclaimed the discreet old woman : wl><r 
are you talking of, my children? Your father would be tlie 
death of us all, if he heard of such a thing. To be sure, these 
cavaliers am evidently well-bred and bigh-niinded youths ; 
but what of that ? they are the enemies of our faith, and you 
must not even think of them bnt with a|)hoiTenoe.” 

There is an admirable intrepidity in the female will, par- 
ticularly when about the marriageable age, which is not to be 
deterred by dangers and prohibitions. The princesses hung 
round their old duenna, and coaxed, and entreated, and de- 
clared that a refusal would break their hearts. 

What cordd she do ? She was certainly the most discreet 
old woman in the whole world, and one of the most iaithful 
servants to the king ; but was she to see tliree beautiful prin- 
cesses break their hearts for the mere tinkling of a guitm’ ? 
Besides, though she had been so long among tlie j\ioGrs, and 
changed her faith in imitation of her mistress, like a trusty 
follower, yet she v/as a Spaniard born, and had the lingerings 
of Christianity in her heart. So she set about to contrive how 
the wish of the princesses might be gratified. 

The Christian captives, confined in the Yennilion Towers, 
wem under the charge of a big- whiskered, lu'oad-shouidered 
reuegado, called Hussein Baha, who was reputed to have a 
most itching palm. She went to him privately, and shipping 
a brpaci piece of gold into his hand, Hussein Baba,” said sl.e, 
my inistresses, the three princesses, who are shut ini in tJje 
tower, and in sad want of amusement, have heard of the niu- 
aical talents of the three Spanish cavaliers, and are clesirou-i (A 
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lieariiig a specimen of their skill. I am sure you are too 
kind-hearted to refuse them so innocent a gratification.” 

"" What ! and to have my head set grinning over the gate of 
my own tower ! for that would be the rewai'd^ if the king 
should discover it ” 

No danger of anything of the kind ; the affair may be 
managed so that the whim of the princesses may be gratified, 
and their father be never the wiser. You know the deep ravine 
outside of the walls that passes immediately below the tower. 
Ihit the three Christians to work there, and at the inter- 
vals of their labour, let them play and sing, as if for their own 
recreation. In this way the princesses will be able to bear 
them from the windows of the to’wer, and you may be sure of 
their paying well for your compliance.” 

As the good old Avoraan concluded her harangue, she kindly 
pressed tlie rough hand of the renegade, and left within it 
another piece of gold. 

Her eloquence was irresistible. The very next day the three 
cavaliers were put to^work in the ravine. During the noon- 
tide heat, when their fellow-labourers were sleej^ing in the 
shade, and the guard nodding drowsily at his post, they seated 
themselves among the herbage at the foot of the tower, and 
,sang a Spanish roundelay to the accompaniment of the guitar. 

The glen was deep, the tower was high, but their voices rose 
distinctly in the stillness of the summer noon. The prin- 
cesses listened from their balcony, they had been taught the 
Spanish language by their duenna, and were moved by the 
tenderness of the song. The discreet Kadiga, on the contrary, 
was teixibly shocked. " Allah preserve us i” cried she, they 
are singing a love-ditty, addressed to yourselves. Did ever 
mortal hear of such audacity? I will run to the slave master, 
and have them soundly bastinadoed.” 

What ; bastinado such gallant cavaliers, and for singing 
so charmingly 1 ” The tliree beautiful princesses were filled with 
horror at the idea. With all her vhtuous indignation, the 
good old woman was of a placable nature, and easily appeased. 
Besides, the music seemed to have a beneficial effect upon her 
young mistresses. A rosy bloom had already come to their 
cheeks, and their eyes began to sparkle. She made no further 
objection, therefore, to the amorous ditty of the cavaliers. 

When, it was finished, the princesses remained silent for a 
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time ; at length Zoray da took up a lute, and T\ith a sweet, though 
faint and trembling Yoice, ■warbled a little Arabian air, the 
burden of w'hich "was, The rose is concealed among her leaves, 
but she listens with delight to the song of the nightingale,” 

From this time forward the cavaliers -worked almost daily 
in the ravine. The considerate Hussein Baba became more 
and more indulgent, and daily more prone to sleep at his post. 

For some time a vague intercourse was kejDt xip by popular 
songs and romances, which in some measure responded to 
each other, and breathed the feelings of the parties. Sy 
degrees, the princesses shovred themselves at the balcony, 
when they could do so without being perceived, by the guards. 

They conversed with the cavaliers also, by means of Sowers, 
with the symbolical language of which they -were miitu^sh}; 
acquainted : the difficulties of their intercourse added to its 
charms, and strengthened the passion they had so singularly 
conceived ; for love delights to struggle with difficulties, and 
thrives the most hardily on the scantiest soil. 

The change effected in the looks and spirits of the prin- 
cesses by tins secret intercourse, surprised and gratified the 
left-handed king: but no one was more elated than the 
discreet Kadigu, who considered it all owing to her able 
management. 

At length there was an interruption in this telegraphic 
correspondence : for several days the cavaliers ceased to make 
their appearance in the glen. The tlmee beautiful princesses 
looked out from the tower in vain. In vain they stretched 
their swan-like necks ftom the balcony ; in vain they sang J 
like captive nightingales in their cage : nothing was to be seen 
of tlieir Christian lovers; not a note responded from the 
groves. The discreet Kadiga sallied forth in quest of intelli- 
gence, and soon returned with a face full of trouble. Ah, 

.my chikhen 1” cried she, I saw what all this would come to, 
but you would have your way ; y^ou may now^ hang up your 
Iiit.es on the willows. The Spanish cavaliers are now ransomed 
by tlieir families ; tliey^ are down in Granada., and preparing to 
return to their native countiy.” 

The tln-ee beautiful j^rincesses were in despair at the tidings, 

Tlie frir Zayda was inefignant at the slight put upon them, in 
thus being deserted -without a iiarting word. Zorayda -li^Tung 
her hands and cried, and looked in the glass, and vnped away 
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her tears and cried afresh. The gentle Zorahayda leaned over 
the balcony and wept in silence, and her tears fell drop by 
drop among the flowers of the bank, where the faithless cava- 
liers had so often been seated. 

The discreet Kadiga did, all in her power to soothe their 
sorrow. Take comfort, my children,” said she, this is 
nothing when ^mn are used to it. This is the way of the world. 
Ah 1 when yon are as old as I am, you will know how to value 
these men. Ill warrant, these cavaliers have their loves 
among the Spanish heaiities of Cordova and Seville, and will 
soon be serenading under their balconies, and thinking no 
more of the Moorish beauties in the Alhambra Take corn- 
foii;, therefore, my children, and drive them from your hearts.” 
'“X The comforting words of the discreet Kadiga only redoubled 
the distress of the three princesses, and for two days the}^ 
continued inconsolable. On the morning of the third, the 
good old woman entered their apartment, all ruffling with 
indignation. 

Who would hav^ believed such insolence in mortal man 1” 
exclaimed she, as soon as she could find words to express her- 
self ; but I am rightly served for having connived at this 
deception of yoim worthy father. Never talk more to me of 
your Spanish cavaliers.” 

" Why, what has happened, good Kadiga f’ exclaimed the 
princesses in breathless anxiety. 

^“^■What has happened ! — ^treason has happened ; or what 
is almost as bad, treason has been proposed, and to me, the 
most faithful of subjects, the truest of duennas 1 Yes, my 
children, the Spanish cavaliers ha,ve dared to tamper with me, 
that I should persuade you to fly with them to Cordova, and 
become their wives ! ” 

Here the excellent old woman covered her face with her 
hands, and gave way to a violent burst of grief and indigna- 
tion. The three beautiful princesses turned pale and red, pale 
and red, and trembled, and looked doTO, and cast shy looks 
at each other, but said nothing. Meantime the old woman 
sat rocking backward and forward in violent agitation, and 
no^¥ and then breaking out into exclamations, That ever 
I should live to be so insulted 1 — I, the most faithful of 
servants !” 

At length, the oldest princess who had most spirit, and 
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always took the lead, approached her, and laying her hand 
upon her shoulderj - Well, mother,” said she, supposing; we 
were willing to hy with these Christian cavaliers — is such a 
thing possible 

The good old woman paused suddenly in her grief, and 
looking np, Possible 1” echoed she,* “ to be sure it is possible. 
Have not the cavaliers already bribed Hussein Baba, the 
renegado captain of the guard, and arranged the wliole plan ? 
But, then, to think of deceiving yonr hither ! your father, wlio 
has placed such confidence in me !” Here the W'Orthy wmnan 
gave way to a fresh burst of grief^ and began again to rock 
baclavard and forward, and to wiiiig her hands. 

But our father has never j^iaced any coniidence in us,” 
said the eldest princess, “ but has tiusted to bolts and ba«^’ 
and treated us as captives.” 

Why, that is true enough,” replied the old w^oman, again 
pausing in her grief ; “ he has indeed treated you most UU"' 
reasonably,' keeping you shut up here, to waste your bloom in 
a moj>ing old tower, like roses left to witlier in a iiower-jar. 
But, then, to fiy from your native land !” 

‘‘ And is not the land we fly to, the native land of our 
motlier, where we shall live in freedom ? And shall we not 
eacii have a youthful husband in exchange for a severe old 
father f’ 

Why, that again is all very time ; and your father, I must 
confess, is rather tyrannical; but, what, then,” relapsing into 
her grief^ would you leave me behind to beai' the brunt of 
his vengeance f’ 

By no means, my good Kacliga ; cannot you fly with us f ’ 

« Very true, my clflld ; and, to tell the truth, when I talked 
the matter over with Hussein Baba, he promised to take care 
of me, if I would accompany you in your flight : but, then, be- 
think you, my children, are you willing to renounce the faith 
of your father ?” 

The Christian faith was the original faith of our mother,” 
said the eldest princess ; I am ready to embrace it, and so, 

I am sure, are my sisters.” 

Eight again!” exclaimed the old woman, brightening up ; 
it was the original faith of yom* mother, and bitterly did she 
lament, on her death-bed, that she had renounced it. I 
promised her then to take care of youx souls, and I rejoice to 
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see tliat they are now in a fair way to be saved. Yes, my 
cliilcireii, I, too, was born a Ciiristian, and have remained a 
Cliristiaii in niy heart, andarn resolved to return to the fiith. 
I have tallccd on the subject with Hussein Baba, wlio is a 
Sjianiard by birth, and comes from a ph^ not far from my 
native town. He is equally anxious to his own country, 
and to be reconciled to the Church ; an^^he cavaliers have 
promised, that, if we are disposed to become man and wife, 
on retiu-ning to our native land, they will provide for us 
Inindsomely.” 

In a word, it ^.ppeared that this extremely discreet and pro- 
vident old woman, had consulted with the cavaliers and the 
renegade, and had concerted the whole plan of escape. The 
clilcst princess immediately assented to it ; and her example, 
as usual, determined the conduct of her sisters. It is true, 
the youngest hesitated, for she was gentle and timid of soul, 
and there was a struggle in her bosom between filial feeling 
and youthful passion : the latter, however, as usual, gained 
tiie victory, and silent tears, and stifled sighs, slie pio- 
pared herself for flight. 

The rugged hill, on which the Alhambra is built, was, in 
old times, perforated with subterranean passages, out through 
the rock, and leading from the fortress to various ];)arts of the 
city, and to distant sally-ports on the hanks of the Darro and 
the Xenil. They had been constructed at diflerent times by 
the Moorish kings, as means of escape from sudden insuixec- 
tioiis, or of secretly issuing forth on private enterprises. Many 
of them are now entirely lost, while others remain, partly 
clioked up with rubbish, and partly walled up ; monuments 
of the jealous precautions and warlike stratagems of the Moor- 
ish government. By one of these passages, Hussein Baba had 
undertaken to conduct the princesses to a sally-port beyond 
the walls of the city, where the cavaliers were to be ready 
with fleet steeds, to hear the wdiole party over the borders. 

The ajipointed night arrived : the tower of the princesses 
had been locked up as usual, and the Alhambra was buried in 
deep sleep. Towards midnight, the discreet Kadiga listened 
from tlie balcony of a window that looked into the garden. 
Hussein Baba,, the renegade, was akeady below, ai^gave the 
appointed signal. The duenna fastened the end oi a ladder of 
ropes to the balcony, lowered it into the garden, and de- 



106 


LEGEXD OF THE 


Bcended. Tlie t'wo eldest princesses followed her with heating 
hearts ; hnt when it came to the tmii of the youngest prin- 
cessj Zorahayda, she hesitated, and trembled. Several times 
she ventured a delicate little foot upon the ladder, and as “often 
di’ew it back, while her poor little heart flutteredtinore and 
more the longer ^^fcdelayed. She cast a wistful look back 
into the silken chSmDer ; she had lived in it, to be siu’e, like a 
bird in a cage ; but within it she was secure : who could tell 
what dangers might beset her, should she flutter forth into the 
vide world 1 Now she bethought her of her gallant Christian 
lover, and her little foot was instantly upon the ladder ; and 
anon she thought of her father, and shrank back. But fruit- 
less is the attempt to describe the conflict in the bosom of one 
so young and tender, and loving, but so timid, and so ignonutt 
of the world. 

In vain her sisters implored, the duenna scolded, and the 
renegade blasphemed beneath the balcony ; the gentle little 
Moorish maid stood doubting and wtwering on the verge of 
elopement ; tempted by the sweetness of*,the sin, but terrilied 
at its perils. 

Every moment increased the clanger of discovery. A dis- 
tant tramp was heard. The patrols are WTxlking the rounds ” 
cried the renegade ; if we linger, we perish. Princess, de* 
scend instantly, or we leave you.” 

Zorahayda Tvas for a moment in feaiful agitation ; then 
loosening the ladder of ropes, with desperate resolution, she 
flung it from the balcony, 

" It is decided !” cried she ; " flight is now out of my 
power ! Allah guide and bless ye, my dear sisters 1” 

The two eldest princesses were shocked at the thoughts of 
leaving her behind, and would fain have lingered, but the pa- 
trol was advancing ; the renegade was furious, and they w^ere 
hurried away to the subteiTaneous passage. They groped 
their way through a fearful labjriiith, cut through the heart 
of the mountain, and succeeded in reaching, undiscovered, an 
iron gate that opened outside of the walls. The S|)anish ca- 
valiers v'ere waiting to receive them, disguised as Moorish 
soldiers of the guard, commanded by the reiiegado. 

The lover of Zoralmycla was frantic, when he learned that 
she had refused to leave the tower ; hut there was no time to 
waste in lamentations. The two princesses were jflacecl behind 
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tiioii,* loTerSj the discreet Kadiga mounted behind the renegado, 
a,iid all set off at a round pace in the direction of the pass of 
Lope, wliicli leads tlirongh the mountains towards Cordova, 

I’hcy had not proceeded far -when they heard the noise of 
drums and trumpets from the battlements of the Alhambra. 

Our flight is discovered,” said the renegado. 

We have fleet steeds, the night is dark, and we may dis- 
tance all pursuit,” replied the cavaliers. 

They put spui's to their horses, and scoured across the Vega. 
They attained to the foot of the mountain of Elvira, which 
stretches like a promontory into the plain. The renegado 
paused and listened. “ xis yet,” said he, there is no one on 
our traces, we shall make good oui’ escape to the mountains.” 
4VhiIe he spoke, a pale fire sprang up in a light blaze on the 
top of the watch-tower of the Alhambra. 

Confusion 1” cried the renegado, ‘^that fire will put all 
the guards of the passes on the alert. Away I away 1 Spin: 
like rnad, — there is no time to be lost.” 

Away they dasl^d — the clattering of their horses’ hoofs 
echoed from rock to rook, as they swept along the road that 
skirts the rooky mountain of Elvira. As they galloped on, 
they beheld that the pale fire of the Alhambra was answered 
in every direction ; light after light blazed on the Atalayas, 
or watch-towers of the mountains. 

“ Forward 1 forward ! ” cried the renegado, with many an 
oath, “to the bridge, — ^to the bridge, before the alarm has 
reached there 1” 

They doubled the promontory of the mountains, and aiTived 
in sight of the- famous Puente del Pinos, that crosses a rushing 
stream often dyed wuth Christian and Moslem blood. To their 
confusion, the tower on the bridge blazed with lights and 
glittered with armed men. The renegado pulled up his steed, 
rose in his stirrups and looked about him for a moment * then 
beckoning to the cavaliers, he struck off from the road, skirted 
the river for some distance, and dashed into its waters. The 
cavaliers called upon the princesses to cling to them, and did 
the same. They were borne for some distance down the rapid 
current, the surges roared round them, but the beautiful prin- 
cesses clung to their Christian knights, and never uttered a 
complaint. The cavaliers attained the opposite hank in safety 
and were conducted by the renegado, by rade and imfrc- 
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cjiientecl paths, and mid barranoos, tliroiigii the heart of the 
mountains, so as to avoid all the regular passes. In a word, 
they succeeded in reaching the ancient city of Cordova ; where 
their restoration to their country and friends was celebrated 
with great rejoicings, for they ’were of the noblest families. 
The beautiful princesses were forthwith received into the 
bosom of the Church, and, after being in all due form made 
regailar Christians, were rendered happy wives. 

In our hurry to make good the escape of the princesses 
across the river, and up the mountaiiivS, we. forgot to mention 
the fate of the discreet Kadiga. She had clung like a eat to 
Hussein Baba in the scam|)er across the Yega, screaming at 
every hound, and di'awing many an oath from the ivhiskered 
renegade ; but when he prepared to plunge his steed into the 
liver, her ten'or knew no bounds. Grasp me not so tightly,’' 
cried Hussein Baba ; “ hold on by my belt and fear nothing.” 
She .held firmly with both hands by tlie leathern belt that 
girded the broad-hacked renegado ; hut viie.n he lialted with 
the cavaliei's to take breath on the mowitain summit, the 
duenna was no longer to he seen, 

^^Wiiat has become of Kadiga 1” cried the princesses in 
alarm. 

Allah alone knows!” replied the renegado; my belt 
came loose when in the midst of the river, and Kadiga w’as 
sw^ept with it down the stream. The will of Allah be done 1 
but it was an embroidered belt, and of great price ” 

There was no time to waste in idle regrets ; yet bitterly did 
the princesses bewail the loss of their discreet counsellor. That 
excellent old woman, however, did not lose more than half of 
her nine lives in the stream : a fisherman, who was drawing 
his nets some distance down the stream, hroiiglit her to land, 
and was not a little astonished at his miraculous draught. 
What fiiiiher became of the discreet Kadiga, the legend does 
not mention ; certain it is that she evinced ]ie.i* discretion in 
never venturing within the reach of Mohamed the left-handed. 

Almost as little is known of the conduct of that sagacious 
monarch when he discovered the escape of his daughtei’s, and 
the deceit practised upon him by the most faithful of servants. 
It was the only instance in which he had called in the aid of 
counsel, and he was never aflerw^ards knowni to he guilty of a 
similar weakness. He took good care, however, to giiaixl his 
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reinsxiiiing daughter, who had no disposition to elope : it is 
thought, indeed, that she secretly repented liaving remained 
behind : now and then she was seen leaning* on the battle- 
ments of the tower, and looking nioiirnfully towards tlie moun- 
tains in the direction of Cordova, and sometimes the notes of 
her lute were heard accompanying plaintive ditties, in which 
she was said to lament the loss of her sisters and her lover, 
and to ].)c\\uil her solitary life. She died young, and, accord- 
ing to j)opu]ar rumour, was buried in a vault beneath the 
tower, and her nntimely fate has given rise to more than one 
traditionary fable. 


VISITOIIS TO THE ALHxiMBHA. 

It is noAv nearly three months since T took up my abode in 
the Alhambra, during which time the progress of the season has 
wrought many changes. 'When I first arrived every thing was 
in the iTeshncss of May ; the foliage of the trees was still tender 
and transparent ; the pomegranate had not yet shed its bidl- 
liant crimson blossoms ; the orchards of the Xenil and the 
Darro were in fall bloom ; the rocks were hung with wild 
iioweivs, and Granada seemed completely surrounded by a 
vdiderness of roses, among wdiich, innumerable nightingales 
sang, not merely in the night, but all day long. 

The advance of summer has withered the rose and silenced 
the nightingale, and the distant country begins to look 
parched and sun-burnt ; though a perennial verdiu’e reigns 
immediately round the city, and in the deep narrow valleys at 
the foot of the snow-capped mountains. 

The Alhambi'a possesses retreats graduated to the heat of 
the weather, among which the most peculiar is the almost 
subterranean apartment of the baths. This still retains its 
incicnt Oriental character, though stamped with the touching 
traces of decline. At the entrance, opening into a small court 
formerly adoined vvith fiowers, is a hall, moderate in size, but 
light and graceful in arcliitecture. It is overlooked by a 
small gallery suppjorted by marble pillars and moresco arcbes. 
An alabaster fountain in the centre of the pavement still 
throws up a jet of water to cool the place. On each side are 
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deep alcoves with liaised platforms, where the bathers, after 
their ablutions, reclined on luxurious cushions, soothed to 
voluptuous repose by the feugiunce of the perfumed air and 
the notes of soft music from the gallery. Beyond this hall 
are the interior chambers, still more private and retired, 
where no light is admitted but through small apeid-ures 
ill the vaulted ceilings. Here was the sanctum sanctorum of 
female privacy, where the beauties of the Harem indulged in 
tire luxury of the baths. A soft mysterious light reigns 
throngh the jilace, the broken baths are still there, and traces 
of ancient elegance. The prevailing silence and- obscurity have 
made this a hivoiuite resort of bats, who nestle during the day 
in the dark nooks and comers, and on being disturbed, frit 
mysteriously about the twilight chambers, heightening, in 
an indescribable degree, their air of desertion and decay. 

In this cool £ind elegant, though dilapidated retreat, which 
has the freshness and seclusion of a grotto, I have of late passed 
the sultry hours of the day, emerging towards sunset ; and 
].)athing, or rather swimming, at night ip the great reservoir 
of the main oom’t. In this way I have been enabled in a 
measure to counteract the relaxing and enervating influence 
of the climate. 

My di'eam of absolute sovereignty however is at an end. I 
was roused fi*om it lately by the report of fire arms ; which 
reverberated among the towers as if the castle had been taken 
by surprise. On sallying forth. I found an old cavalier with 
a number of domestics, in possession of the HaH of Ambas- 
sadors. He was an ancient Count who had come up from his 
palace in Granada to pass a short time in the Alhambra for 
the benefit of pui-er air ; and who, being a veteran, and invete- 
rate sportsman, was endeavouring to get an appetite- for his 
breakfast by shooting at swallows fr'om tlie balconies. It was 
a harmless amusement, for though, by the alertness of his 
attendants in loading his pieces, he was enabled to keep up a 
brisk fire, I could not accuse him of the death of a single 
swallow. I^ay, the birds themselves seemed to enjoy the sport, 
and to deiide his wunt of skill, sldmming in circles close to 
the balconies and twittering as they darted by. 

The ariival of this old gentleman has in some manner 
changed the aspect of affairs, hut has likewise a funded matter 
for agreeable speculation. We Iiave tacitly shumJ emtk’e 
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between. laS; like tlie last kings of Granada^ excepting tliat we 
i;naintaii.i ai most amicable alliance. He reigns absolute over 
tile conil;.'. of tlie Lions and its adjacent halls, while I niaiiitain 
peaccftil , possession of the regions of the baths and the little 
garden a'f Lindaraja. We take onr meals together under the 
arcades lof the court, where the fountains cool the air, and 
bubblinci,' riUs run along the channels of the marble pavement. 

In tho) evening a domestic circle gathers about the worthy 
old cavf'alier. The countess comes up from the city, with a 
fxvoiirit o daughter, about sixteen years of age. Then there 
are the ■ official dependants of the Count, his chaplain, lawyer, 
his secretary, his steward, and other officers and agents of his 
extensive^ possessions. Tims he holds a kind of domestic 
court, wk.iere every person seeks to contiibiite to his amusement 
withouti sacrificii^g his own pleasiu'e or self-respect. In kict, 
whatever may bo said of Spanish jiride, it ceidaiiily does not 
enter into social or domestic life. Among no people are the 
relations between ivindind more cordial, or between superior 
and dependant moreJf];ank and genial ; in these respects there 
still remains, in tlie' pj.’ovincial life of Spain, much of the 
vaunted simplicity of the olden times. 

The most interesting member of this family group, however,^ 
is the daughter of the Count, the charming though almost 
infantine little Carmen. Her form has not yet attained its 
maturity, but has afready the exquisite symmetry and pliant 
gi-ace so prevalent in this countiy. Her blue eyes, .fair com- 
plexion, and light air, are unusual in Andalusia, and give a 
mildness and gentleness to her demeanour in contrast to the 
usual fii-'e of* Spanish beaut}^ but in perfect unison with the 
guileless and confiding innocence of her manners. She has, 
however, all the innate aptness and versatility of her iascinat- 
ing countrywomen, and sings, dances, and plays the guitar 
and other instruments, to admiration. 

A few days after taking up his residence in the Alhambra, 
the count gave a domestic fete on his saint’s day, assembling 
round him the members of his family and household, while 
several old servants came from his distant possessions to pay 
their reverence to him, and partake of the good cheer. This 
patriarcl-ial spirit which characterised the Spanish nobility in 
the days of their opulence, bus declined with their fortunes ; 
but some wlio, like the Count, still retain their ancient family 
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possessions, keep np a little of the ancient system^ and ha? e 
their estates overrun and almost eaten up by^ gbnferations of 
idle retainers. According to this magnificent old'| Spanish 
system, in Mhich the national pride and generosity b<|>r0 equal 
parts, a superannuated sciTant v-as never turned but 
became a chai’ge for, the rest of his days; nay, his /children 
and his children’s children, and often their relatives^, to the 
right and left, became gradually entailed upon thei family. 
Hence the huge palaces of the Spanish nobility, whiu'h have 
such an air of emptj^ ostentation from the greatness :of tlieir 
size coni],iared with the mediocrity and scantiness ^ >f tiieir 
furniture, were absolutely required in the golden f.days of 
Spain, by the patriarchal habits of their possessors. Thiey were 
little better than vast barracks for tlie hereditary gen.^eratioiis 
of hangers on, that battened at the expense of a Snanish 
noble. The worthy old Count, who has estates in various 
parts of the kingdom, assures me that some of them bainly 
feed tlie hordes of dependants nestled upon tlieni ; who con- 
sider themselves entitled to be maintained upon tlie place 
reiit-free, because their forefathers have been so for generations. 

The domestic fete of the Count broke in upon the usual 
still life of the Alhambra; music and laughter resounded 
through its late silent halls; there were groups of the guests 
amusing themselves about the galleries and gardons, and 
oihcioiis servants from town hurrying through the coiu'ts, 
bearing viands to the ancient kitchen, which was again alive 
with the tread of cooks and scullions, and blazed with un- 
wonted fires. 

The feast, for a Spanish set dinner is literally a feast, was 
laid in the beautiful Moresco hall called La Sala de las dos 
Hermanas,” (the saloon of the two sisters,) the table groaned 
with abundance, and a joyous conviviality prevailed round tiie 
board ; for though the Spaniards are generally an ahsteinious 
people, thc‘y are complete revellers at a banquet. For my owii 
part, there was something peculiarly interesting in thus sitting 
at a feast in the royal halls of the Alhambra, given I)}" tlie 
representative of one of its most renowned conquerors; for the 
venerable Count, though unwurlike himself is the lineal J 
descendant and reju-oseiitative of the Great Captain/’ tlie 
illustrious Gousalvo of Cordova, whose swnrdhe guairds in the 
archives of his palace at Granada. 
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The banquet ended, the company adjourned to the Hall of 
Aml,)assadors. Here every one contributed to the general 
ainuseraent by exerting some peculiar talent ; singing, im- 
provising, telling wonderful tales, or dancing to that all-per- 
vading talisman of Spanish pleasure, the guitar. 

The life and charm of the whole assemblage, however, was 
the gifted little Carmen. She took her part in two or three 
scenes from Spanish comedies, exhibiting a cliarming di'amatic 
talent j she gave imitations of the popular Italian singers with 
singular and whimsical felicity, and a rare quality of voice ; 
she^ imitated the dialects, dances, and ballads of the gypsies and 
tlie neighbouring peasantry, but did every thing with a facility, 
a neatness, a grace, and an all-pervading prettiness, that were 
perfectly fascinating. 

Tile great charm of her performances, however, Avas tlieir 
being free from all pretension, or ambition of display. She 
seemed unconscious of the extent of her own talents, and in 
fact is accustomed only to exeit them casually, like a child, for 
the amusement of thj domestic circle. Her observation and 
tact must be remarkably quick, for her life is passed in the 
bosom of her family, and she can only have had casual and 
transient glances at the various characters and traits, brought 
out wipromptu in moments of domestic hilarity like the one 
111 question. It is pleasing to see the fondness and admira- 
tion with Avhioh every one of the household regards her : she 
is never spoken of, even by the domestics, by any other appel- 
lation than that of La Hina, ^ the child,’ an appellation which 
thus applied has something peculiarly kind and endearing in 
the Spanish language. 

Hever shall I think of the Alhambra without remembering 
the lovely little Carmen sporting in happy and innocent girl- 
hood in its marble halls, dancing to the sound of the Moorish 
castanets, or mingling the silver warbling of her voice with 
the music of the fountains. 

On this festive occasion several curious and amusing legends 
and traditions were told ; many of which have escaped my 
memory ; but out of those that most struck me, I will endea- 
vour to shape forth some entertainment for the reader 
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' LEGEND OF PEINCE AHMED AL KAMEL; OE, 
THE PILGEIM OF LOYE. 

Thebe was once a MoorisE king of Granada, who had but 
one son, whom he named Ahmed, to which his courtiers added 
the surname of al Kamel, or the perfect, from the indubitable 
signs of superexcellence w^hich they perceived in him in his 
very infancy. The astrologers countenanced them in their 
foresight, predicting every ^ thing in his favour tliat could 
make a perfect prince and a prosperous sovereign. One cloud 
only rested upon his destiny, and even that wbs of a roseate 
hue. lie would be of an amorous temperament, and run 
great perils from the tender passion. If, how^ever, he could be 
kept from the allurements of love, until of mature age, these 
dangers would be averted, and his life thereafter be one unin- 
teiTupted course of felicity. 

To prevent all danger of the kind, the king wisely deter- 
mined to rear the prince in a seclusion^ where he should never 
see a female face, nor hear even the name of love. For this 
puipose he built a beautifid palace on the brow of tlie Inil 
above the Alhambra, in the midst of delightful gardens, but 
surrounded by lofty walls, being, in fact, the same palace known 
at the present day by the name of the Generalife. In this 
palace the youthful prince was shut up, and entrusted to the 
guardianship and instruction of Eben Bonabben, one of the 
wisest and dryest of Arabian sages, w’ho had passed the 
greatest part of his life in Egypt, studying hierogly])hics, and 
making researches among the tombs and j)yramids, and who 
saw more charms in an Egyptian mummy, than in the most 
tempting of living beauties. The sage wns ordered to instnict 
the prince in all kinds of knowledge but one — he was to be 
kept utterly ignorant of love. " Use every precaution for the 
purpose you may think proper,” said the king, 'Huit remember, 
0 Eben Bonabben, if my son learns aught of that forbidden 
knowdedge while under your care, your head shall answx*r for 
iti” A withered smile came over the dry visage of tlie wise 
Bonabben at the menace. Let your majesty s heart be as 
easy about your son, as mine is about my head : am I a man 
likely to give lessons in the idle passion 
Under the vigilant care of the philosopher, the rnince grew 
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ap, in the seclusion of the palace and its gardens. He had 
black skives to attend upon liinij — ^hideous mutes, who knew 
notiling of love, or if they did, had not words to communicate 
it. His mental endowments were the peculiar care of Eben 
Bonthben, who sought to initiate him into the abstruse lore of 
Egypt, but in this the prince made little progress, and it was 
soon evident that he had no turn for philosophy. 

He \vas, however, amazingly ductile for a youthful prince, 
ready to follow any advice, and always guided by the last 
counsellor. He suppressed his yawns, and listened patiently 
to the long and learned discourses of Eben Bonabben, from 
which he imbibed a smattering of various kinds of knowledge, 
and thus happily attained his twentieth year, a miracle oi' 
princely vvisdom — but totally ignorant of love. 

About this time, however, a change came over the conduct 
of the prince. He completely abandoned his studies, and took, 
to strolling about the gardens, and musing by the side of the 
fountains. He had been taught a little music among his 
various accomplishments ; it now engrossed a great paii} of his 
time, and a turn for poetry became apparent. The sage Eben 
Bonabben took the alarm, and endeavoured to work these idle 
humours out of him by a severe coui’se of algebra — ^but tlie 
prince turned from it with distaste. I cannot endure 
algebra,” said he j it is an abomination to me. I want some- 
thing that speaks more to the heart.” 

The sage Eben Eonabben shook Ms dry head at the words. 
“ Here is an end to philosophy,” thought he. “ The prince 
has discovered he has a heart 1 ” He now kept anxious watch 
upon his pupil, and saw that the latent tenderness of his na- 
ture was in activity, and only wanted an object. He wandered 
about the gardens of the Generalife in an intoxication of feel- 
ings of wliicli he knew not the cause. Sometimes he would 
sit plunged in a delicious reverie ; then he would seize his lute 
and diuw from it the most touching notes, and then throw 
it aside, and break forth into sighs and ejaculations. 

By degrees this loving disposition began to extend to inani- 
mate objects ; he had his favourite bowers, which he cherished 
with tender assiduity ; then he became attached to various 
trees, and there was one in particular of a gi’aceful form and 
drooping Miage, on which he lavished his amorous devotion, 
carving his name on its bark, hanging gmiands on its brandies, 
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iiud singing couplets in its praise, to the accompaniment of 
his lute. 

The sage Eben Bonabben was alarmed at this excited state 
of his pupil. He saw him on the very brink of forbidden 
knowledge — ^the least hint might reveal to him the#atal 
secret. Trembling for the safety of the prince and the secu- 
rity of his own head, he hastened to draw him from the 
seductions of the garden, and shut him up in the highest 
tower of the Geiieralife. It contained beautifni apartments, 
and commanded an almost boundless prospect, but \Yas ele- 
vated far above that atmosphere of sweets and those witching 
i)Owers so dangerous to the feelings of the too susceptible 
Alimed. 

What was to be done, however, to reconcile liim to this 
restraint and to beguile the tedious hours'? He had exhausted 
almost all kinds of agreeable knowledge ; and algebra was not 
to be mentioned. Fortunately Eben Bonabben had been in- 
.stnicted, wlien in Egypt, in the language of birds, by a J evsdsh 
Rabbin, who had received it in lineal f^’ansmission from Solo- 
mon the wise, who had been taught it by the Queen of Sheba. 
At the yeiy mention of such a study, the eyes of the prince 
sparkled with animation, and he applied himself to it with 
such avidity, that he soon became as great an adept as his 
master. 

The tower of the Generalife was no longer a solitude ; he 
nad companions at hand with whom he could converse. The 
first acquaintance he formed was with a hawk, who built his 
nest in a crevice of the lofty battlements, from whence he 
soared far and wide in quest of prey. The prince, ho-wever, 
found little to like or esteem in him. He ivas a mere pirat-e 
of the air, swaggering and hoastfril, whose talk was ah about 
lupine and courage and desperate exploits. 

His next acquaintance was an owl, a mighty wise-looking 
bird, with a huge head and staring eyes, who sat blinking and 
goggling all day in a hole in the waU, but roamed foith at 
night. He had great pretensions to wisdom, talked something 
of astrology and the moon, and hinted at the dark sciences : 
l)ut he was grievously given to metaphysics, and the prince 
fonnd Ids prosings even more ponderous than those of the sage . 
Eben Bonabben. 

Then there was a bat, that hung all day by Ms heels in the 
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dark corner of a yaiilt, but sallied out in a slip-sliod style at 
twilight. He, however, had bat twilight ideas on all subjects, 
derided things of which he had taken but an imperfect view, 
and seemed to take delight in nothing. 

Besides these there was a swallow, with whom the prince 
was at first much taken. He was a smart talker, but restless, 
bustling, and for ever on the wing ; seldom remaining long 
enough for any continued conversation. He turned out in the 
end to be a mere sniatterer, who did hut skim over the sur- 
face of things, pretending to know eveiy thing, hut knowing 
nothing thoroughly. 

These were the only feathered associates with whom the 
prince had any opportunity of exercising his newly acquired 
language j the tower was too high for any other birds to fre- 
quent it. He soon grew weary of his new acquaintances, 
whose conversation spoke so little to the head, and nothing to 
the heart ; and gradually relapsed into his loneliness. A win- 
ter passed away, spring opened with all its bloom and verdure 
and breathing sweetness, and the happy time arrived for birds 
to pair and build their nests. Suddenly, as it were, a univer- 
sal bm’st of song and melody broke forth from the groves and 
gardens of the Generalife, and reached the prince in the soli- 
tude of his tower. From every side he heard the same 
universal theme — ^love — ^love — ^iove — chanted forth and re- 
sponded to in every variety of note and tone. The prince 
listened in silence and perplexity. What can be this love,” 
thought he, of which the world seems so full, and of which 
I know nothing He applied for information to his friend 
the haw'k. The ruffian bird answered in atone of scorn: “You 
must apply,” said he, “ to the vulgar peaceable birds of earth 
who are made for the prey of us princes of the air. My trade 
is war, and fighting my delight. In a ivord, I am a wamoi’, 
and know nothing of this thing called love.” 

The prince turned from him with disgust, and sought the 
owl in his retreat. “ This is a bird,” said he, “ of peaceful 
habits, and may be able to solve my question.” So he asked 
the owl to tell him what was this love about wlfich all the 
birds in the groves below ’^vere singing. 

Upon this the owl put on a look of offended dignity. “ My 
nights,” said he, “ are taken up in study and research, and my 
days in ruminating in my ceil upon ail that I have learnt. As 
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to these singing birds of T^hom you talk, I never listen to 
them — I despise them and their themes. Allah be praised, I 
cannot sing ; I am a philosopher, and know ng)thing of this 
thing called love.” 

The prince now repaired to the vault, where his friend the 
bat was hanging by the heels, and propounded the same ques- 
tion. The bat wiinkled up his nose into a most snappish 
expression. Why do you disturb me in my morning’s nap 
with such an idle question f’ said he peevishly. I only fly 
by twiliglit, when all birds are asleep, and never trouble myself 
with their concerns. I am neither bird nor beast, and I thank 
iieavGii for it. I have found out the villaiiy of the wiiole of 
them, and hate them one and all. In a w^oixl, I am a mis£in- 
tliropc — and know nothing of this thing called love.” 

As a last resort the prince now sought the swullow, and 
stopped him just as he was circling about the summit of the 
tower. The swalknv, as usual, was in a prodigious hurry, and 
had scarce time to make a reply. “ Upon my woi’d,” said he, 

I htn^e so much public business to attend to, and so many 
pursuits to follow, that I have had no time to think on the 
sul ject. I have every day a thousand visits to pay ; a thou- 
sand affairs of importance to examine into, that leave me not 
a moment of leisure for these little sing-song matters. In a 
^vord, I am a citizen of the world — I know nothing of this 
thing called love.” So saying, the swiillow dived into the 
valley, and w'as out of sight in a moment. 

The prince remained disappointed and perplexed, but with 
his ciuiosity still more piqued by the difficulty of g].'atifying 
it. While in this mood, his ancient guardian entered the 
tower. The prince advanced eagerly to meet him. 0 sage 
Ebeu Bonabben,” cried he, “thou hast revealed to me much of 
the wisdom of the earth ; but there is one thing of wliich I 
remain in utter ignorance, and would fain be informed.” 

“ My prince has but to make the inquiry, and every thing 
within tiie limited range of his servant’s intellect is at his 
command.” 

Tell me then, 0 most profound of sages, what is the na- 
ture of this tiling called love 

The sage Eben Bonabben was struck as with a thunderbolt. 
He trembled and turned pale, and felt as if his head sat but 
loosely on his shoulders. 
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^^Wliat could suggest such a question to my prince — where 
could he have learnt so idle a word ? ” 

The prince led him to the window of the tower. ^-Listen, 
0 Eben Bonabbeii/’ said he. The sage listened. The nightin- 
gale sat in a thicket below the tower, singing to his paramour 
the rose ; from every blossomed spray and tufted grove arose 
a strain of melody; and love — ^love — ^love — was still the un- 
varying strain. 

Allah Akbar ! God is great ! ” exclaimed the wise Bonah- 
ben. Who shall pretend to keep this secret from the 
heart of man, when even the birds of the air conspire to 
betray it?” 

Then turning to Ahmed — “ 0 my prince,” cried he, shut 
thine ears to these seductive strains. Close thy mind against 
tliis dangerous knowledge. Know that this love is the cause 
of half tlie ills of wretched mortality. It is this which pro- 
duces bitterness and strife between brethren and friends ; 
which causes treacherous murder and desolating war. Care 
and sorrow, w^eary days and sleepless nights, are its attendants. 
It w:i tilers the bloorn''and blights the joys of youth, and brings 
on the ills and griefs of premature old age. Allah preserve 
thee, rny prince, in total ignorance of this thing called love 1 ” 
The sage Eben Bonabben hastily retired, leaving the prince 
plunged ill still deeper perplexity. It w^as in vain he at- 
tempted to dismiss the subject ft’om his mind ; it still con- 
tinued uppermost in his thoughts, and teazed and exhausted 
liim with vain conjectures. Surely, said he to himself, as he 
listened to the tuneful strains of the birds, there is no sorrow 
in those notes ; every thing seems tenderness and joy. If love 
be a cause of such wretchedness and strife, w^hy are not these 
birds droojiing in solitude, or tearing each other in pieces, 
instead of fluttering cheerfully about the groves, or sporting 
with each other among flowers ? , 

He lay one morning on his couch meditating on this inex- 
plicable matter. The window of his chamber was open to 
admit the soft morning breeze which came laden with the 
perfume of orange blossoms firom the vaUey of the Darro. The 
voice of the nightingale was faintly heard, still chanting the 
wonted theme. As the prince was listening and sighing, there 
was a sudden rushing noise in the air ; a beautiful dove, pur- 
sued by a hawk, darted in at the window, and fell panting on 



120 LEGEND OP PRINCE AHMED AL KAMEL. 

tlie floor ; while the pursiieiv balked of his prey, soared off to 
the moiiiitains. 

The prince took up the gasping bird, smoothed its feathers, 
and nestled it in his bosom. When he had soothed it by his 
caresses, he put it in a golden cage, and offered it, with liis 
own hands, the whitest and finest of wheat and the purest of 
Avater. Tiie bird, however, refused food, and sat drooping and 
pining, and uttering piteous moans. 

“ What aileth thee V" said Ahmed. Hast thou not every 
thing thy heart can wish V 

Alas, no ! ” replied the dove ; am I not separated* from 
the partner of my heart, and that too in the happy spring- 
time, the very season of love 1” , 

“ Of love 1” echoed Ahmed ; I pray thee, my pretty bird, 
caiist thou then tell me what is love?” 

Too well can I, my prince. It is the torment of one, the 
felicity of two, the strife and enmity of three. It is a charm 
whicli draws two beings together, and unites them by delicious 
symTxrthies, making it happiness to be with each otlier, but 
misery to be apart: Is there no being to whom you are 
drawn by these ties of tender aflection ?” 

I like my old teacher Eben Bonabben better than any 
other being ; but he is often tedious, and I occasionally feel 
myself happier without his society.” 

“ That is not the sympathy I mean. I speak of love, the 
great mystery and principle of life ; the intoxicating revel of 
youth ; the sober delight of age. Look forth, my prince, and 
behold how at this blest season all nature is full of love. 
Every created being has its mate ; the most insignificant bird 
sings to its paramour ; the very beetle woos its lady-beetle in 
the dust, and yon butterflies which you see fluttering high 
above the tower and toying in the air, are happy in each 
other's loves. Alas, my prince ! hast thou spent so many of 
the precious days of youth without knowing any tiling of love I 
Is there no gentle being of another sex — no beautiful princess 
or lovely damsel who has ensnared your heart, and filled your 
bosom with a soffc tumult of pleasing pains and tender wishes 

I begin to understand,” said the prince, sighing ; ‘■'Ssiicii a 
tumult I have more than once experienced, witliout knowing 
the cause ; — ^and where should I seek for an object, such 
you describe, in this dismal solitude ? ” 
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A little furtlier conversation ensued, and the first amatory 
lesson of the prince was complete. 

Alas 1 ” said he, if love be indeed such a delight, and its 
interruption such a misery, Allah forbid that I should rnar 
the joy of any of its votaries.” He opened the cage, took out 
the dove, and having fondly kissed it, carried it to the window. 

Go, happy bird,” said he, “ rejoice with the partner of thy 
heart in the days of youth and spring-time. Why should T 
make thee a fellow-prisoner in this dreary tower, where love 
can never enter 'I ” 

The dove dapped its wings in rapture, gave one vault into 
the air, and then swooped downward on whistling wings to 
the blooming bowers of the Darro. 

The prince followed him wdth his eyes, and then gave way 
to bitter repining. The singing of the birds which once 
delighted him, now added to his bitterness. Love ! love ! 
love ! Alas, poor youth ! he now understood the strain. 

His eyes dashed dre when next ho beheld the sage Bonabben. 
« Why liast thou kc^t me in this abject ignorance 1” cried he. 
<c lias the great mystery and principle of life been with- 
held from me, in which I find the meanest insect is so learned ? 
J3ehold all nature is in a revel of delight. Every created 
being rejoices with its mate. This — this is the love about 
'which I have sought instruction. Why am I alone debarred 
its enjoyment ? Why has so imich of my youth been wasted 
witiioiit a liiiowledge of its raptures ? ” 

The sage Bonabben saw that all further reserve was useless ; 
for the prince liad acquired the dangox'ous and forbidden 
knowledge. He revealed to him, therefore, the predictions of 
the astrologers, and the precautions that had been taken in 
his education to aveit the threatened evils. “ And' now, my 
prince,” added he, my life is in your hands. Let the king, 
your fathex’, discover that you have learned the passion of love 
while under my guardianship, and my head must answer for it.’* 

The prince was as reasonable as most young men of his age, 
and easily listened to the remonstrances of his tutor, since 
nothing pleaded against them. Besides, he really was attached 
to the sage Bonal.)beii, and being as yet but theoretically 
acquainted with the passion of love, he consented to confine 
the knowledge of it to liis own bosom, luther than endanger 
the head of the philosoph^^r. 
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His discretion was doomed, liowever, to be put to still further 
proofs. A few mornings afterwards, as he was ruminating on 
the battlements of the tower, the dove wiiich had been released 
by him came hovering in the air, and alighted fearlessly upon 
his shoulder. 

The prince fondled it to his heart. Happy bird,” said he, 

who can fly, as it were, with the wings of the morning to the 
uttermost parts of the eaibh. Where hast thou been since we 
parted ?” 

In a far country, my prince, from whence I bring you 
tidings in reward for my liberty. In the wild compass of my 
flight, which extends over plain and mountain, as I was soar-^ 
ing in the air, I beheld below me a delightful garden, with all 
lands of fruits and flowers. It was in a gTeen meadow, on the 
banks of a wandering stream ; and in the centre of the garden 
was a stately palace. I alighted in one of the bowers to re- 
pose after my weary flight. On the gTeen bank below me was 
a youthful princess, in the very sweetness and bloom of her 
years. Slie was surrounded by female attendants, young like 
herself, vrho decked her with garlands and coronets of flowers ; 
hut no flower of field or garden could compare 'with her for 
loveliness. Here, however, she bloomed in secret, for the 
garden was surrounded by high walls, and no mortal man was 
permitted to enter. When I beheld this beauteous maid, 
thus young and innocent and unspotted by the 'world, I 
thought, here is the being formed by heaven to inspire my 
prince with love.” 

The description was a spark of fire to the oomhustihie heart 
of Ahmed ; all the latent armorousness of his temperament 
had at once found an object, and he conceived an immeasur- 
able passion for the princess. He wi:ote a letter, couched in 
the most impassioned langviage, breathing his fervent devotion, 
but hew^ailing the unhappy thraldom of liis person, wliich pre- 
vented liim from seeking her out and throwing himself at her 
feet. He added couplets of the most tender and moving 
eloquence, for he wus a poet by nature and inspired by love. 
He addressed his letter — To the unknown beauty, from the 
captive prince Ahmed then pexTaming it with musk and 
roses, he gave it to the dove. 

" A'^vay, tmstiest of messengers!” said he. Fly over 
mountain and valley and river and plain ; rest not in bower. 
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nor set foot on earth, until thou hast given this letter to 
tlie mistress of my heart.” 

The dove soared high in air, and taking his course darted 
a^yay in one iindeviating direction. The prince follo^ved him 
with his eye until he was a mere speck on a cloud, and 
gradually disappeared behind a mountain. 

Day after day he watched for the return of the messenger 
of love, but he watched in vain. He began to accuse him of 
forgetfulness, when towards sunset one evening the faithful 
bird fluttered into his apartment, and falling at his feet ex- 
pired. The arrow of some wanton archer had pierced his 
breast, yet he had struggled with the lingerings of life to 
execute his mission. As the prince bent with grief over this 
gentle martyr to fidelity, he beheld a chain of pearls round 
his neck, attached to which, beneath his wing, was a small 
enamelled picture. It represented a lovely princess in the 
very flower of her years. It was doubtless the unknown 
beaut3^ of the garden ; but who and where was she — how had 
she received bis letter, and was this picttme sent as a token 
of her approval of ftis passion ^ Unfortunately the death of 
the faithful dove left every thing in mystery and doubt. 

The prince gazed on the picture till his eyes swam with 
tears. He pressed it to his lips and to his lieai’t, he sat for 
hours contemplating it almost in an agony of tenderness. 

Beautiful image !” said he, alas, thou art but an image !” 
Yet thy dewy eyes beam teuderly upon me i those rosy lips 
look as though they would speak encouragement : vain fancies ! 
Have they not looked the same on some more happy rival ? 
But where in this wide world shall I hope to find the original ? 
Yv^ho knows what mountains, what realms may separate us — 
what adverse chances may intervene ? Perhaps now, even 
now, lovers may be crowding around her, while I sit here a 
prisoner in a tower, wasting my time in adoration of a painted 
shadow.” 

The resolution of Prince Ahmed was taken. I will fly 
from this palace,” said he, which has become an odious 
prison, and, a pilgrim of love, will seek this unknown princess 
throughout the world.” To escape from the tower in the 
day when every one was awake, might be a difficult matter ; 
but at night the palace was slightly guarded; for no one 
apprehended any attempt of the kind from the prince, who 
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liad always been so passive in bis captivity. How Tras 
be to guide bimself, however, in bis darkling flight, being 
ignorant of the countiy ? He betboiigbt him of the owd, who 
was accustomed to roam at night, and must know every by- 
lane and secret pass. Seeking him in his hermitage, he 
questioned him touching his knowledge of the land. Upon 
this tlie owl put on a mighty self-important look. You 
must know, 0 prince,” said he, " that we owls are of a very 
ancient and extensive family, though rather fallen to decay, 
and possess ruinous castles and palaces in all parts of Spain 
There is scarcely a tower of the mountains, or a fortress of the 
plains, or an old citadel of a city, but has some brother, or 
uncle, or cousin quartered in it ; and in going the rounds to 
visit this my miinerons kindred, I have pryed into every nook 
and corner, and made myself acquainted with every secret of 
the land.” The prince was oveijoyed to find the owl so deeply 
versed in topogTaphy, and now informed him, in confidence, 
of his tender passion, and his intended elopement, urging him 
to be his comjDanion and counsellor. 

“ Go to 1” said the owl with a look of ^displeasure, I 

a bird to engage in a love affair ? I whose wdiole time is de- 
voted to meditation and the moon 

" Be not offended, most solemn owl,” replied the prince ; 

abstoct thyself for a time from meditation and the moon, 
and aid me in my flight, and thou slialt have whatever heart 
can wish.” 

I have that aheady,” said the owi : a few mice are suffi- 
cient for my frugal table, and this hole in the w^all is spacious 
enotigh for my studies ; and what more does a philosopher 
like myself desire . 

Betliiuk thee, most wise owd, that while moping in thy 
cell and gazing at the moon, all thy talents are lost to the 
world. I shall one day he a sovereign prince, and may ad- 
vance thee to some post of honour and dignity.” 

The owl, though a philosopher and above tlie ordinary wunts 
of life, was not above ambition ; so he was finally prevailed on 
to elope vdth the jDiince, and be his guide and mentor in his 
pilgrimage. 

The plans of a lover are promptly executed. The prince 
collected all Ms jewels, and concealed them about iiis person 
as travelling funds. That veiw night he lowured himself by 
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his scarf from a balcony of the tower, clambered over the 
outer walls of the Generalife, and, guided hj the owl, made 
good his escape before morning to the mountains. 

lie now held a council with his mentor as to his future 
course. 

Might I advise,” said the owl, I would recommend you 
to repair to Seville. You must know, that many j^ears since 
I w’as on a visit to an uncle, an owl of great dignity and 
pow'er, who lived in a ruined wing of the Alcazar of that 
place. In my hoveiings at night over the city I frequently 
remarked a light burning in a lonely tow^er. At length I 
alighted on the battlements, and found it to -proceed from the 
lamp of an Arabian magician : he wus surrounded by his 
magic liooks, and on his shoulder wus perched his familiar, an 
ancaeiit raven wdio had come with him from Egypt. I am 
acquainted with that raven, and owe to him a great part of 
tliG knowledge I possess. The jnagician is since dead, but the 
raven still inhabits the towur, for these birds are of wonderful 
long life. I w^(jiild advise you, 0 prince, to seek that raven, 
for he is a sootUsayer and a conjurer, and deals in the black 
art, for which Ml ravens, and especially those of Egypt, are 
renow'ned.” 

The prince was struck with the wisdom of this advice, and 
accordingly bent his course towards Seville. He travelled 
only in the night, to accommodate his companion, and lay by 
during the day in some dark cavern or mouldering wutch- 
towur, for the owl knew every hiding hole of the kind, and 
had a most antiquarian taste for ruins. 

At length one morning at day-break they reached the city 
of Seville, where the owl, wrho hated the glare and bustle of 
crowded streets, halted without the gate and took up his 
qiiarters in a hollow tree. 

The prince entered the gate and readily found the magic 
towa^r, which rose above the houses of the city, as a palm tree 
rises above the shrubs of the desert ; it was in fact the same 
tower that is standing at the preseot day, and known as the 
Giralda, tiie famous Moorish tower of Seville. 

The prince ascended by a great winding staircase to the 
summit of the tower, where he fouud the cabalistic raven, an 
old, mysterious, grey-headed bird, ragged in feather, with a 
hhn over one eye that gave him the glare of a spectre. He 



126 LEGEND OF PRINCE AHMSD AL KAMEL. 

was perclied on one leg, with his head turned on one side, 
poring with his remaining eye on a diagram described on 
the jjavement. 

The. prince approached him with the awe and reyerence 
naturally inspired by his venerable appearance and super- 
hatmal wisdom. Pardon me, most ancient and darkly wise 
raven” exclaimed he, “if for a moment I interrupt those 
studies which are the wonder of the world. You behold 
iDcfore you a votary of love, who would fain seek your coun- 
sel how to obtain the object of his passion.” 

In other w^ords,” said the raven with a sigiiificaiit look., 

you seek to try my skill in palmistry. Come, sliovf me your 
hand, a.nd let me decypher the mysterious lines of feutime.” 

“ Excuse me,” said the prince, “ I come not to pry into 
the decrees of fate, wdiich are hidden Ijy Allah from the eyes 
of mortals ; I am a pilgrim of love, and seek but to find a 
cine to the object of my pilgrimage.” 

“ And can you be at any loss for an object in amorous 
Andalusia?” said the old raven leering upon him vritli his 
single eye ; “above all, canyon be at a loss in wanton Seville, 
where black-eyed damsels dance the zambra under every 
orange grove?” 

The prince blushed, and was somewhat shocked at hearing 
an old bird, with one foot in the gi’ave, talk thus loosely. 
“ Believe me,” said he gravely, “ I am on none such light and 
vagrant errand as thou dost insinuate. The black-eyed dam- 
sels of Andalusia w4io dance among the orange groves of the 
Ouadalquiver are as nought to me. I seek one unknown but 
immaculate beauty, the original of tins pictoe ; and I beseecli 
thee, most potent raven, if it be wdthin the scope of thy 
knowledge or the reach of thy art, inform me where she may 
be found.” 

The grey-headed raven was rebuked by the gravity of the 
prince. 

“Yliat know I,” repHed he drily, “of youth and beauty 1 
my visits are to the old and withered, not the fresh and fair : 
the harbinger of fate am I ; who croak bodings of death from 
the chimney top, and flap my wings at the sick man’s window. 
You must seek elsewhein for tidings of yoim iinknoTO beauty.” 

“ And where can I seek, if not among the sons of wisdom, 
versed in the book of destiny ? A royal prince am I, fated by 


LEGEND OE FEINCE AHJNIED Ai. ILVMEL. 127 

the stars, and sent on a mysterious enterprise on which may 
hang the destiny of empires.” 

When the raven heard that it was a matter of vast moment 
in which the stars took interest, he ^changed his tone and 
manner, and listened with profound attention to the story of 
the prince. Wlicn it was concluded, he replied, Touching 
this princess, I can give thee no information of myself, for 
my flight is not among gardens, or around ladies’ bowers ; but 
hie thee to Cordova, seek the palm tree of the great Abderali- 
man, which stands in the coui’t of the principal mosque : at 
Jie foot of it thou wilt find a great traveller who has visited 
all countries and courts, and been a favouiite with queens and 
princesses. He will give thee tidings of the object of tliy search.” 

'■^jMany thanks for this precious information,” said the 
prince. “ Farewell, most venerable conjuror.” 

Farewell, pilgrim of love,” said the raven diily, and again 
fell to pondering on the diagi'am. 

Tlie prince sallied forth from Seville, sought his fellow- 
tra^^eiler the ovd, who was still dozing in the hollow tree, and 
set off for Cordova. 

Fie approached it along hanging gardens, and orange and 
citron groves, overlooking the fair valley of the Cuadalquiver. 
Wlien arrived at its gates the owl flew up to a dai’k hole in 
the wall, and the prince proceeded in quest of the palm tree 
planted in clays of yore by the great Abderahman. It 
stood in the midst of the great court of the Mosque, towering 
from amidst orange and cypress trees. Dervises and Faquirs 
were seated in groups under the cloisters of the court, and 
many of the faithful were performing thoir ablutions at the 
fountains before entering the Mosque. 

At the foot of the palm tree was a crowd listening to the 
words of one who appeared to be talldng with great volubility. 

This,” said the prince to himself, must be the great tra- 
veller who is to give me tidings of the unkno\m princess.” 
He mingled in the crowd, but was astonished to perceive that 
they were all listening to a paarot, wdo with his bright green 
coat, pragmatical eye and consequential top-knot, had the air 
of a bird on excellent terms with himself. 

How is this,” said the prince to one of tlie bystanders, 
that so many grave persons can be delighted with the gar- 
rulity of a chattering bird!” 
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You know not whom you speak of,” said the other ; ^^this 
parrot is a descendant of the famous parrot of Persia,, re- 
nowned for his story-telling talent. He has all the learning 
of the East at the tip of his tongue, and can quote poetry as 
fast as he can talk.' He lias visited various foreign courts, 
and where he has been considered an oracle of erudition. He 
has been a universal favourite also with the fair sex, who 
have a vast admiration for emdite parrots that can quote 
poetry.” 

Enough,” said the prince, I vill have some private talk 
with this distinguished traveller.” 

Pie sought a private interview and expounded the nature 
of his errand. He had scarcely mentioned it, when the par- 
rot burst into a ht of dry rickety laughter that absolutely 
brouglit tears in his eyes. Excuse my merriment,” said he, 
“ but the mei ‘0 mention of love always sets me laughing ” 

Pdic prince was shocked at this ill-timed merriment. Is 
not love,” said lie, ^^the great mj^stery of nature, the secret 
principle of life, the universal bond of sympathy ?” 

A fig’s end i” cried the parrot, inteiTupting him ; pr’ythee 
where hast thou learnt this sentimental jargon ? trust me, 
love is quite out of vogue ; one never hears of it in the com- 
pany of wits and people of refinement.” 

Pdie prince sighed as he recalled the different language of 
his fiiend the dove. But this parrot, thought he, has lived 
about the court, he affects the wit and the fine gentleman, i* ' 
knows nothing of the thing called love. Unwilling to pro- 
voke any more ridicule of the sentiment which filled his 
heart, he now directed his inquiries to the immediate pur- 
port of his visit. 

“ Tell me,” said he, most accomplished parrot, thou who 
hast every where been admitted to the most secret bowers of 
beauty, hast thou in the course of thy travels met with the 
original of this portrait f ’ 

The parrot took the picture in his claw, turned his head 
from side to side and examined it curiously with either eve. 

Upon my honoiu ” said he, a veiy pi’etty face ; very pretty : 
but then one sees so many pretty women in one’s travels that 
one can hardly — ^but hold — ^bless me 1 now I look at it 
again — sure enough this is the Princess Aldegonda : Iiow 
CO aid I forget one that is so prodigious a favourite with me? ” 
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The Princess Aldegonda ! ” echoed the prince, 
whore is she to be found 'I ” 

Softly, softly/’ said the parrot, easier to be found thai- 
gained. She is the only daughter of the Christian King who 
reigns at Toledo, and is shut up from the world until her 
seventeenth bii-thday, on account of some prediction of those 
meddlesome fellow- s the astrologers. Yon’il not get a sight of 
her— no mortal man can see her. I w^as admitted to her 
presence to entertain her, and I assme you, on the word of a 
parrot who has seen the world, I have conversed with much 
sillier princesses in my time.” 

A word in coirfi deuce, my clear paiTot,” said the prince ; 

am heir to a kingdom, and shall one day sit upon a 
throne. I see that you ai’e a bird of parts, and understand 
the w'orld. Help me to gain possession of this princess, and 
I wall advance -you to some distinguished place about court.” 

With all my heart,” said the parrot ; but let it be a 
sinecure if possible,..for ^v'e wits have a great dislike to labour.” 

AiTangemeiits were promptly made ; the prince sallied 
forth from Cordova through the same gate by which he 
had entered ; called the owd clown from the hole in the wall^ 
introduced him to his new'- travelling companion as a brother 
savant, and aw^ay they set off on their jonrne}^ 

They travelled much more slowiy than accorded with the 
impatience of the prince, but the parrot wus accustomed to 
high life, and did not like to be disturbed eaiiy in the morn- 
ing. The owd on the other hand was for sleeping at mid-day, 
and lost a great deal of time by his long siestas. His anti- 
quarian taste also was in the wuy ; for he insisted on pausi!ig 
and inspecting every ruin, and had long legendary tales to 
tell about every old tower and castle in the country. The 
prince had supposed that he and the parrot, being both birds 
of learning, would delight in each othei'’s society, but never 
had he been more mistaken. They wrere eternally bickering. 
The one was a wdt, the other a philosopher. The pari'ot 
quoted poetry, wus critical on new readings and eloquent on 
small points of erudition ; the owd treated all such knowleilge 
as triffing, and relished nothing but metaphysics. Then the 
parrot would sing songs and repeat bon mots and crack jokes 
upr^n his solemn neighbour, and laugh outrageously at his 
own writ; all which j)rc)ceedings the owl considered as a 
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invasion of his dignity, and v^onld scowl and sulk 
noxw" silent for a whole day together. 

"^Tlie prince heeded not the wranglings of his comprinions, 
being wrapped up in the di*eams of his own fancy and the 
contemplation of the portrait of the beautiful princess. In 
this way they journeyed tlrrough the stern passes of the Sierra 
Moreiia, across the sunburnt plains of La Mancha and Castile, 
and along the banks of the Golden Tagus,” which winds its 
wizard mazes over one half of Spain and Portugal. At length 
they came in sight of a strong city with wails and towers built 
on a rocky promontory^ round the foot of which the Tagus 
circled with brawling violence. 

Behold,” exclaimed the owl, the ancient and renowned 
city of Toledo ; a city famous for its antiquities. Behold those 
venerable domes and towers, hoary with time and clotiied 
with legendary grandeur, in which so many of my ancestors 
have meditated.” 

Pish ! ” cried the parrot, interniptiirg his solemn auth 
quarian rapture, ^^what have we to do with antiquities, and 
legends, and your ancestry ? Behold what is more to tlie pur- 
pose — behold the abode of youth and beauty — behold at 
length, 0 prince, the abode of your long sought princess.” 

The prince looked in the direction indicated by the parrot, 
and beheld, in a delightful green meadow’ on the banks of the 
Tagus, a stately palace rising from amidst the bowers of a de 
licious gai’den. It was just such a place as had been described 
by the dove as the residence of the original of the pictiu'e. 
He gazed at it with a throbbing heart ; “ perhaps at this 
moment,” thought he, “ the beautiful princess is sporting 
beneath those shady howei's, or pacing with delicate step those 
stately terraces, or reposing beneath those lofty roofs 1 ” As 
he looked more narrowly he perceived that the walls of the 
garden wure of great height, so as to defy access, while num- 
bers of armed guards patrolled around them. 

The prince tniued to the parrot. 0 most accomplished 
of birds,” said he, “ thou hast the gift of human speech. Hie 
thee to yon garden ; seek the idol of my soul, and tell her 
that Prince AJimed, a pilgrim of love, and guided by the 
stars, has arrived in quest of her on the flowery banks of 
the Tagus.” 

The j)arrot, proud of liis embassy, flew’ awuy to the garden. 


LEGEND OF PBINCB AmtED AL jBXEEL. 131 

mounted above its lofty walls, and after soaring for a time 
over tlic lawns and groves, alighted on the balcony of a pavi- 
lion that overhung the river. Here, looking in at the case- 
ment, lie beheld the princess reclining on a couch, with her 
eyes kved on a paper, while tears gently stole after each .other 
down her pallid clieek. 

Pluming his wings for a moment, adjusting his bright green 
coat, and elevating his top-knot, the parrot perched himself 
beside her wdth a gallant air : then assuming a tenderness of 
tone, Dry thy tears, most beautiful of princesses,” said he, 
“ I come to bring solace to thy heart.” 

The princess was startled on hearing a voice, but turning; 
and seeing nothing but a little green-coated bird bobbing and 
bowing before her ; “ Alas ! what solace canst thou yield,” 
said she, seeing thou art but a parrot 1 ” 

The parrot was nettled at the question. I have consoled 
many beautiful ladies in my time,” said he ; hut let that 
pass. At present I come ambassador from a royal prince. 
Know that Ahmed, th# prince of Granada, has anived in quest 
of thee, and is encamped even now on the flowery banks of 
the Tagus.” 

The eyes of the beaxitiful princess sparkled at these words 
even brighter tlian the diamonds in her coronet. 0, sweetest 
of parrots ! ” cried she, “joyful indeed are th}?- tidings, foi* I 
was fliiiit and woaiy, and sick almost unto death with doubt 
■ of the constancy of Ahmed. Hie thee back, and tell him that 
the words of his letter are engi’aven in my heart, and his poetry 
has been the food of my soul. Tell him, however, that he 
/ must prepare to prove his love by force of aims ; to-morrow 
is my seventeenth birih-day, when the king, my father, holds 
a great tournament ; several princes ai’e to enter the lists, and 
my hand is to be the prize of the victor.” 

The parrot again took wing, and rustling through the 
groves, flew back to where the prince awaited his return. The 
rapture of Ahmed, on finding the original of his adored por- 
trait, and finding her kind and true, can only he conceived l)y 
those favoured mortals who have had the good fortune to realizt^ 
day-dreams’and turn a shadow into substance : still there was 
one thing that alloyed his transpoi-t — ^this impending tourna- 
ment. In fact, the banks of the Tagus were already glittering 
with arms, and resounding with trumpets of the various 
K 2 
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Iviiiglits, wlio, vith proud retinues^ were prancing on towards 
’'.roledo to attend the ceremonial. The same star that had 
controlled the destiny of the prince, had gOYerned that of the 
princess, and until her seventeenth birthday she had been 
shut up from the world, to guard her from the tender passion. 
The flime of her charms, however, had been enhanced rather 
than obscured by this seclusion. Several powerful princes 
had contended for her alliance ; and her father, who was 
a king of wondrous shrewdness, to avoid making enemies by 
sho-wing pai'tiality, had referred them to the arbitrement of 
arms. Among the rival candidates were several renowned 
for strength and prowess. What a predicament for the 
unfia'tunate Ahmed, unprovided as he was with weapons, 
jiiid uiiBldiled in the exeiuises of chivalry 1 Luckless prince 
tliat I am 1 ” said he, to have been brought up in seclusion 
under the eye of a philosopher 1 Of what avail are algebra 
and philosophy in affairs of love ? Alas, Eben Bonabben 1 
why hast thou neglected to instruct me in the management 
of arms ^ ” Upon this the owl broke ^ilence, preluding his 
harangue with a pious ejaculation, for he was a devout Mus- 
sulman. 

Allah Akbar \ God is great ! ” exclaimed he ; in his 
hands are all secret things — ^he alone governs the destiny of 
princes 1 Know, 0 prince, that this land is full of mysteries, 
hidden from ail but those who, like myself, can grope after 
knowledge in the dark. Know that in the neighbouring 
mountains there is a cave, and in that cave there is an iron 
table, and on that table there lies a suit of magic armour, and 
beside that table there stands a spell-bound steed, which have 
been shut up there for many generations.’’ 

The prince stared with wonder, while the owl, blinking his 
huge round eyes, and erecting his horns, proceeded. 

Many years since, I accompanied my father to these 
parts on a tour of his estates, and we sojourned in that cave ; 
and thus became I acquainted with the mystery. It is a trar- 
dition in our family which I have heard from my grandfather, 
when I was yet hut a very little owlet, that this aimour 
belonged to a Moorish magician, who took refuge in this 
cavern when Toledo was captured by the Christians, and died 
here, leaidng his steed and weapons under a mystic spell, never 
to be used but by a Moslem, and by him only from sunrise to 
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mid-cliiy. In that interval^ whoever uses them will overthrow 
every opponent.” 

Enough : let us seek this cave !” exclaimed Ahmed. 

Guided by his legendaiy mentor, the prince found the 
cavern, which was in one of the wildest recesses of those rocky 
cliffs which rise around Toledo ; none but the mousing eye of an 
owl or an antiquary could have discovered the entrance to it. 
A sepulchral lamp of everlasting oil shed a solemn light 
through the place. On an iron table, in the centre of the 
cavern, lay the magic armour ; against it leaned the lance, 
and beside it stood an Arabian steed, caparisoned for the 
field, but motionless as a statue. The: armour was bright and 
unsullied as it had gleamed in da}^s of old ; the steed in as 
good condition as if just from the pasture ; and wdien Ahmed 
laid his hand upon his neck, he pawed the ground and gave 
a loud neigh of joy that shook the walls of the cavern. Thus, 
amply provided with ^Hiorse to ride ipd weapon to weai^,” 
the prince determined to defy the field in the impending 
tourney. ^ 

The eventful morning arrived. The lists for the combat 
were prepared in the Vega, or plain, jnst below the cliff-built 
walls of Toledo, where stages and galleries were erected for the 
spectators, covered with rich tapestry, and sheltered from the 
sun by silken awnings. All the beauties of the land were 
assembled in those galleries, while below pranced plumed 
knights with their pages and esquires, among whom figimed 
conspicuously the princes who were to contend in the tommey. 
All the beauties of the land, however, were eclipsed when the 
princess Aldegonda appeared in the royal pavilion, and for 
tae first time broke forth npon the gaze of an admiring 
world. A murmur of wonder ran through the crowd at her 
transcendent loveliness ; and the princes who were candi- 
dates for her hand, merely on the fiiith of her reported charms, 
now felt tenfold ardour for 'the conflict. 

The princess, however, had a troubled look. The colour 
came and went from her cheek, and her eye wandered with 
a restless and unsatisfied expression over the plumed throng 
of knights. The trumpets were about sounding for the 
encounter, when the herald announced the arrival of a stranger 
knight ; and Ahmed rode into the field. A steeled helmet 
rtudded with gems rose above his turban ; his cuirass was 
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embossed with gold ; his scjmetar and dagger were of the 
workmansliip of Fez, and darned with precious stones. A 
round shield was at his shoulder, and in his band he bore the 
lance of charmed virtue. The caj^arison of his Arabian steed 
wiis richly embroidered and swept the ground, and the proud 
animal pranced and snuffed the air, and neiglicd with joy at 
once more beholding the array of arms. The lofty and grace- 
ful demeanour of the prince struck every eye, and when his 
appellation was annouiiced, The Pilgrim of Love,” an uni- 
versal flutter and agitation prevailed among the fair dames 
ill the galleries. 

When Ahmed presented himself at the lists, however, they 
were closed against him : none but princes, he ’vus told, were 
admitted to the contest He declared his name and rank. 

Still worse 1”— he ivas a Moslem, and could not engage in a 
tourney where the hand of a Christian princess was the piize. 

The rival princes surrounded him with haughty and 
menacing aspects ; and one of insolent demeanoiu* and her- 
culean frame sneered at his light and youthful form, and 
scoffed at his amorous appellation. The ire of the prince was 
roused. He defied his rival to the encounter. They took 
distance, wheeled, and charged ; and at the first touch of the 
magic lance, the brawny scoffer was tilted from his saddl.e. 
Here the prince would have paused, but alas 1 lie had to deal 
with a demoniac horse and ai’mcur — once in action nothing 
could control them. The Arabian steed charged into the 
thickest of the throng; the lance overturned every thing that 
presented ; the gentle prince was carried pell-mell alDoiit the 
field, strewing it with high and low, gentle and simple, and 
grieving at his own involuntary exploits. The king stormed 
and raged at this outrage on his subjects and his guests. He 
ordered out ail his guards — they were unhorsed as fast as they 
came up. The king threw off his robes, grasped buckler and 
lance, and rode forth to awe the stranger with the presence- of 
majesty itself. Alas 1 majesty fared no better than the ^uilgar 
— the steed and lance ivere no respecters of persons ; to the 
dismay of Ahmed, he was borne full tilt against the king, and 
in a moment the royal heels were in the air, and the crown 
ivas rolling in the dust. 

At this moment the sun reached the meridian ; the magic 
spell I'esumed its jjower; the Arabian steed scoured across the 
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plaii}, leaped the barrier, plunged into the Tagus, swam its | 

raging curi-ent, bore tno prince breathless and amazed to the I 

cavern, and i*esumed his station like a statue, beside the iron 
table. The prince dismounted right gladly, and replaced the 
armour, to abide the farther decrees of fate. Then seating 
himself in the cavern, he raminated on the desperate state to 
which this demoniac steed and armour had reduced him. 

Never should he dare to show his face at Toledo after in- 
flicting such disgrace upon its chivalry, and such an outrage 
on its king. What too would the princess think of so rude 
and riotous an achievement? Full of anxiety, he sent forth his 
winged messengers to g,ather tidings. The parrot resorted to 
ail the public places and crowded resorts of the city, and soon 
returned with a world of gossip. All Toledo was in conster- 
nation. The princess had been borne off senseless to the 
palace ; the tournament had ended in confusion ; every one 
was talking of the sudden apparition, prodigious exploits, and 
strange disappearance of the Moslem knight. Some pro- 
nounced him a kl^orish magician ; others thought liim a 
demon wiio h^^d assumed a human shape, while othei's related 
traditions of enchanted warriors hidden in the oaves of the 
mountains, and thought it might be one of these, who had 
made a sudden irruption from his den. All agreed that no 
mere ordinary mortal could have wrought such wonders, or 
unhorsed such accomplished and stalwart Christian warriors. 

The owi flew forth at night and hovered about the dusky 
city, perching on the roofs and chimneys. He then wheeled 
his flight up to the royal palace, which stood on the rocky 
summit of Toledo, and went prowling about its terraces and 
battlements, eves-dropping at every cranny, and glaring in 
with his big goggling eyes at every window where there was a 
light, so as to throw two or three maids of honoiu’ into fits. 

It was not until the grey dawn began to peer above the 
mountains that he returned from his mousing exi^editioii, and 
related to the prince what he had seen. 

As I was prying about one of the loftiest towers of the 
palace,” said he, I beheld through a casement a beautiful 
princess. She was reclining on a couch with attendants and 
physicians around her, but she w^ould none of their ministry 
and relief. When they retired I beheld her di-aw forth a 
letter from her bosom, and read and kiss it, and give way to 
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loud lamentations; at whicli, pliilosoplier as I am^ I conld not 
])iit be greatly moYed.” 

The tender heart of Ahmed was distressed at these tidings. 
“Too true were thy words, 0 sage Ehen Bonabben,” cried he ; 
“ care and sorrow and sleepless nights are the lot of lovei^. 
Allah preserve the princess from the blighting influence of 
this thing called love ! ” 

Further intelligence from Toledo corroborated the report 
of the owl. The city was a pre 3 ?^to uneasiness and alarm. The 
princess was conve 3 ’'ed to the highest tower of the palace, every 
avenue to which was strongly guarded. In the mean time a 
devouring melanchoh^ had seized upon her, of which no one 
could divine the cause — slie refused food and turned a deaf 
ear to every consolation. The most skilful physicians had 
essayed their art in vain ; it was thought some magic spell 
had been practised upon her, and tlie king made proclamation, 
declaring that whoever should effect her core should receive 
the ricliest jewel in the royal treasury. 

When the owl, who wais dozing in a cornei’, heard of this 
proclamation, he rolled his large eyes, and looked more mys- 
terious than ever. 

“Allah Akbar !” exclaimed he, “happy the man that shall 
effect that cure, should he but know Avhat to choose from the 
royal treasury.’^ 

“ What mean you, most I'everend owl f’ said Ahmed. 

“ Hearken, 0 prince, to what I shall relate. \¥e owls, you 
must know’-, are a learned body, and much given to dark and 
dusty research. During my late prowling at night about the 
domes and turrets of Toledo, I discovered a college of anti- 
quarian owls, who hold their meetings in a great vaulted 
tow’er Tvhere the royal treasmy is deposited. Here tlioy were 
discxissing the forms and inscriptions and designs of ancient 
gems and jewels, and of golden and silver vessels, heaped up 
in the treasury, the hishion of every country and age ; but 
mostly they were interested about certain relicpies and talis- 
mans that have remained in the treasury since the time of 
Boderick the Goth. Among these was a box of sandoJ-wood 
secured by bands of steel of oriental worlvinansliip, and in- 
scribed wdth mystic characters known only to tiie learned few. 
This box and its inscription had occupied the college for 
several sessions, and had caused much long and grave dispute. 



LEGEND OF PKINCE AH3»IED AL KAMEL. 137 

At the time of my visit a very ancient owl, who had recently 
arrived from Egypt, was seated on the lid of the box lecturing 
upon the inscription, and he. proved from it that the coffer 
contained the silken carpet of the throne of Solomon the 
wise ; which doubtless had been brought to Toledo by the 
Jews who took refuge there after the downfall of Jerusalem.” 

When the owl had concluded his antiquarian harangue the 
prince remained for a time absoi'bed in thought. I have 
heard,” said he, “ from the sage Eben Bonabben, of the won- 
y derful properties of that talisman, which disappeared at the 

k hill of Jerusalem, and was supposed to be lost to mankind, 

f' ' Doubtless it remains a sealed mystery to the Christians of 

Toledo. If I can get possession of that carpet my fortune is 
I , secui'e.” 

; ' The next day the piince laid aside his rich attire, and 

arrayed himself in the simple garb of an Arab of the de>sert. 
He dyed his complexion to a tawny hue, and no one could 
have recognised in him the splendid warrior who had caused 
^ such admiration an^ dismay at the tournament. With staff 

in hand and scrip by his side and a small pastoral reed, he 
: repaired to Toledo, and presenting himself at the gate of the 

j royal palace, announced himself as a candidate for the 

■j reward offered for the cure of the princess. The guards 

!}/ would have driven him away with blows. “What can a 

I vagrant Arab like thyself pretend to do,” said they, “ in a 

I case where the most learned of the land have failed?” The 

|| king, however, overheard the tumult, and ordered the Arab 

i to be brought into his presence. 

i “Most potent king,” said Ahmed, “you behold before you 

1 a Bedouin Arab, the greater paii: of ■whose life has been passed 

ill the solitudes of the deseii}. These solitudes, it is well 
known, are the haunts of demons and evil spirits, who beset 
us poor shepherds in our lonely watchings, enter into and 
possess our ffocks and herds, and sometimes render even the 
patient camel fimous ; against these our counter-charm is 
music ; and w^e have legendary aii's handed down from gene- 
ration to generation, that we chant and pipe, to cast forth 
these evil spirits. I am of a gifted line, and possess this 
power in its fullest force. If it be any evil influence of the 
kind that holds a spell over thy daughter, I pledge my head 
to free her from its sway.” 
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Tlie king, who was a man of understanding and knew the 
wornlerful secrets possessed by the Arabs, was inspired with 
hope by the confident language of the prince. He conducted 
him immediately to the lofty tower, secured by seyeral doors, 
in tlie summit of which was the chamber of the princess. The 
windows opened upon a terrace with balustrades, commanding 
a \dew over Toledo and all the siuTounding country. The 
wdndows W'Cre darkened, for the princess lay within, a prey to 
a doyonring grief that refused all alleviation. 

The prince seated himself on the terrace and performed 
several wdld Arabian airs on his pastoral pipe, which he had 
learnt from his attendants in the Generalife at Granada. The 
princess continued insensible, and the doctors who were present 
shook their heads and smiled with incredulity and contempt : 
at Icngtii the prince lay aside the reed, and, to a simple melody, 
clianted the amatory verses of the letter which had declared 
his passion. 

The princess I'ecogiiised the strain — a fluttering joy stole to 
her heart ; she raised'her head and listened:; tears rushed to her 
eyes and streamed down her cheeks; her bosom rose and fell with 
a tumult of emotions. She would have asked for the minstrel 
to be brought into her presence, but maiden coyness held her 
silent. The king read her wishes, and at his command Ahmed 
was conducted into the chamber. The lovers w^ere discreet : 
they but exchanged glances, yet those glances spoke volumes. 
Never w^as triumph of music more complete. The rose had 
returned to the soft cheek of the princess, the freshness to her 
lip, and the dewy light to her languishing eyes. 

All the physicians present stared at each other with astonish- 
ment. The king regarded the Arab minstrel with admiration 
mixed with awe. ^AVonderfuI youth!” exclaimed he, ^‘■'thou 
shalt henceforth be the first physician of my court, and no other 
prescription will I take but thy melody. For the present 
receive thy reward, the most precious jew’^el in my treasury.” 

“ 0 king,” replied Ahmed, I care not for silver or gold or 
precious stones. One relique hast thou in th};^ treasury, handed 
dowm from the Moslems who once owmed Toledo — box of 
sandal wood containing a silken carpet ; give me that box and 
I am content.” 

All present w^ere surprised at the moderation of the Arab ; 
and still more when the box of sandal w^ood w^as brought 
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and the carpet clra\¥ii forth. It was of fine green silk, covered 
with Hebrew and Ghaldaic characters. The court physicians 
looked at each other, and shrugged their shoulders, and 
smiled at the simplicity of this new practitioner, who could 
be content with so paltry a fee. 

This carpet ” said the prince, once covered the throne of 
Solomon the wise ; it is worthy of being placed beneath the 
feet of beauty.” 

So saying, he spread it on the terrace beneath an ottoman 
that had been brought forth for the princess ; then seating 
himself at her feet — 

Who,” said he, shall counteract what is written in the 
book of fate ? Behold the prediction of the astrologers verified. 
Know, 0 king, that your daughter and I have long loved each 
other in secret. Behold in me the Pilgrim of Love ! ” 

These words were scarcely from his lips, when the carpet 
rose in the air, bearing off the prince and the princess. The 
king and tlie physicians gazed after it with open mouths and 
straining eyes untiHt became a little speck on the white bosom 
of a cloud, and then disappeared in the blue vault of heaven. 

The king in a rage summoned his treasurer. “ How is this,” 
said he, that thou hast suffered an infidel to get possession of 
such a talisman?'” 

Alas, sir, we knew not its natm'e, nor could we decypher 
the inscription of the box. If it be indeed the cai’pet of the 
throne of the wise Solomon, it is possessed of magic power, 
and can transport its owner from place to place through the air.” 

The king assembled a mighty army, and set off for Granada 
in pursuit of the fugitives. His march was long and toilsome 
Encamping in the Vega, he sent a herald to demand restitu- 
tion of his daughter. The king himself came forth with all 
his court to meet him. In the king he beheld the real min- 
strel, for Ahmed had succeeded to the tlmone on the death of 
his father, and the beautiful Aldegonda was his sultana. 

Tho Christian king was easily pacified when he found that 
his daughter was suffered to continue in her faith ; not that 
he was particularly pious ; but religion is always a point of 
pride and etiquette witli princes. Instead of bloody battles, 
there was a succession of feasts and rejoicings, after which the 
king returned well pleased to Toledo, and the youthful coux^ie 
continued to reign as hai^pily as wisely in the Alhambra. 
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It is proper to add, that the owl and parrot had severally 
followed the prince by easy stages to Granada. The former 
travelling by night, and stopping at the various hereditary 
possessions of Ihs family ; the latter figuring in gay circles 
of every town and city on his route. 

Ahmed gratefully requited the services which they had 
rendered on his pilgrimage. He appointed the owl his prime 
minister, the parrot his master of ceremonies. It is needless 
to say that never was a reahn more sagely administered, or a 
court conducted with more exact punctilio. 


LEGEND OF THE MOOR’S LEGACY. 

J UST within the fortress of the Alhambra, in front of the 
royal palace, is a broad open esplanade, called the Place or 
Scjiiare of the Cisterns, (la Plaza de los Algibes,) so called from 
being undermined by reservoirs of wuter, Jiidden from sight, 
and wliich have existed from the time of the Moors. At one 
comer of this es23lanade is a Moorish well, cut through the 
living rock to a great depth, the water of wliich is cold as ice 
and clear as crystal. The wells made by the Moors are always 
in repute, for it is well known ’VThat pains they took to pene- 
trate to the purest and sweetest springs and fountains. The 
one of which we now speak is famous throughout Granada, 
insomuch that the water , carriers, some bearing great water 
jars on their shoulders, others driving asses before them laden 
with earthen vessels, are ascending and descending the steep 
wmody avenues of the Alhambra, from early dawn until a late 
hour of the night. 

F ountains and wells, ever since the scriptural days, have 
been noted gossiping places in hot climates, and at the well in 
question there is a kind of perpetual club kept up during the 
live-long day, by the invalids, old women, and other curious 
do-nothing folk of the foitess, who sit here on the stone 
benches, under an awning spread over the well to shelter the 
toll-gatherer from the sun, and dawdle over the gossip of the 
fortress, and question every water carrier that arrives, about 
the ne^ys of the city, and make long comments on every thing 
they hear and see. Not an hour of the day but loitering house- 
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wives and idle maid-servants may be seen, lingering with 
pitcher on head or in hand, to hear the last of the endless tattle 
of these worthies. 

Among the water carriers who once resorted to this well, 
there was a stnixly, strong-backed, bandy-legged little fellow, 
named Pedro Gil, but called Peregil for shortness. Being a 
water carrier, he w’-as a Gallego, or native of Gallicia, of course. 
Nature seems to have formed races of men, as she has of 
animals, for different kinds of drudgery. In France the shoe- 
blacks are all Savoyards, the porters of hotels all Swiss, and in 
the days of hoops and hair-powder in England, no man could 
give the regular swing to a sedan-chair but a bog-trotting 
Irishman. So in Spain, the carriers of waxter and bearers of 
burdens are all sturdy little natives of Gallicia. No man says, 
“ Get me a porter,” but, Gall a Gallego.” 

To return from this digression, Peregil the Gallego had 
begun business wdth merely a great earthen jar which he car- 
ried upon his shoulder ; by degrees he rose in the world, and 
was enabled to pm’^jhase an assistant of a correspondent class 
of animals, being a stout shaggy-haired donkey. On each side 
of this his long-eared aid-de-cainp, in a kind of pannier, were 
slung his water-jars, covered with fig-leaves to protect them 
from the sun. There was not a more industrious water carrier 
in all Granada, nor one more merry withal. The streets rang 
with his cheerful voice as he trudged after his donkey, singing 
forth the usual summer note that resounds through the Spanish 
to%vns : Quien qniere agua — agiia mas fria que la nieve ? ” 
— Who wants water — ^water colder than snow ? Who wants 
water from the well of the Alhambra, cold as ice and clear as 
crystal ? ” When he served a customer with a sparkling glass, 
it was always with a pleasant w^ord that caused a smile ; and 
if, perchance, it was a comely dame or dimpling damsel, it was 
always with a sly leer and a compliment to her beauty that 
was irresistible. Thus Peregil the Gallego was noted through- 
out all Granada for being one of the ci vilest, pleasantest, and 
happiest of mortals. Yet it is not he who sings loudest and 
jokes most that has the lightest heart. Under all this air of 
merriment, honest Peregil had his cares and troubles. He had 
a large family of ragged children to support, who were hungry 
and clamorous as a nest of young swallows, and beset him with 
their outcries for food whenever he came home of an evening. 
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He liad a helpmate too, who was anything but a help to him. 
She had been a villag'e beauty before marriage, noted for her 
skill at dancing the bolero and rattling the castanets ; and she 
still retained her early propensities, spending the hard earnings 
of honest Peregil in frippeiy, and laying the veiy donkey under 
requisition for junketing parties into tlie country on Sundays, 
and saints days, and those innuiiierable holidays which are 
rather more numerous in Spain than the days of the week. 
With all this sire was a little of a slattern, something more of a 
lie a~bed, and, above all, a gossip of the first water : neglecting 
house, household, and every thing else, to loiter slip-shod in 
the houses of her gossip neighbours. 

He, however, who tempers the wind to the shorn lamb, 
accommodates the yoke of matrimony to the submissive neck. 
Peregil bore all the heavy dispensations of udfe and childi’en 
with as meek a spiiit as his donkey bore the water-jars ; and, 
however he might shake his ears in private, never ventured to 
question the household virtues of his slattern spouse. 

He loved }us children too even as an wl loves its owlets, 
seeing in them his own image multiplied and perpetuated ; 
for tiiey were a sturdy, long-backed, bandy-legged little brood. 
The great pleasiue of honest Peregil was, whenever he could 
afford himself a scanty holiday, and had a handful of marevedis 
to spare, to take the whole litter forth vdth him, some in liis 
arms, some tugging at his skirts, and some trudging at his 
heels, and to treat them to a gamble among the orchards of the 
Vega, while his wife was dancing with her holiday friends in 
the Angostur,’as of the Baim 

It was a late hour one summer night, and most of the 
water carriers had desisted from their toils. The day had been 
uncommonly sultiy; the night was one of those delicious 
moon-lights, which tempt the inliabitants of those southern 
climes to indemnify themselves for the heat and inaction of 
tlie day, by lingeidng in the open air and enjoying its tem- 
i.jered sweetness until after midnight. Customers for water 
were therefore still abroad. Peregil, like a considerate pains- 
taking little father, thought of his hungry children. One 
more journey to the well,” said he to himself, earn a sun- 
day’s puchero for the little ones.” So saying, he trudged 
manfully up the steep avenue of the Alhambra, singing as he 
wenh now and then bestowing a hearty thw^ack with 
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a cudgel on the flanks of his donkey, either byway of cadence 
to the song, or refreshment to the animal ; for dry blows 
SGi’Ye ill lieu of provender in Spain for all beasts of burden. 

When arrived at the well, he found it deserted by every 
one except a solitary stranger in Moorish garb, seated on the 
stone bench in the moon-Hght. Peregil paused at first, and 
regarded him with surprise, not unmixed with awe, but the 
Moor feelfly beckoned him to approach. " I am faint and 
ill,” said he, aid me to return to the city, and I will pay 
thee doiilile what thou couldst gain by thy jars of water,” 

The honest heart of the little water carrier was touched 
with compassion at the appeal of the stranger. God forbid,” 
said he, ^^'that I should ask fee or reward for doing a common 
act of humanity.” He accordingly helped the Moor on his 
donkey, and set off slowly for Gi^anada, the poor Moslem 
being so weak that it was necessaiy to hold him on the animal 
to keep him from falling to the earth. 

Wiien they entered the city, the water cander demanded 
whither he should conduct him. “^Alas!” said the Moor 
faintljg “ I have neither home nor habitation, I am a stranger 
in the land. Suffer me to lay my head this night beneath th}? 
roofj and tliou shalt be amply i-epaid.” 

Honest Peregil thus saw himself unexpectedly saddled with 
an infidel guest, but he was too humane to refuse a night’s 
shelter to a fellow-being in so forlorn a plight, so he con- 
ducted the Moor to his dwelling. The childi'en, who had 
sallied forth open-mouthed as usual on hearing the tramp of 
the donkey, ran hack with affright, when they beheld the 
turbaned stranger, and hid themselves behind their mother. 
The latter stepped forth intrepidly, like a ruffling hen before 
her brood when a vagrant dog approaches. 

What infidel companion,” cried she, is this you have 
brought home at this late hour, to diuw upon us the eyes of 
the Inquisition ? ” 

Be quiet, wife,” replied the Gallego ; "here is a poor sick 
stranger, without friend or home ; woiildst thou turn him 
forth to perish in the streets ? ” 

The wife w^ould still have remonstrated, for although she 
lived in a hovel she was a furious stickler for the credit of her 
house ; the little winter carrier, however, for once was stiff- 
necked, and i-efused to bend beneath the yoke. He assisted 
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ilie poor Moslem to alight, and spread a mat and a sheep-skin 
for Iiim, on the gTomid, in the coolest part of the house ; 
being the only kind of bed that his poverty afforded. 

In a little while the Moor was seized with violent convul- 
sions, which defied all the ministering skill of the simple 
water carrier. TJie eye of the poor patient acknowledged his 
kindness. During an interval of his fits he called him to his 
side, and addressing him in a low voice, My end,” said he, 
“I fear, is at hand. If I die I bequeath yon ’this box as 
a reward for your charity so saying, he opened his albornoz, 
or cloak, and showed a small box of sandal wood, strapped 
round his body. God grant, my friend,” replied the worthy 
little Gallego, “ that you may live many years to enjoy your 
treasure, whatever it may be 1 ” The Moor shook his head ; 
ho Liid his hand upon the box, and would have said some- 
thing more concerning it, but his convulsions returned with 
increased violence, and in a little while he expired. 

The water caiTier s wife was now as one distracted. This 
comes,” said she, of your foolish good-ni?ture, always running 
into scrapes to oblige others. What will become of us when 
this corpse is found in our house h We shall be sent to prison 
as miuxierers ; and if we escajDe with our lives, shall be ruined 
by notaries and alguazils.” 

Poor Peregil was in equal tiibnlation, and almost repented 
himself of having. done a good deed. At length a thought 
struck Mm. It is not yet day,” said he; “ I can convey 
the dead body out of the city, and bury it in the sands on the 
banks of the Xenil. one saw the Moor enter our dwell- 
ing, and no one will knowanything of Ms death.” 

So said, so done. The wife aided him ; they rolled the 
body of the unfortunate Moslem in the mat on vdiich he had 
expired, laid it across the ass, and Peregil set out with it for 
the banks of the river. 

As ill luck would have it, there lived opposite to the water 
carrier a barber, named Pediiho Pediiigo, one of the most 
prying, tattling, and miscMef-making of his gossip tribe. He 
was a weasel-faced, spider-legged variet, supple and insi- 
nuating ; the famous barber of Seville could not surpass Mm 
for his universal kjiowledge of the affairs of others, and he had 
no more power of retention than a sieve. It was said that he 
slept but with one eye at a time, and kept one ear uncovered, 
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SO tliat, even in his sleep, lie might see and hear all that was 
going on. Certain it is, he ^va3 a sort of scandulous chronicle 
for tlic quid-nuncs of (ilranada^ and had more customers than 
all tiio rest of ..his fraternity. 

Tills meddlesome barber heard Peregil arrive at an unusual 
hour at nighh and the exclamations of his wife and children. 
His head \ms instantly popped out of a little wdndow which 
ser\^<Kl him as a look-ouh and he saw his neighbour assist 
a man in Moorish giirb into his dwelling. This was so strange 
an occurrence, that Pedrillo Pedrugo slept not a wink that 
night. Eve.]:}^ five minutes he was at his loop-hole, watching 
the lights tliat gleamed through the chinks of his neighbour s 
door, and before daylight he beheld Peregil sally forth with 
his donkey unusually laden. 

The inquisitive barber w^as in a fidget ; he slq:fped on his 
clothes, and, stealing forth silently, followed the waiter earner 
at a distance, until he saw him dig a hole in the sandy bank 
of tlie Xeiiil, and bury something that had the appearance of 
a dead body. ^ 

The barber hied him home, and fidgeted about his shop, 
setting everything upside down, until sunrise. He then took 
a basin under his arm, and sallied forth to the house of his 
daily customer the alcalde. 

The alcalde w^as just risen. Pedrillo Pedrugo seated him in a 
chair, threw a. napkin round his neck, put a basin of hot water 
under his chin, and began to mollify his beard with his fingers. 

" Strange doings ! ” said Pedrugo, who played barber and 
newsmonger at the same time — Strange doings 1 Eobbery, 
and murder, and burial, all in one night !” 

“ Hey 1— -how ! — ^w^hat is that you say ?” cried the alcalde. 

" I say,” replied the barber, rubbing a. piece of soap over 
the nose and mouth of the dignitary, for a Spanish barber 
disdains to employ a brush — I say that Peregil the Gallego 
has robbed and murdered a Moorish Mussulman, and buried 
him, this blessed night. Maldita sea la noche — accimsed be 
the night for the same !” 

Blit how do you know all this demanded the alcalde. 

Be patient, Seilor, and you shall hear all about it,” 
replied Pedrillo, taking him by the nose, and sliding a razor 
over his cheek. He then recounted all that he had seen, 
going through both operations at the same time, shaving his 
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beai’d. wasliiug liis chin^ and wiping him dry with a dirty 
napkin, while he was robbing, murdering, and burying the 
Moslem.” 

JSiow it so happened that this alcaide was one of the most 
overbearing, and at the same time most griping and corrupt 
Giirmudgeons, in all Granada. It could not be denied, how- 
ever, that he set a high value upon justice, for he sold it at 
its weight in gold. He presumed the case in point to be one 
of murder and robbery ; doubtless there must be rich spoil ; 
how vras it to be secured into the legitimate hands of the 
Ia\^^ I foi\ as to merely entrapping the delinquent — that w^oiild 
be feeding the gallows ; but, entrapping the booty — that 
w’ould bo eiiri clung the judge, and such, according to his 
creed, was the great end of justice. So thinking, he sum- 
moned to his presence his trustiest alguazil — a gaunt, hungry 
^ looking varlet, clad according to the custom of his older, in 
the ancient Spanish garb, a broad black beaver teiied up at 
the sides ; a quaint ruff ; a small, black cloak dangling from 
his shoulders ; rusty black under-clothes, that set off his 
S})are wary frame, while in his hand he bore a slender white 
wand, the dreaded insignia of his office. Such was the legal 
bloodh(jund of the ancient Spanish breed, that he put upon 
the traces of the unlucky water carrier, and such was Ms 
speed and certainty, that he was upon the haunches of poor 
Peregil before he had returned todiis. 
both him and his donkey before the dispenser of justice. 

The alcalde bent upon him one of his most terriho frowns. 
‘Mlark ye, culprit!” roared he, in a voice that made the 
knees of the little GaHego smite together — ^diaz’k ye, culprit! 
there is no need of denying thy gnilt, every thing is known 
to me. A gallows is the proper reward for the crime thou 
hast committed, but I am merciful, and readily listen to 
reason. The man that has been mui-dered in thy house was 
a Mooi*, an infidel, the euem}’ of oui* faith. It was doubtless 
in a fit of religious zeal that thou hast slain him. I will be 
indulgent, therefore ; render up the property of which thou 
hast robbed him, and we will hush the matter up.” 

Tile poor water earlier called upon all the saints to witness 
his innocence ; alas 1 not one of them ajipeared ; and if they 
liad, the alcaide would have disbelieved the whole calendar. 
The water carrier related the whole story of the dying !Moor 
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witli tlie straiglitfbrward simplicity of trutli, but it was all 
ill vain. Wilt thou persist in saying,” demanded the judge, 
^*^that this Moslem had neither gold nor jewels, which were 
the object of thy cupidity f ’ 

As I hope to be saved, your worship,” replied the water 
caiTier, had nothing but a small box» of sandal wood, 
which he bequeathed to me in reward for my services.” 

A box of sandal wood ! a box of sandal wood !” exclaimed 


the alcalde, his eyes sparkling at the idea of precious jewels. 
“ iiiid wliere is this box ? where have you concealed it 

An’ it please your grace,” replied the water carrier, it is 
in one of the panniers of my mule, and heartily at the service 
■ of your worship.” 

' He ba,(,l hardl}^ spoken the words, when the keen alguazil 
V : darted off and re-appeared in an instant with the mysterious 

’ box of sandal wood. The alcalde opened it with an eager and 

i ' trembling band ; all pressed forv^ard to gaze upon tlie trea- 

sures it was expected to contain ; when, to their disappoint- 
ment, notiiing appei?ind within, but a parchment scroll, 
covered with Arabic characters, and an end of a waxen taper. 

When there is nothing to be gained by the conviction of a 
’ r prisoner, justice, even in Spain, is apt to be impartial. The 

. ' alcalde having recovered from his disappointment, and found 

that there \vas really no booty in the case, now listened dis- 
I ; passionately to the explanation of the water carrier, which 
was corroborated by the testimony 6f his wife. Being con- 
. 1 ^ vinced, therefore, of his innocence, he discharged him from 
, arrest ; nay more, he permitted him to oarxy off the Moor’s 
' ' ■ It^gucy, the box of sandal wood and its contents, as the well- 
’ merited reward of his humanity ; but he retained his donkey 
in payment of cost and charges. 

Behold the unfortunate little Gallego reduced once more 
to the necessity of being his own water earner, and trudging 
up to the ^7ell of the Alliainbra with a great earthen jar upon 
'i , , his shoulder. 



he toiled up the hill in the heat of a summer noon, his 
usual good Iiumour forsook him. Bog of an alcalde 1” 
would he cry, to rob a poor man of the means of his sub- 
sistence, of the best friend he had in the world I” And then, 
at tlie remeinbi'ance of the beloved companion of his labours, 
all the kindness of his nature would break forth. Ah donkey 

L 2 
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of my heart 1” would he exclaim, resting his burden on a 
stone, and wiping the sweat from his brow — Ah donkey of 
my heart ! I warrant me thou thiiikest of thy old master 1 
I warrant me thou missest the water-jars — ^poor beast 1” 

To add to his afflictions, his wife received him, on his 
return home, with -whimperings and repinings ; she had'**’ 
clearly the vantage ground of him, having warned him not to 
commit the egregious act of hospitality that had brought on 
him all these misfortunes ; and like a knowing woman, she 
took every occasion to tlirow her superior sagacity in liis 
teeth. If ever her cliildi^en lacked food, or needed a new 
garment, she could answer with a sneer — Go to your father 
— \\Q is heir to Iving Chico of the Alhambra : ask him to help 
you out of the Moors strong-box.” 

Was ever poor mortal so soundly punished for having done 
a good action? The unlucky Peregil was grieved in flesh 
and spiiit, but still he boro meekly witli the railiugs of his 
spouse. At length, one evening, when, after a hot day’s toil, 
sine taunted him in tJie usual manncT, he lost all patience. 
He did not venture to retort upon her, but his eye rested 
upon the box of sandal wood, which lay on a shelf with lid all 
open, as if laughing in mockery at his vexation. Seizing it 
up, he dashed it with indignation to the floor : — Unlucky 
was the day that I ever set eyes on thee,” he cried, or shel- 
tered thy master beneath my roof !” 

As the box struck the floor, the lid flew wide open, and the 
pai'climent sci'oU rolled forth. Peregil sat regarding the scroll 
for some time in moody silence. At length rallying his ideas 
— Who knows,” thought he, but this writing may be of 
some importance, as the Moor seems to have guarded it with 
such care Picking it up, therefore, he put it in his bosom, 
and the next morning, as he was crying water through the 
streets, he stopped at the shop of a Moor, a native of Tangiers, 
wlio sold trinkets and perfumery in the Zacatin, and asked 
him to explain the contents. 

The Moor read the scroll attentively, then stroked his 
beard and smiled. “ This manuscript,” said he, is a form of 
incantation for the recovery of hidden treasure, that is under 
the power of enchantment. It is said to have such virtue, that 
the strongest bolts and bars, nay the adamantine rock itself, 
will yield before it i” 



149 


LEGEND OP THE MOOia’s LEGACY. 

Ball i” cried the little Gallego, "what is all that to me ? 
f am no enchanter, and kno\y nothing of buried treasure ” 
'So saying, he shouldered his water-jar', left the scroll in tlie 
iiands of the Moor, and trudged forward on his daily rounds. 

That evening, however, as he rested himself about twilight at 
the well of the Alhambra, he found a number of gossips assem- 
bled at the place, and their conversation, as is not unusual at 
that shadowy hour, turned upon old tales and traditions of a 
su])erij.atural nature. Being all poor as rats, they dwelt with pe- 
culiar fondness upon the popular theme of enchanted riches left 
by tlie ^^loors in various parts of the A-lhambra. Above all, they 
concurred in the belief tliat there were great treasures buried 
deep ill the earth under the tower of the seven floors. 

These stories made an unusual impression on the mind of 
Iionest Peregil, and they sank deeper and deeper into his 
thoughts as he returned alone down the darlding avenues. 
"If after all, there should be treasure hid beneath that toiver 
— and if the scroll I left with the Moor should enable me to 
get at it 1” In the sudden ecstasy of the thought he had 
well nigh let fall his water-jar. 

That night he tumbled and tossed, and could scarcely get 
a wink of sleep for the thoughts that were bewildering his 
brain. Biiglit and early, he repaired to the shop of the 
Moor, and told him all that was passing in his mind. "'You 
can read Arabic,” said ho ; " suppose we go together to the 
tower, and try the effect of the charm ; if it fails w'e are no 
worse off than before, but if it succeeds we will share equally 
all the treasure we may discover.” 

• " Hold,” replied the 410816111; "this writing is not sufficient 
of itself ; it must be read at midnight, by the light of a taper 
singularly compounded and pirepared, the ingredients of which 
are not within my reach. Without siich taper the scroll is 
of no avail.” 

" Say no more cried the little Gallego, " I have such a 
taper at hand, and will bring it here in a moment.” Sc 
saying, he hastened home, and soon retmrned vdth the end of 
yedlow wax taper that he had found in the box of sandal woo L 

The Moor felt it and smelt to it. "Here are 3*are and 
costly perfumes,” said he, “ combined with this yellow v/ax. 
This is the kind of taper specified, in the scroll. Wliile thi>s 
burns, the strongest wnlls and most secret caverns will remain 
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Open. Wue to Jiim, however, 'who lingers within until it be 
extingnishecl. He will remain enchanted with, the treasure.'’ 

It was now agreed between them to try the charm that 
very niglit. At a late hour, therefore, when notliing^ was 
stirring but bats and ov'ls, thej' ascended the woody hill of 
tlie AlLiainbra, and apju’oaeJied that awful tower, shrouded by 
trees and rendei'ed furniidaldc by so many traditionary tales. 
By tlie light of a lanthorn, they groped their way through 
lavishes, and ovt.‘r faVfeii stones, to tlie cloor of a vault beneath 
the to^vew. Witli iear jmd trembling they descended a flight 
of ste|)s cut into the rock. It led to an empty chamber 
dimi}j and drear, from wliich another flight of steps led to a 
decider \'ault. In this way tlicy descended four se\^eral flights, 
Icjiding iid.o as man}' vaults one below the other, but the floor 
of the ibnrtli was solid ; and tljough, according to tradition, 
there jv-maijicd three vjmlts still below, it was said to be im- 
])0ssi}>ie to penetrate further, the residue being shut .up by 
sir(a,ig‘ enehautmeiit The air of this vault was damp and 
clnlly, and had an earthy smell, and the light scarce cast 
fortii tuiy rays. Tliey paused Iicre. fof a time in breathless 
suspense, until tliey faintly heal’d the cloclc of the ■watcli- 
tower strike midnight ; upon this they lit the waxen taper, 
wliich diliused an odour of in}Trh and frankincense and storax. 

The Moor began to read in a hurried voice. He had scarce 
.fhiisbed when there was a noise as of subterraneous thunder. 
The eartli shook, and the floor ya'wning open, disclosed a flight 
of si.eps. Trembling with awe they descended, and by the 
lig'lit of the lanthorn found themselves in another vault, 
covered with Aral»ic inscriptions. In the centre stood a great 
cliest, secured with seven bands of steel, at each end of which 
sat an enchanted Moor in armour, but motionless as a statue, 
being controlled by the power of the incantation. Before the 
ciicst v'ere several j’ars filled with gold and silver and precious 
stones. In tlie largest of these they tlirust tlieir arms up to 
the elbow, and at every dip hauled forth handfuls of broad 
yellow piece's of Moorish gold, or bracelets and ornaments of 
the same jirecious while occasionally a necklace of 

(.oriental ]>earl would stick to tlicir Angers. Still they trezn- 
].)led and lireathed slioi’t while cramming their pockets with 
the spoils ; and cast mai\y a feazdul glance at the two em 
cluuited i\ioors, who sat grim and motionless, glaring upon 
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tliOHi witli IIB winking eyes. ’ At lengiili, struck witli a sucldon 
panic at some iiiucied noise, they both rushed up the stairc;Ase 
tumblod over one another, into the upper apartment, over- 
turned and extinguished the ^vaxen taper, and the pavement 
again closed with a thundering sound. 

Filled with dismay, they did not pause until tl.iey had 
groped tlieir way out of the tower, and beheld the stars 
shining through the trees. Then seating tliemselves upon the 
grass, they divided the spoil, determining to content tliein- 
selves for the present with this mere skimming of the jars, 
but to return on some future night and drain them to the 
bottom. To make sure of each others good faitli, also, they 
divided the talismans between them, one retaining tlie scroll 
and tlie other the taper ; this done, they set ofi witli liglit 
hearts and well-lined poclcets for Granada. 

As they wended their way down the hill, the shrewd ]v[oor 
whisjierocl a word of counsel in the ear of the simiile little 
water earlier. 

Friend Peregil,” gaid he, all this affaii* must be kept a 
profound secret until we have secured the treasure and con- 
veyed it out of harm’s way. If a whisper of it gets to tlie 
ear of the alcaide we are undone 1” 

Certainly,” I'eplied the Gallego, “ nothing can be more 
true.” 

Friend Peregil,” said the Moor, ^^you are a discreet man, 
and I make no doubt can keep a secret : but you have a wife.” 

“ She shall not know a word of it,” replied the little water 
carrier sturdily. 

Enough,” said the Moor, I depend upon thy discretion 
and thy promise.” 

Never was promise more positive and sincere ; but, alas ! 
what man can keep a secret from his wife ? Certainly not 
such a one as Peregil the -water caiTier, who was one of tiie 
most loving and tractable of husbands. On his return home, 
he found his wife moping in a corner. Mighty well,” cried 
she as he entered, ‘^‘you’ve come at last; after rambling about 
until this hour of the night. I wonder you have not brought 
homo another Moor as a house-mate,” Then bursting into 
tears, she began to wring her hands and smite her breast : 
^'Unhappy \voman that I am!” exclaimed she, “what will 
become of me 'i j\ry house stripped and plundered by lawyers 
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*i,nd algixazils ; iiiy husband a do’-no-good, that no longer 
brings horne bread for his iainily, but goes rambling about 
da}^ and niglit, with infidol D^Ioors ! 0 my children 1 my 

cliildinn I wliat will become of us? we shall all have to beg in 
tlie streets T’ 

Honest Peregil was so moved by the distress of his spouse, 
that he coiil<i not help whimpering also. His heart was as 
full ns his pocket, and not to be restrained. Thrusting his 
hand into the latter he hauled fortli three or four broaxi gold 
pieces, and slipped them into her bosom. The poor woman 
stared witli astoiiislmient, and could not understand the 
meaning of this golden shower. liefore she could i*ecover 
iier sur|.jrise, the litilo Gallego (h;ew fortli a cliain of gold and 
dangled it before her, capering with exultation, his month dis- 
tended from ear to ear. 

Holy Virgin protect us 1” exclainied the wife. “ What 
hast tliou been doing, IkTogii '? siunly thou hast not been 
commitcing murder and robbeiy?” 

Idle idea scarce entered the brain of the poor woman, than 
it became a certainty with her. She saw a prison and a gal- 
lows in tl'ie distance, and a little handy-legged Gallego hanging 
pendant from it ; and, overcome by the horrors conjured up 
l.iy tier imagination, fell into violent Iiystcrics. 

"What could the poor man do ? He had no other means of 
pacifying liis w-ife and dispelling the phantoms of her fancy, 
than by I'elating the W'hole stoiy of his good fortune. This, 
however, he did not do, until he had exacted from her the 
most solemn promise to keep it a profound secret from every 
living being. 

^ To describe her joy would be irnpossilde. She flung her 
arms round the neck of her husliand, and almost strangled 
him with her caresses. “Now, wife,” exclaimed the little man 
with, honest exultation, “what say you now to the Moor’s 
legacy? Hemeeforth never abuse mo for helping a feilow- 
creataro in distress.” 

Tl.ie honest Gallego retired to his sheep-skin mat, and slept 
as soundly a.s if on a bed of down. Not so his wife ; she 
ern[iticd the \\holG contents of his pockets up^on the mat, and 
sat ah night counting gold p>ioces of Arabic coin, trying on 
necklaces and earrings, and fiincyiiig the figure sh.e should one 
day make when permitted to enjoy lier riclies. 
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On tlie following morning the honest Gallego took a broad 
golden coin, and repaired with it to a jeweller’s shop in the 
Zacatin to ofter it for sale, pretending to have found it among 
the ruins of the Alhambra. The jeweller saw that it had an 
Arabic inscription, and w’as of the jmrest gold ; he offered, 
however, but a third of its value, with which the water carrier 
was perfectly content. Peregil now bought new clothes for 
his little flock, and all kinds of toys, together with ample pro- 
visions for a liearty meal, and returning to his dwelling, set 
all Ills cliildren dancing around him, ■while he capered in the 
midst, the happiest of fathers. 

Tlie wdfe of the water carrier kept her promise of secresy 
with surprising strictness. For a whole day and a half she 
wont about with a look of mystery and a heart SAYelling 
almost to bursting, yet she held her peace, though surrounded 
by her gossips. It is ti'uc, she could not help giving herself a 
few airs, apologized for her ragged dress, and talked of 
ordering a new basquiiia all trimmed with gold lace and 
bugles, and a new IjjLoe mantilla. She threw out hints of 
her husband’s intention of leaving off" his trade of water 
caiTying, as it did not altogether agree with his health. In 
fact she thought they should all retire to the country for 
the summer, that the children might have the benefit of the 
mountain air, for there was no jiving in the city in this sultry 
season. 

The neighbours stared at each other, and thought the poor 
woman had lost her wits ; and her airs and graces and elegant 
pretensions w^ere the theme of universal scoffing and meni- 
meht among her friends, the moment her back was turned. 

If she restrained herself abroad, liow'ever, she indemnified 
herself at home, and putting a string of i*ich oriental pearls 
round her neck, Moorish bracelets on her arms, and an 
aigrette of diamonds on her head, sailed baclvwm'ds and for- 
•wards in lier »slattern rags about the room, now^ and then 
stopping to admire herself in a jiiece of broken mirror. Hay, 
in the impulse of her simple vanity, she could not resist, on 
one occasion, showing lierself at the window’ to enjoy the effect 
of her finery on the passers by. 

As the fates would have it, Pedrillo Pedrugo, the meddle- 
some barber, wiis at this moment sitting idly in his shop on 
the opposite side of the street, when his ever-waitchful eye 
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caugilt tlie sparkle of a diaBiODcl. In an instant he was at 
his ioop-hole reconnoitring the slattern spouse of the water 
carrier, decorated with the splcndonr of an eastern bride. No 
sooner had he taken an accurate inventory of her ornaments, 
tlirai he posted off with all speed to the alcalde. In a iittle 
while the iimigTy alguazil was again on the scent, and before 
the day was over the unfortunate Peregil was again dragged 
into the presence of the judge. 

liow is tliis, villain ,i” cried the alcalde in a furious voice. 
‘^You told me that the infidel wdio died in your house left 
nothing behind but an empty coffer, and now I hear of your 
wife flaunting in her rags decked out with pearls and dia- 
monds. Tv retell tliat tiioii art I prepare to render up the 
spoils of thy miseralffe victim, and to swing on the gallows 
that is already tired of waiting for thee.” 

The terrified witter carrier fell on Ins knees and made a full 
relatimi of the marvellous manner in which he had gained his 
wealth, I'he alcalde, the algaiazil, and the inquisitive barber, 
listened with {greedy ears to this Arahjan tale of enchanted 
treasure. The alguazil was despatched to bring the Moor \vho 
had assisted in the incantation. The Moslem entered lialf- 
friglitened out of his wits at finding himself in the hands of 
the harpies of the law. When he beheld the w^ater carrier 
standing with sheepish looks and downcast countenance, he 
comprehended the whole matter. Miserable animal,” said 
he, as he passed near him, did I not warn thee against bab“ 
bling to tiiy wife ? ” 

The story of the Moor coincided exactly with that of his 
colleague ; but the alcalde affected to be slow' of belief, and threw 
out menaces of imprisonment and rigoi'ous investigation. 

" Softly, good Senor Alcalde,” said the Mussulman, who by 
this time had recovered his usual slirewdness and self-posses- 
sion. Let us not mai* Fortune’s favours in the scramble for 
tlicm, Nobody Itnows any thing of this matter but ourselves — - 
lot us keep the secret. Tiicre is wxultli cnougii in the cave to 
enrich us all Promise a fair division, and all shall be produced 
— refiistN and the cave shall remain for ever closed.” 

The alcalde consulted apart with the alguazil. The latter 
wTis an old fox in his profession. I^i'omise any thing,” said he, 
until you get posses.sion of tlie treasure. You may then 
seize upon the whole, ^and if he and his accomplice dare to mur- 
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mtir, threatcj) them with the fiigot and the stake .as infidels 
and sereei-ers/’ 

The alcalde relislied the advice. Smootliing liis lirow and 
tiirniug to the Moor, ‘‘ Tliis is a strange story,” said* he, “ and 
may be true, but I must liave ocular proof of it. This very 
nigiit you must repeat the incantation in my presence. If 
tliere be really such, treasure, we will shai*e it amicably 
between us, and say nothing fuither of the matter ; if ye 
Iiave deceived me, expect no mercy at my hands. In the mean 
time YOU must remain, in custody.” 

Tlic Moor and the water carrier cheerfully agreed to these 
conditions, satisfied that the event would prove the truth of 
tlieir words. 

Towai’ds midniglit the alcalde sallied forth, secretly, attended 
Ijy the alguazil and the meddlesome barber, all strongly armed. 
They conducted the Moor and the water carrier as prisoners, 
and were provided with the^itout donkey of the latter to bear 
off the ex])ected treasure. Thej’’ arrived at the tower -without 
being observed, and tying the donkey to a fig tree, descended 
into tlie fourth vault of the tower. 

The scroll "^ras produced, the yellow waxen taper lighted, 
and the Moor read tlie form of incantation. The earth trem- 
bled as before, and the pavement opened with a tliundering 
sound, disclosing the narrow’ fliglit of steps. The alcalde, the 
alguazil, and the barber were struck aghast, and could not 
summon courage to descend. The Moor and the water carrier 
entered the low^er vaiilt, and found the two Moors seated as 
before, silent and motionless. They removed two of the great 
jars, filled with golden coin and precious stones. The “water 
earner bore them up one by one upon his shoulders, but though 
a strong-backed little man, and accustomed to carry burdens, 
he staggered beneatli their weight, and found, when slung on 
each side of his donkey, they w^ere as much as the animal 
could bear. 

Let U.S be content for the present,” said the Moor, here 
is as much treasure as we can carry off Avithout being per- 
ceived, and enough to make us all “wealthy to our heart's 
desire.” 

Is tliere more treasure reimxining behind demanded the 
alcalde. 

* The gi.'eatest jjrize of all,” said the Moor, “ a huge coffer 
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bound with bands of steel, and filled with pearls and precious 
stones.” 

Let 113 have up the cofTcr by all means/’ cried the grasping 
alcalde,. * 

I will descend for no more/’ said the Moor doggedly ; 
“ enemgh is enough for a reasonalde man — more is superhuoiis/’ 

And I/’ said the waiter carrier, will bring up no further 
biu-don to ].)reak the back of nij poor donkey.” 

Finding {jonimands, throats, and entreaties equally vain, the 
alcalilc to rued to ins two adherents. Aid me,” said he, to 
briiig up tljceoiler, and its contents shall be divided between 
us.”" So saying he do'seeuded the steps, followed with trem- 
bling reluehaiee by the tilguazO and tiie barber. 

A’*!) sooner did the Moor behold them fairly earthed than he 
extinguislied the yeiluw” taper ; the pavement closed with its 
usTud cnish, and the three vvoithies remained buried in its 
womb. 

He tben 1^31011611 up tbo dilTcreiit flights of steps, nor 
sto|)ped until in tlio o[)en air. The little^w'a-ter carrier followed 
him as fast as ins short legs w^oiiid permit. 

What liast thou done f’ cried Peregil, as soon as he could 
recover breath. llie alcalde and the other two are shut up 
in the vault ” 

It is the will of Allah 1” said the Moor devoutly. 

And will you not release theml” demanded the Gallego 

Allah hu’bkl !” replied the Moor smoothing his beard. 

It is written in the book of fate that they shall remain en- 
clianted until some future adventurer axiive to break the 
ciiarin. Tlie will of God be done 1” so saying, he hurled the 
end of the waxen tajier far among the gloomy thickets of the 
glen. 

Titere '^ras now- no remedy, so the i\foor a,nd the ivater 
carrier p,rocecded w itli the richly laden donkey towaixl tho 
ci^’y, nor could lione-st ’Peregil refrain troin hugging and kissing 
his long-cared iVllow-labourei’, ti.ins rc^stored to him from the’ 
clutches of the lavr ; and in fact, it is <loubtfal wiiich gave the 
siraplediearfccd little man most joy iit tho moment, tho gaining 
of the treasure, or liic recovery of the donkey. 

TJ.ie two partners in gooii luck divided their spoil amicably 
and faiily, excojit that the Mooi-, ivho had a little taste for 
trinlcetry, made out to get into his heap tho most of tlie 
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peaiis and precious stones and other baubles, but then he 
always gave tlie water canicr in lieu magnificent jewels of 

t ;| massy gold, of five times the size, with wdiich tlie latter was 

heartily content. They took care not to linger within reach 
1 ‘ ■ of accidents, but made off to enjoy their wealth undisturbed 

} in other countries. The Moor returned to Africa, to his 

I native city of Tetuaii, and the Gallego vith his wife, his 

eliildrcn and liis dordvey, made the best of his way to Portugal, 
v Here, under tlic admonition and tuition of his wife, lie became 

4 ’,^ a ])ersona,g’e of some consequence, for she made the worthy 

little man array lus ].ong body and short legs in doublet and 
hose, wdtli a feather in liis liat and a sword by his side, and lay- 
, ing aside his familiar appeUation of Poregil, assumed the more 

: sonorous title of Don Pedro Gil: his progeny grew up a 

thriving and inerry-hoarted, though short and bandy-legged 
generation, while Scfiora Gil, befringed, helaced and betasseled 
irojii her iieacl to her lieels, with g] itteriiig rings on every finger, 
became a model of slattern fashion and finery. 

As to the alcalde and his adjuncts, they remained shut up 
under tlso great tower of the seven floors, and there they re- 
main spell-bound at tlie present day. Whenever tiiere shall 
be a lack in Spain of pimping barbers, sharking alguazils, and 
I ooiTupt alcaldes, they may be sought after ; but if they have 

I to wait until such time for their deliverance, there is danger 

of their enchantment enduring until doomsday. 



LEGEND OF THE ROSE OF THE ALHAMBRA s 

OR, THE PAGE AND THE GEE-FALCON. 

Foe some time after the surrender of Granada by the Moors, 
that delightful city wars a fhequent and favourite residence of 
tlio Spanish sovereigns, until they were frightened away by 
successive shocks of earthquaims, which toppled dowm various 
houses, and made the old Moslem towers rock to their 
foundation. 

Many many years then rolled away during which Granada 
was rarely honoured by a royal guest. The palaces of the 
nobility remained silent and shut up ; and the Alhambra, 
like a slighted beauty, sat in mournful desolation, among 
her neglected gardens. The tower of the Infantas, once the 
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residciico of the tlirec beautiful ISfouiisli princessesj parto<.)k of 
tlie general dc-soIatJon, and tlio spider spun her wel) athwart 
the gilded vault, and hats uiul owls nestled in those clminbers 
that I'iad been graced Ijy the presence of Zayda, Zorayda, and 
Zorahajda. The neglect of this tower may partly lui\^e been 
owing to some sn])erstitions notions of the neighbours. It 
was niinoured that the s})irit of the yoiitlifnl Zorahayda, who 
luid pt'rished in that tow-er, w'as often seen by moonlight 
seated beside the fountain in the hall, or moaning about the 
battlorntiiits, and iluit the notes of her silver lute would be 
heard at midnight b}- w'ayfarers passing along the glen. 

At length tljc c‘dy of (trauada \ras once more welcomed by 
tlio royal presence. All the world knows that Philip V. w^as 
the first Bunrbou that swayed the Spanish sceptre. All the 
world knows that lie married, in second nuptials, Elizabetta 
or Isabella (for they arc the same), the beautiful princess of 
Parma ; and all the \TOrld knows tint by this chain of con- 
tiDgencies a French jirince and an Italian princess ^re^c seated 
togeth,er on the Spanisli throne. khr»the reception of this 
illastrious pair the Alhambra was repaired and fitted up with 
all possible ex].>editi<m. The arrival of the court changed the 
wliole asjiect of the lately deserted palace. The clangour of 
drum and trumpet, the tramp of steed about the avenues and 
outer coiiii, the glitter of arms and display of banners about 
barbican and battlement, recalled the ancient and warlike 
glories of the fortress. A softer spirit, ho'wever, reigned within 
the royal palace. There was the rustling of robes and the 
cautious tread and murnuuing voice of reverential courtiers 
about tliC antechambers ; a loitering of pages and maids of 
honour about the gardens, and the sound of music stealing 
fi'om open casements. 

Among those who attended in the train of the monarchs, 
was a favourite page of tiio queen, named "Euyz de Alarcon. 
To say that he wiis a fii\ou)*ite j)agc of the queen, was at once 
to speak his eiilogiuin, for everyone in the suite of the stately 
,Eiizul,)otta was chosen for grace, and beauty, and accomplish- 
ments. He ■was just turned of eighteen, light and lithe of 
form, and graceful as a young Aiitinous. To the queen he 
was all deference ami respect, yet he w-as at heart a roguish 
stripling, petted and spoiled by the ladies about the court, 
and experienced in the ways of wumeii far beyond his years. 
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This ioiteiing ];>age was one morning rambling about tlie 
gi’ijves of the Generaliie, which overlook the grounds of the 
.A Tiamljra. Ho liad taken with him for his amuscineiit a 
favourite ger-Mcoii of the queen. In the course of his ram- 
bles seeing a bird rising from a thicket, he unhooded the 
hawk and let him The falcon tovrered. high in the air, 
made a swoop at his quarry, but missing it, soared awiiy^ 
"■""regardless of the calls of the page. The latter followed 
the truant bird with his eye, in its capricious flight, until 
he saw it alight upon the battlements of a remote and lonely 
tower, in the outer wall of the Alhambra, built on the 
edge of a I’avine that separated the royal foidress from the 
grounds of the Geneiulire. It was in flict, the Tower of the 
Princesses.” 

Tlie page descended into the ravine and approached the 
tower, but it had no entrance from the glen, miu its lofty 
height rendered any attempt to scale it fruitless. Seeking 
one of the gates of the forti*es% therefore, lie made a wide 
circuit to tluit side of tJie tov'er facing within the wfills. 

A small garden enclosed by a trcllis-vrork of reeds oveihimg 
witii myrtle, Iny before the tower. Opening a wicket, the 
page passed betweeii beds of flowers and thickets of roses to 
the door. It vfm closed and bolted. A crevice in the door 
gave him a peep into the interior. There was a small Moorish 
hall with-ffetted walls, light marble columns, and an alabaster 
fouutairi surrounded with flowers. In the centre hung a gilt 
cpg’aii&dntaining a singing bird, beneath it ; on a chair, lay a 
tori t'seshell oat among reels of silk and other articles of 
fefn 0 labour, and a guitar decoiuted with libbons leaned 
agencst the fountain. 

icriy;ii de Alarcon was struck with these traces of female 
tast3e and elegance in a lonel}’-, and, as he had supposed, de- 
s^'ted tower. Tiiey reminded him of the tales of endian ted 
^J4alls current in tlie Alhambra; and the tortoiseshell car 
'knight be some spell-bound princess. 

He knocked gentlf at the door, A beautiful face peeped 
out from a little window above, Imt was instantly withdrawn. 
He waited expecting that the door w-ould be opened, but he 
waited in vain ; no footstep w<as to be heard witliin — all was 
silent. Had his senses deceived him, or was this beautiful 
a})|)arition the fairy of the tower 1 He knocked again, and 
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more loiitHr. After a little the beaming Gice onco more 
pee|>cd forth ; ii,- ■\vas that of a. bloumiiig; damsel of fifteen. 

Tiio page immediately dotTo'd his plained bonnet, and en- 
treated in the most courteous accents to be permitted tonscend 
the tower in pursuit of Isis ililcon. 

I dare not open the door, Sefior,” replied the little damsel 
blushing, my aiiiit has forbidden it.” 

‘‘ I do besJech you, fair maid— it is the favourite Mcon of 
the queen : I dai*e not return to the palace without it.” 

“ Arc you tlien one (>f the cavaliers of the court 
I ani, iaii* maid but I shall lose the queen’s favour tmd 
my place, if I lose this hawk,” 

Santa Maria ! It is against you cavaliers of the court, my 
aunt has charged me especially to bar the door.” 

“Against wiclced cavaliers doubtless, but I a.m none of 
tlicse, l)ut“*^,simplo harmless i>age, who will be ruined and 
undone if you (luilT"inc this small re<.|uest.” 

The iicaid of the lilile damsel was touched by the distress 
of the page. It was a thousand pities he should be ruined for 
tlie want of so trifling a boon. ■ Surely too he could not be one 
of those danger<.)us beings whom her aunt had described as a 
species of cannibal, ever on the prowd to make prey of thought- 
less damsels ; he wars gentle and modest, and . stood so entreats 
ingly with cap in hand, and looked so channiirg 

The sly page saw that the ganison began to waver, and 
redoubled iiis entreaties in such moving tei’ins that it w^as not 
in the iiatiiro of mortal maiden to deny him ; so the bluf^iing 
little wai'den of the tower descended and opened the’s oor 
with a trembling hand, and if the page had been charmef >y 
a mere glimpse of her countenance from the ^Yindow, hg as 
ravished by tlm full length portrait now' revealed to him. 

Her Andalusian ]}oddice and trim basquiua set off the 
round hut delicate symmetry of her form, rvliicli w\as as y^t 
scarce verging into 'womanhood. Her glossy hair w'as parlecl 
dll her forelicad, with scrupulous exactness, and decorated'"', 
with a fresh plucked rose, according to the universal custom 
of the country. It is true her complexion was tinged by the 
ardour tjf a southern sun, but it served to give richness to the 
mantling bloom of her cheek, and to heighten the lustre ot 
her inciting eyes. 

Euyi5 de Alarcon beheld all tliis with a single glance, for it 
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became biin not to tarry ■ he merely mTirmiiroi] his acknow- 
ieclgnients, aiKl then l)ounded lightiyiip the spiral staircase in. 
quest of Ills ialeori. 

He soon returned with the truant bird upon Ins list. The 
damsel, in the meantime, had seated herself by the fomitaiu 
in the hall, and was Avinding silk ; hut in her agitation she let 
fall the reel upon the pa,vGnient. The page sprang and picked 
it up, then dropping giacefully on oiie knee, presented it to 
lier ; but, seizing the band extended to receive it, imprinted 
on it a kiss more fervent and dcAmut than he had ever im- 
printed on the fair hand of his sovereign. 

“Ave j\hvria, Seilor P’ exclaimed the damsel, blushing still 
deeper with eonfusion and surprise, for never before had she 
receivL'd sueli a salutation. 

Tiie nnxlost page made a thousand apologies, assuring her 
it was the \A’ay, at court, of expressing the most profound 
homage and .respec-t. 

Her auger, if anger she felt, was easily pacified, but hei* 
agitation and embarrassment continued, and she sat blushing 
deeper and deeper, with lier eyes cast down upon lier work, 
entangling the silk which she attempted to Avind. 

The cuuiiing page saw the confusion in the opposite camp, and 
would Mn have profited by it, but the fine speeches he Avoiild 
have uttered died upon his lips, his attempts at gallantry Avei’e 
aw’kAvard and inefibctual, and to his surprise, the adroit page, 
wdio had figured Avitli such grace and effiuntery among the most 
knowing and experienced ladies of the court, found himself 
awed and abaslied in the presence of a simple damsel of fifteen. 

In fact, the artless maiden, in her oAvn modesty and in- 
nocence, had guardians more effectual than the bolts and bars 
prescribed by her vigilant aunt. Still, Avliere is the female 
bosom proof against the first Avhisperings of love ? The little 
damsel, Avith all her ai-tlessness, instinctively comprehended all 
thafi^he filtering tongue of the page failed to express, and her 
heart^as liuttered at beliolding, for the first time, a lover at ‘ 
her feet — and sucii a la\mrl 

The diffidence of tlie page, though genuine, was short-lived, 
and he Avas recoA^ering his usual ease aud confidence, Avhen a 
shrill voice Avas heard«at a distance. 

My aunt is returning from mass !” cried the damsel in 
affright : I pray you, Seiior, depaitf’ 

M 
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Not imti] you grant me that rose from your hair as a 
remembrance.'’ 

She hastily untwisted tlie rose from her nwen locks. Take 
it,” cried she, agitated and blushing, but pray begone.” 

The page took tlie rose, and at tho same time covered with 
kisses the lair hand that gave it. Then placing the flower in 
his bonnet, and taking the Mcon upon his fist, he bounded off 
tlirongli tlie garden, bearing away with him the heart of the 
gentle Jacinta. 

Wlien the vigilant aunt arrived at tlie tower, she remarked 
the agitation of her niece, and an air of coiifiision in the hall ; 
hot a w'ord of cvplaiiatioii sufficed. A ger-falcoii had pursued 
his prtw into the hall.” 

Mercy on us 1 to think ‘if a falcon flying into the tower. 
Did ever one hoar, of so saucy a hawk? Vfhy tlie very bird' 
ill the cage is not safe !” 

'f he vigilant Ifrodegunda was one of the most wary of ancient ■ - 
K}>instor.s. 8 ho had a becoming herror and distrust of wbiit she 
denv)minatod “ the opposite sex,” wiiick had gradually increased 
througli a long life of celibacy. Not that the good lady had 
ever suffered from their wiles, nature having set up a safeguaixl 
in Imr face that forbade all trespass upon her premises ; but 
ladies wlio have least cause to fear for tliemselves, are most 
readjr to keep a watch over their more tempting neighbours. 

Tho niece ivas tho orphan of an o'iSicer who had fallen in the 
wars. She had been educated in a convent, and had recently 
boon transferred from her sacred asylum to the immediate 
guar«lianship of her aunt, under whoso overshadowing care 
she vegetated in obscurity, like an opening rose blooming 
beneath a brier. Nor indeed is this comparison entirely acci- 
dental : for to tell the truth, her fresh and dawming beauty 
iiad caught the public eye, even in her seclusion, and, with that 
poetical turn common to the people of Andalusia, the peasantry 
of the neighbourhood bad given her the appellation of ^the 
Huso of tlio Alhambra.’ 

Tho wary aunt coniinuod to Iceep a faithful watch over her 
tempting little niece as long as tlie 0010.1} continued at Granada, 
;tnd fliittered lierself that her vigilance had been successful. 

It is true, tiie good lady was now and then discomposed by the 
tinkling of guitam and chanting of low ditties from the moon- 
lit groves beneatli the tower ; but she would exhort her niece 
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to shut licr cars against sucli idle minstrelsy^ assuring her tliat 
it was one of tlio arts of the opposite sex, by wiiioii simj^Ie 
maids were often lured to their undoing. Alas ! what chance 
witli a simple maid has a diy lecture against a moonlight 
serenade ’? 

At length king Philip cut short his soiom-n at Granada, 
and suddwily departed with all his train. The xigilant Frede- 
gonda wateliod tiie royal pageant as it issued fortli from the 
gate of Justice, and descended the great avenue leading to the 
city. When tlio last l)i\,nner disappeared from her sight, sla:; 
retiiriiod exulting to lier tower, for all her cares were over. To 
her sMi’in’iscs a light Araliiaii steed pawed the ground at the 
wicket-gjiie of the garden : — to her horror, she saw through 
the tln’ckets of roses a yoiitlg in gaily embroidered dress, at 
the fret of lier nioco. At the sound of her footsteps he gave a 
tender adieu, Ixnindod lightly over tlie harrier of reeds and 
niyi'tles, sprang upon lus Iiorse, and wats out of sight in an 
instant, 

The tender Jaciiita, iri the agony of her giief^ lost all 
thought of her aunt’s displeasure. Throwing herself into her 
arms, siie brolcc forth into sobs and tears. 

Ay de mi!” cried she; ‘'-'he's gone! — gone! — he’s 
gone ! and I shall never see liim more !” 

Gone ! — veho is gone ? — ^wliat youth is that I saw at voiir 

feetr’ 

A. queen’s page, aunt, weho came to bid me farewell” 

A queen’s page, child!” echoed the vigilant Fredegonda 
faintly ; “ and when did you become acquainted wntli a queen’s 
page f’ 

The morning that tlie ger-falcon came into the tower. It 
was the queen’s ger- falcon, and he came in pursuit of it.” 

Ah silly, silly girl ! know that tliei’e are no ger-Mcons 
hixif so dtingcroiis as tliosc young pranking pages, and it is 
precisely sucli simple birds as tlieethat they jiounce upon.” 

The aunt wus at first indignant at learning that, in despite of 
lier boasted vigihince, a tender intercourse had been carried on 
by the youthful lovers, almost beneath her eye ; but when she 
found that her siraple-hom-ted niece, though thus exposed, 
without tlie protection of bolt or bar, to all the machinations 
of the opposite sex, had come forth unsinged from the fiery 
ordeal, she consoled hei’seif -with the persuasion that it was 
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owing to tlie chaste and cautions maxims in wdiicli she had^ as 
it were, steeped her to the very lips. 

^Miile the aunt laid this soothing unction to her pride, the 
niece treasured up the oft-repeated to-ws of fidelity of the page. 
]3ut what is the love of restless, roving man'? A vagrant 
stream that dallies for a time with each flower upon its bank, 
then passes on, and leaves them all in tears. 

Days, weeks, months elapsed, and nothing more was heard 
of the page. The pomegranate ripened, the vine yielded up 
its fruit, the autumnal rains descended in torrents from the 
mountains ; the Sierra Nevada became covered "with a snowy 
mantle, and wintry blasts howled through the halls of the 
Aihamln-a — still he came not. The winter passed away. 
Again the genial spring hurst forth with song and blossom 
and balmy zephyr ; the snows melted from the mountains, 
until none remained l3ut on the lofty summit of ‘Nevada, 
glistening through the sultry summer air. vStill nothing was 
heard of the forgetful page. 

In the mean time, tiie p<3or littk Jacinta grew pale and 
thoughtful. Her former occupations and amusements w^ere 
adniiuloned, her silk lay exitangled, her guitar unstrung, her 
flowers wxn*e neglected, the notes of her bird unheeded, and her 
eyes, once so bright, w^ere dimme<i wnth secret weeping. If 
any solitude could be devised to foster the passion of a love- 
lorn damsel, it would be such a place as the Alhambra, where 
evexy thing seems disposed to produce tender and romantic 
reveries. It is a very paradise for lovers : how hard then to 
be alone in such a paradise — and not merely alone, but 
forsaken ! 

AliivS, silly child I” w’oidd the staid and immaculate 
Fi*ed(‘gonda say, wdien she found her niece in one of her de- 
s[)onding moods — ‘^‘‘did I not vmrn thee ngainst the wdles and 
deceptions of these men ? Wliat couldst tliou expect, too, 
from one of a haughty and aspiring fimily — then an orplian, 
tlie dcscendimt (»f a. lailen and impoverished line ? Be assured, 
if the youth w'ore true, his fathci*, wlio is one of the proudest 
nobles ahi>iit the court, wouhl prolhtnt his union with one so 
humble and portionless as thou. Pluck up thy resolution, 
tlHirefoi'e, and drive those idle notions fi'om thy mind.” 

The "vrords of the immaculate Fredegonda only served to in- 
crease the melancholy of her niece, but she sought to indulgo 
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it in ])rivatc. At a late honr one midsummer iiiglit, after }ier 
aunt hud rctii’ed to rest;, siie remained alone in tlie liall of tlie 
tower, seated beside tlie filabaster fountain. It was here tlnii 
the foitliless jiage laid first knelt and kissed her hand j it 
was liere that he had often vowed eternal fidelity. The 
poor little damsers heart was overladen with sad and tender 
reccfllections, her tears began to flow^ and slowly fell drop by 
drop into the fountain. By degrees the crystal water became 
agitated, and — buldde — ^loubble — ^bubble — flooded up and was 
tossed about, until a, female figure, richly clad in Moorish robes, 
slowly rose to view. 

Jacinta was so frightened that she jfied from the hall, and 
did not voutnre to return. The next morning she related 
what she liad seen to her aunt, but the good lady treated it 
as a phantasy of lier troubled mind, or supposed she had fallen 
asleep and dreamt beside the fountain. Them hast been 
thinking of tlie story of the three Mooiish princesses that 
once inhaliitcd this tower,” coiitiDiied she, and it has entered 
into thy dreams.” 

“ What story, aunt ? I know nothing of it.” 

Thou hast ceidainly heard of the three princesses, Zay- 
da, Zora}Tla, and Zorahayda, who were confined in this 
towair by the king their lather, and agreed to fiy with three 
Christian cavaliers. The two fii’st accomplished their escape, 
but the third failed in her resolution, and it is said, died in this 
tower.” 

I now recollect to have heard of it,” said Jacinta, ^^and 
to have wept over the fate of the gentle Zorahayda.” 

Tliou rnayest well weep over her fate,” continued the 
aunt, “ for the lover of Zorahayda was thy ancestor. He 
long bemoaned his Moorisli love, hut time cured him of his 
grief' and he married a Spanish lady, fi-om whom thou art 
descended.” 

Jacinta ruminated upon tliese words. That what I have 
seen is no phantasy of the brain,” said she to herself, I am 
confident. If indeed it lie the spirit of the gentle Zorahayda, 
which I have hea,i*d lingers alxmt this tower, of wliat should 
I be afraid? Ill watcfi by the fountain to-night — ^perhaps 
the visit will )>e repeated.” 

Towards midnight, wiien everything was quiet, she again 
took her seat in the hall. As the bell in the distant watch- 
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tower of tlie Alhambra struck tlie midnight hour, the fountain 
was again agitated ; and buldde — ])iibble — -bubble — ^it tossed 
about the waters until the jMoorisIi female again rose to view. 
Slic wa,s young and beaxitifiil ; her dress was rich witli jewels^ 
and in her hand she held a silver lute. Jaciiita trembled and 
was faint, but was reassured Ity the soft and plaintive voice 
of the apj)arition, and the sweet expression of her pale, melan- 
choly countenance. 

Daughter c4* luoidality,” said she, what aileth thee ? 
AVhy do thy tears trouble ray luiuitain, and thy siglis and 
plaints disturb the quiet watches of the night ?” 

I wec]'> because (d’ the faithlessness of man, and I bemoan 
iiiy and forsaken state.” 

'j’alvo comfort ; tliy sorrows may yet have an end. Thoii 
l}elio].dest a l^Iocjrish princess, wht), like thee, vxis unhappy in 
her love. A Oiiristian knight, tliy ancestor, won my heart, 
iiiid wordd have lioriie rne to his native land and to tlie bosom 
j.»f his church, I was a convert in my heart, but I lacked 
courage equal to my faith, and lingered till too late. For 
tins tile evil genii are permitted to have power over me, and 
I remain enclianted in this tower until some pure Cliristian 
will deign to break the magio spell 'Wilt thou undertake the 
task?”'' 

‘‘ I will,” replied the damsel, trembling. 

Gome hitlier, then, and fear not ; dip thy hand in the 
fountain, sprinkle the water over me, and baptize me after 
the maimer of thy faith ; so shall tiie enchantment be dis- 
pelled, and my troubled spirit have repose.” 

The damsel advanced with faltering steps, dipped her hand 
in tie luuiitain, collected water in the pialm, and sprinkled it‘ 
ovii* the pale face of tlic pliantom. 

Tju.‘ latter smiled with ineflable benignity. She dropped 
lier sibur lute at the feet ot Jacinta, and crossed her wdiite 
arms Ujxai her bosom, and melted from sight, so that it 
seejTied iiierely us if a sh.ower of dew th;‘ops laid fallen into the 
fuimtaiu. 

»la,<.:i,iita retired from the luill tilled with awe and ivonder. 
SIic .Kcui’cely closed lier eyes that night, but when slie aw'oke 
at day- break oi.it <..if a tnuilded slumber, the whole appeared 
to her like a distempered dream. On descending .into the 
hull, however, the truth of the vision ivas estabiished. for, 
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l)eRi(1e tlie fbuntaiiij slie beheld the silver lute glittering in 
the rnorniiig snnslnne. 

Hho Ivastenr:d to iier aunt, to relate all that had behirieii 
licr, nrui (tailed Iier to behold the lute as a testimonial of the 
reality of her story. If the good lady had any lingering 
doubsts, they were removed when Jacinta touched the instrii- 
nun it, for she drew fortli such raAdshiiig tones as to thaw even 
the frigid bosom of the ixmnaculato Fredegouda, that region, 
of eternal winter, into a genial flow. Nothing but super- 
nal nral melody could have produced such an effect. 

'Fne e';t!*aordi:irf;ry power of the lute became every day 
more and ni(.)re apparent. The way-farer passing by tlio 
to'.ver was detained, and, as it were, spell-bound, in breatidess 
e(':st:i,yvn Tlie very birds gathered in fixe neighbouring trees, 
and, hushing their own strains, listened in charmed silence. 

Ihimciiir soon s[)r(‘ad the news abroad. The inhabitants of 
Oiunada. thneigor] to tlie Alhambra to catch a few notes of 
the transcmident music that iioattul about the tower of Las 

Tlie lovely little minstrel was at length di’awn forth from 
r<;,. ‘treat. Tlio rich and powerful of the land contended 
wd'io should entertain and d(.> honour to Iier ; or, rather, wdio 
should secure tlie cluirms of her lute to draw fashionable 
tlirongs to their saloons. Wlierovor she w^ent her vigilant 
aunt .kept a dragon-watch at her elbow, awing the throngs of 
impassioned admirers, who hung in raptures on her strains. 
The repoi‘t of her wonderful powers spread from city to city. 
]\,falag'a, Seville, Cordovn.. all became successively mad on the 
theme ; notliing was talked of througliout Andalxxsia but the 
beautiful minstrel of tlio Alhambra. How coxild it be other- 
wise among a people so musical and gallant as the Andalu- 
sians, wlien the lute was magical in its ]xowers, and the minstrel 
ins],)irod liy lore ■ 

While all Andaluida.was thus music mad, a different mood 
prevailed at the court of Spain. Philip Y., as is well knoxvn, 
was a miseriible liypochondriac, and subject t-o all kinds of 
fancies. Sometimes ].ie would keep to his bed for weeks 
togetlier, groaning under irnaginaiy complaints. At other 
times ho would insist upon alidicating liis throne, to the great 
annoyapee of his royal spouse, who bad a strong relish for 
the splendours of a coiu-t and the glories of a crown, and 
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guided the sceptre of her imbecile lord with an expert and 
stead}?" limid. 

Nothing was found to be so efficacious in dispelling the 
royal megrims as tlie powers of music ; the queen took care, 
therefore, to have the best performers, both vocal and instru- 
mental, at hand, and retained the famous Italian singer 
Farineili about the court as a kind of royal ].)]iysicion. 

i\.t the moment wo treat of, however, a freak had come 
over the mind of this sapient and illustrious Bourbon that 
surpassed all former vagaries. After a long si)ei] of imagiuar}' 
illness, which set all the strains of Farineili, and the consulta- 
tions of a whole orclicstra of court fiddlers at defiance, the 
TU, 01 larch l-iiily, in idea, gave up the ghost, and considered 
himself absolutely dead. 

This would liave been harmless ' enough, and even con- 
venient ]>oth to his queen and courtiers, had he been content 
to remain in the quietude befitting a dead man ; but to their 
aunoyance ho insisted upon having the funeral ceremonies 
].feribrmed <iver liiiii, and, to tlieir incxjU’essible perplexity, 
la'gaii to grow iuqtatient, and to I'cvile Ihtterl}' ni them for 
negligence and disrespect, in leaving him unburied. What 
was to be done ? To divsobey the king s positive commands 
was monstrous in the eyes* of the obsequious courtiers of 
a punctilious court — but to obey him and bury him alive, 
would be dowmright regicide ! 

In the midst of this fearful dilemma a nirnora' reached the 
court, of the female minstrel who was turning the brains of 
all Andalusia. Tiie queen despatched missions in all haste 
to summon her to St. Ildefopso, where the court at that time 
resided. 

Within a few days, as the queen, with her maids of honour, 
Wits walking in those stately gardens intended, with their 
fr.’emics and terraces and fountains, to eclipse the glories of 
Versailles, the fardamud jniiistrei was conducted into her 
■presence. The imperial Elizabetta gazed with surprise at the 
youthful and uupivtcnding appearance of tlie little being 
tJiiit lutd set the u'orld madding. She ivas in her picturesque 
.Andalusian dress, her silvoi- lute -was in Jier hand, and. she 
stood •witli modest and downcast eyes, but with a simplicity 
and fro.sfmrss of beauty that stiirbespoke her '-'the liose of 
tlie Alhambra.” 
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As iivsuaj, slie ^ras a,ecom]\a2iied by the ever vigilant Frede- 
gnnda, who gave tiie whole history of her parentage and 
descent to the jiiqniring queen. If the stately Elizabotta had 
be(3ii interested ],)y the appearance of Jacinta, she was still 
more |)lease(I whcji she learnt tliat she was of a meritorious 
thongii iinp«.)verished line, and that her father had bravely 
fallen in the service of the crown. “ If thy powers equal 
tlieir rcnowii,” said she, and thou canst cast forth this evil 
sjarit that possesses thy sovereign, thy fortunes shall hence- 
forth lje .rny care, and lionours and wealth attend thee.” 

Impatient to make trial of her skill, she led the way at 
once to the apartiaont of the moody monarch. 

Jaciuta followed, with clowmcast eyes,' through files of 
guards {'ind crowds of courtiers. They arrived at length at 
a great eliainl/er hung vuth black. The windows were closed 
to exclude tlie ligiit of day : a number of yellow was tapers 
in sllv^er sconces diffused a lugubrious light, and dimly re- 
vealed the figures of mutes in mom’iiing dresses, and courtiei’s 
wlio glided about with, noiseless step and woe-l^egone visage. 
On t,lie midst of a funeral bed or bier, his hands folded on his 
breast, and the tip of his nose just visible, lay extended this 
would-be-biiried momircli. 

The queen entered the chamber in silence, and pointing to 
a footstool in, an obscure corner, beckoned to Jacinta to sit 
down and commence. 

At first she touched her lute with a faltering hand, but 
gathering confidence and animation as she proceeded, drew 
fortli su<fii Bo.ft aerial harmony, that all present could scarce 
believe it mortal. As to the monarch, who had already con- 
sidered himself in the world of spirits, he set it down for some 
angelic melody or the music of the spheres. By degrees the 
theme mis varied, and tlie voice of the minstrel accompanied 
tlie instrument. She poured forili one of the legendary bal- 
lads tmiting of the ancient glories of the Alhambra and the 
achievements of the Moors. Her whole soul entered into the 
theme, for with the recollections of the Alhambm was associ- 
ated the story of her love. The funeral chamber resounded 
witli the animating strain. It entered into the gloomy heart 
of tlic .monarch. He raised his head and gazed around : he 
sat tip on his couch, his eye began to kindle — at length, leap- 
ing upon the floor, he called for sword and buckler. 
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Tlie triumph, of music, or ratlier of the enchanted lute, was 
complete ; the demon of melancholy was cast forth ; and, as 
it were, a dead man brought to life. The ivindows of the 
apartment were thrown open ; the glorious efFulgence of Spa- 
nish sunshine burst into the late lugubrious chamber ; all eyes 
sought the lovely enchantress, but the lute had fallen from 
her hand, she had sunk upon the eai’th, and the next moment 
was clasped to the bosom of Ruyz de Alarcon. 

The nuptials of the happy couple ^vere shortly after cele- 
brated with great splendour ; hut hold — I hear the reader 
ask, How did Ruyz de Alarcon account for his long neglect ? 
0 that was all owing to tlie opposition of a proud pragmatical 
old father: besides, jmung people, who really like one another, 
soon come to an amicable understanding, and bury all past 
grievances when once they meet. 

But how was the proud pragmatical old father reconciled to 
the match.? 

0 his scruples were easily overcome by a word or two from 
tlie queen, especially as dignities and rewards w^ere show'ered 
upon the blooming favourite of royalty. Besides, the lute of 
Jacinta, you know, possessed a magic power, and could con- 
trol the most stubborn head and hardest breast. 

And what came of the enchanted lute ? 

0 that is the most curious matter of all, and plainly proves 
the truth of all this story. That lute remained for some time 
in the family, hut was piudoined and carried off, as was sup- 
posed, by the great singer Farinelli, in pure jealousy. At his 
death it passed into other hands in Italy, who were ignorant 
of its mystic powers, and melting down the silver, transferred 
the strings to an old cremona fiddle. The strings sti.ll retain 
sometiiing of their magic virtues. A word in the readers ear, 
but let it go no further — ^that fiddle is now bewitching the 
whole world — it is the fiddle of Paganini 1 


THE VETERAN. 

Aito^'G the curious acquaintances I have made in my ram- 
bles about the fortress, is a brave and battered old colonel of 
Invalids, who is nestled like a hawk in one of the jMoorish 
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towers. His liistoij; wliicli he is fond of telling, is a tissue of 
those adventures, mishaps, and vicissitudes that render the 
life of almost every Spaniard of note as varied and whimsical 
as the pages of Gil Bias. 

He w'as in America at tw^elve years of age, and reckons 
among the most signal and foidunate events of his life, his 
having seen General Washington. Since then he has taken a 
pait in all the wars of his country ; he can speak experimen- 
tally of most of the piisons and dungeons of the Peninsula ; 
has been lamed of one leg, crippled in his hands, and so cut 
up a.nd carbonadoed that he is a kind of walking monument 
of the trouljles of Spain, on which there is a scar for every 
battle and bi’oi], as eveiy year w^as notched upon the tree of 
Eobiuson Crusoe. The gi’eatest misfortune of the brave old 
cavaliei*, however, appears to have been his having commanded 
at Malaga dniiiig a time of peril and confusion, and been 
made a geiiei'al by the inhabitants, to protect them from the 
invasion of the French. This has entailed upon him a num- 
ber of just claims upon government, that I fear will employ 
him until his dying day in writing and printing petitions and 
memorials, to the great disquiet of his mind, exhaustion of his 
purse, and penance of his friends ; not one of whom can visit 
him without having to listen to a mortal document of half an 
hour in length, and to carry away half a dozen pamphlets in 
his pocket. Tins, ho-wever, is the case throughout Spain; 
every where you meet with some w^orthy wight brooding in a 
corner and nursing up some pet giievance and cherished 
wTong. Beside, a Spaniard who has a law suit, or a claim 
upon government, may he considered as fimiished with em- 
ployment for the remainder of his life. 

I visited the veteran in his quarters in the upper part of 
the Torre del Yiuo, or Wine Tow-er. His room -was small but 
snug, and commanded a beautiful view of the Yega. It was 
arranged with a soldier’s j3recision. Timee muskets and a 
brace of pistols all bright and shining, were suspended against 
the wall with a sabre and a cane, hanging side by side, and 
above them, twm cocked hats, one for parade and one for ordi- 
nary use. A small «shelf containing some half dozen books, 
formed his library, one of w^hich, a little old mouldy volume 
of philosophical maxims, w-as his favourite reading. This he 
thumbed and pondered over day by day ; applying every 
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maxim to bis own particular casOj proyided it bad a little 
tinge of wliolesome bitterness^ and treated of tbe injustice of 
the world. 

Yet be is social and kind hearted,, and provided he can be 
diverted iOrom his -wrongs and his philosophy, is an entertain- 
ing companion. I like these old weather-beaten sons of for- 
time, and enjoy their rough campaigning anecdotes. In tlie 
course of my visit to the one in question, I learnt some 
curious facts about an old military commander of the fortress, 
ivho seems to have resembled him in some respects, and to 
ha.ve had similar fortunes in the -wars. These particulars Iiave 
been augmented by inquiries among some of the old inhabi - 
tants of the place, particularly the father of Mateo Ximenes, 
of whose traditional stories the w-orthy I am about to intro- 
duce to the reader, is a favourite hero. 


THE GOVEBHOE AND THE NOTARY. 

In former times there ruled as governor of the Alhambra, 
a doughty old cavalier, who, from having lost one arm in the 
w’ars, -was commonly known by tbe name of el Gobernador 
Maneo, or “the one-armed governor.” He in fact prided 
himself upon being an old soldier, w^ore bis mustaebios curled 
up to bis eyes, a pan* of campaigning boots, and a toledo as 
long as a spit, with bis pocket-bandlcerchief in the basket bilt. 

He w^as, moreover, exceedingly proud and punctilious, and 
tenacious of all bis privileges and dignities. Under his sw-ay 
tbe immunities of tbe Alhambra, as a royal residence and 
domain, were rigidly exacted. No one was permitted to enter 
tbe fortress with fire-arms, or even with a sword or staff, 
unless be w^ere of a certain rank ; and every horseman wris 
obliged to dismount at tlie gate, and lead bis horse by the 
bridle. Now as the hill of the Alhambra rises from the very 
midst of the city of Granada, being, as it w^ere, an excrescence 
of the capital, it must at all times be somewhat irksome to 
the captain general, -^ho commands the province, to have thu.s 
an imperkim in imperio, a petty independent post in the 
very centre of his domains. 1 1 wus rendered the more galling, 
in the present instance, from the ini table jealousy of the^bld'^ 
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governor, that took fire on the least question of authority and 
jurisdiction, and from the loose vagrant character of the 
people that had gradually nestled themselves within the for- 
tress, as in a sanctuary, and from thence carried on a system 
of roguery and depredation at the expense of the honest in- 
habitants of the city. 

Thus there was a perpetual feud and heart-burning between 
the captain general and the governor, the more virulent on 
the part of the latter, inasmuch as the smallest of two neigh- 
bouring potentates is always the most captious about his dig- 
nity. Tlie stately palace of the captain general stood in 
Plaza Nueva, immediately at the foot of the hill of the 
Alhambra, and here was always a bustle and parade of guards 
and domestics, and city functionaries. A beetling bastion of 
the fortress overlooked the palace and public square in front 
of it ; and on tiiis bastion the old governor would occasion- 
ally strut backwards and forwards, with bis toledo girded by 
his side, keeping a wary eye down upon his lival, like a hawk 
reconnoitring his quarry from his nest in a diy tree. 

Whenever he descended into the city it was in grand 
parade, on horseback surrounded by his guards, or in his 
state-coach, an ancient and unwieldy Spanish edifice of carved 
timber and gilt leather, drawn by eight mules, with running 
footmen, out-riders, and lacquies, on which occasions he flat- 
tered himself he impressed every beholder with awe and 
admiration as vicegerent of the king, though the wits of 
Granada, paidiculariy those w^ho loitered about the palace of 
the captain general, ’were apt to sneer at his petty paiude, and 
in allusion to the vagrant character of his subjects, to greet 
him with the appellation of the king of the beggars.” One of 
the most fruitful sources of dispute between these two doughty 
rivals was the right claimed by the governor to Lave all things 
passed free of duty through the city, that wei'c intended for 
the use of himself or his garrison. By degrees this privilege 
had given rise to extensive smuggling. A nest of contraban- 
distas took up their abode in the hovels of the fortress, and 
the numerous caves in its vicinity, and drove a thriving busi- 
ness under the connivance of the soldiers of the garrison. 

The vigilance of the captain general was aroused. He con- 
sulted his legal adviser and factotum, a shi'ewd, meddlesome 
escribano, or notary, who rejoiced in an opportunity of per- 
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2 )lexing the oid potentate of the Aliiambra, and involving him 
in a maze of legal sxibtilties. He advised the captain general 
to insist upon the right of examining every convoy passing 
through the gates of his city, and he penned a long letter for 
him in vindication of the right. Governor Manco v'as a 
stmightforward cut and thrust old soldier, who hated an 
escribano worse than the devil, and this one in particular 
worse than all other escribauos. 

What 1” said he, curling up his mustachios fiercely, 

does, the captain general set bis man of tlie pen to practise 
confusions upon me^ 111 let liim see that an oid soldier is 
not to be baffled by schoolcrafb/’ 

He seized his pen and scrawled a short letter in a crabbed 
hand, in which, without deigning to enter into argument, he 
insisted on the right of transit free of search, and denounced 
vengeance on any custom-house officer who should lay his 
unhallowed luitids on any convoy protected by the flag of the 
Alhambra. While this question was agitated between the 
t-wo pragmatical potentates, it so happened that a mule laden 
mill supplies for the fortress arrived one day at the gate of 
. Xenii, by which it was to traverse a subinh of the city on its 
way to the Alhambra. The convoy was headed bx^ a testy 
old corporal, who had long served under the governor, and 
was a man after his own heart ; as rusty and staunch as an oid 
toiedo blade. As they approached the gate of the city, the 
corporal placed the banner of the Alhambra on the pack- 
saddle of the mule, and ckawing himself up to a perfect per- 
pendicular, advanced with his head cbessed to the front, but 
with the w'ary side glance of a cur passing throxigh hostile 
ground, and ready for a snap and a snarl. 

“Who goes there?” said the sentinel at the gate. 

“ Soldier of the Alhambra,” said the corporal, xvithout turn- 
ing his head. 

“ What have you in charge ?” 

“ Provisions for the garrison.” 

“ Proceed.” 

The corporal marched straightforward, followed by the 
convoy, but had not advanced many 2 :>aces before a posse of 
custom-house officers rushed out of a small toil-house. 

“Hallo there !” cried the leader, “Muleteer, halt, and open 
those packages.” 
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The corporal \\^heeled round, and drew himself up in battle 
array. “ flespect the flag of the Alhambra,” said he ; these 
things are for the goyernor.” . 

A Ago for the governor, and a figo for his flag. IMuleteer, 
halt, I say.” 

Stop the convoy at your peril !” ciied the corporal, cock- 
ing ]iis musket ; Muleteer, proceed.” 

The muleteer gave his beast a hearty thwack ; the custom- 
house officer sprang forward and seized the halter ; wdiereiipon 
the corporal levelled his piece and shot him dead. 

The street was immediately in an uproar. The old corpo-' 
ral was seized, and after undergoing sundry kicks and cuffs 
and cudgelings, which are generally given impromptu by the 
mob in Spain, as a foretaste of the after penalties of the law, 
he w’as loaded with irons, and conducted to the city prison ; 
wdiile his comrades were permitted to proceed with the con- 
voy, aftei; it iiad been well rummaged, to the Alhambra. 

The old governor was in a towering passion wiien he heard 
of tins insult to his flag and oaptme of his coiporal. For a 
time he stormed about the Moorish halls, and vapoured about 
the bastions, and looked dowm fire and sword upon the palace 
of the captain general. Having vented the first ebuljition of 
ills ■wrath, he despatched a message demanding the surrender 
of the corporal, as to him alone belonged the right of sitting 
in judgment on the o'ffences of those under his command. 
The captain general, aided by the pen of the delighted escri- 
bano, replied at great length, argmng that as the offence had 
been committed within the walls of iiis city, and against one 
of his civil officers, it was clearly within Ms proper jurisdic- 
tion. The governor rejoined by a repetition of his demand ; 
the captain general gave a sur-rejoinder of still greater length 
and legal acumen; the governor became hotter and more 
peremptory in his demands, and the captain general cooler 
and more copious in his replies ; until the old lion-liearted 
soldier absolutely roared wdtb fury at being thus entangled in 
the meshes of legal controversy. 

Wiiile the subtile escribano -was thus amusing himself at 
the expense of the governor, he was conducting the trial of 
the corporal, who, mewed up in a narrow dimgeon of the 
prison, had merely a small grated window at wdiich to show his 
iron-bound visage and receive the consolations of his friends. 
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A mountain of -written testimony w^as diligently lieaped up, 
according to Spanish form, by the indefitigable escriliaiio ; 
the corporal was completely overwhelmed by it. He was 
convicted of murder and sentenced to be hanged. 

It was in vain the governor sent dowm remonstrance and 
menace from the Alhambra. The fatal day was at hand, and 
the corporal was put hi capilla, that is to say, in the chapel 
of the prison, as is alw^ays done -with culprits the day before 
execution, that they may meditate on their approaching end 
and repent them of theii* sins. 

Seeing things drawing to an extremity, the old governor 
determined to attend to the afiair in person. For tliis pur- 
pose he ordered out his carriage of state, and. surrounded by 
his guards, rumbled down the aveiiiio of the Alhambra into 
the city. Driving to the house of the escribano, he summoned 
him to the poidal. 

The eye of the old governor gleamed like a coal at behold- 
ing the smirking man of the law advancing with an air of 
exultation. 

*^Wiiat is this I hear,” cried he, “that you are about to put 
to death one of my soldiers ? ” 

“ All according to hrvv — all in strict form of justice,” said 
the self-sufricient escribano, chuckhng and rubbing his hands. 
“ I can show your excellency the wiitten testimony in the 
ease.” 

Fetch it hither,” said the governor. The escribano bustled 
into his offrce, delighted with having another opportunity of 
displaying his ingenuity at the expense of the haid-headed 
veteran. 

He returned with a satchel fall of papers, and began to read 
a long deposition with professional volubility. By this time a 
crowd had collected, listening -with outstretched necks and 
gaping mouths. 

“ Pr}'thee, man, get into the carriage, out of this pestilent 
throng, that I may the better hear thee,” said the governor. 

The escribano entered the carriage, when, in a twinkling, 
tJie door wus closed, the coachman smacked his wdiip — mules, 
cairiage, guards and all dashed off at a thundering rate, 
leaving the crowd in gaping wonderment ; nor did the gover- 
nor pause until he had lodged his prey in one of the strongest 
dungeons of the Alhambra. 
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He tlieii sent down a flag of truce in militaiy style, pro- 
posing a cartel or excliange of prisoners — ^the corporal for the 
notary. The pride of the captain general was piqued ; he 
returned a contemptuous refusal, and forthwith caused a gal- 
lows, tall and strong, to be erected in the centre of the Plaza 
ITueya for the execution of the corporal. 

“ Oho 1 is that the game ’’ said Governor Manco. He gave 
orders, and immediately a gibbet was I'eared on the verge of 
the great beetling bastion that overlooked the Plaza. Now,” 
said he in a message to the captain general, ^Tiang my soldier 
when you please ; but at the same time that he is swung off 
in the square, look up to see your escribano dangling against 
the sky.” 

The captain general was inflexible ; troops were paraded in 
the square j the drums beat, the bell tolled. An immense 
multitude of amateurs had collected to behold the execution. 
On the other hand, the governor pai*aded his gamsbn on the 
bastion, and tolled the funeral dirge of' the notary from the 
; Torre de la Campana, or Toiver of the Bell. 

The notary’s wife pressed through the crow-d vith a whole 
progeny of little embryo escribanos at her heels, and throwing 
herself at the feet of the captain general, implored him not to 
sacrifice the life of her husband, and the welfai’e of herself and 
her numerous little ones, to a point of pride ; for you know 
the old governor too well,” said she, ^Ho doubt that he will 
put his threat in execution, if you hang the soldier.” 

The captain general was overpowered by her tears and 
lamentations, and the clamours of her callo-w brood. The 
corporal was sent up to the Alhambra;, under a guard, in his 
; ; . gallows garb, like a hooded friar, but with head erect and a 
face of iron. The escribano was demanded in exchange, 

■ ■ according to the cartel. The once bustling and self-sufficient 
man of the law was drawn forth from his dungeon more dead 
! than alive. All his flippancy and conceit had evaporated ; his 
: \ hair, it is said, had nearly turned grey with affnght, and he 
had a downcast, dogged look, as if he still felt the halter 
round kis neck. 

p'; The old governor stuck his one arm a-kimbo, and for a 
^ moment surveyed him with an iron smile. Henceforth, my 
/.t friend,” said he, “moderate your zeal in hurrying others to the 
|| gallows ; be not too certain of your safety, even though joxi 

ii; 
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sliould liiiYe tlie law on your side ; and above all. take care 
liow you play off yoiu* scboolcraft anotlier time, upon an old ' 
soldier ” 


GOYEENOR MAKCO AND THE SOLDIER. 


When Governor Manco, or “the oiie-armed;’ ke]:>t up a show 
of military state in the Alhambra, he became nettled at the 
reproaches coutinuaily cast upon his fortress, of being a nest- 
ling place of rogues tind contra baudistas. On a sudden, the old 
potentate detenniued on reform, and setting vigorously to 
v/ork, ejected whole nests of vagabonds out of the fortress and 
the gipsy caves with which the surrouiidiiig hills are iioiiey- 
com&d. He sent out soldiers, also, to patrol the avenues and 
foot-paths, with orders to take up all suspicious persons. 

One k'ight summer morning, a patrol, consisting of the 
testy old corporal w^ho had distinguished Inmself in the afkir 
of the notary, a trumpeter and two privates, wus seated mider 
the garden wall of the Generalife, beside the road ■svhicli leads 
clown from the mountain of the sun, w'hen they heard the 
tramp of a horse, and a male voice singing in rough, though 
not unmusical tones, an old Castilian campaigning song. 

Presently they beheld a sturdy, sun-burnt fellow, clad in 
the ragged garb of a foot soldier, leading a powurfoi Arabian 
horse, caparisoned in the ancient Moresco fashion. 

Astonished at the sight of a strange soldier, descending, 
steed in hand, from that solitary mountain, the corporal 
stepped forth and challenged him. 

Who goes there 

^^A friend.’ 

Who and wkat are you 

“ A poor soldier just from the wars, with a cracked crown 
and empty purse for a reward.” 

By this time they were enabled to HewAiim more nanwly 
He had a black patch across his forehead, winch, with a grizzled 
l)eard, a tided to a certain dam-devil cast of countenance, while 
a slight; squint tlirew into the whole an occasional gleam of 
roguis;}, good liumour. 

Havhjg answered the questions of the patrol, the soldier 
seemed to consider iiimself entitled to make others in return. 


\ 
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May I aslv,” said lie^ “ wliat city, is that -which I see at the 
foot of the hill 

“What city !” cried the trumpeter ; “come;, that’s too bad. 
Here’s a fellow lurking about the mountain of the sun, and 
demands the name of the great city of Granada 1” 

“ Granada ! Madre di Dios ! can it be possible 

“ Perhaps not ! ” rejoined the trumpeter ; “ and perhaps 
you have no idea that yonder are the to-wers of the Al- 
hambra.” 

Son of a trumpet,” replied the strangei’, “ do not trifle 
with me ; if this be indeed the Alhambra, I have some strange 
matters to reveal to the governor.” 

“ You wdll have an opportunity,” said the coi’poral, “ for we 
mean to take you before him.” By this time the trumpeter 
had seized the bridle of the steed, the t-wo privates had each 
secured an arm of the soldier, the corporal put himself in 
front, ga;ve the word, “Eorwiird — ^march!” and away they 
3narched for the Alhambra. 

The sight of a ragged foot soldier and a line Arabian horse, 
l)rought in captive by the patrol, attracted the attention of all 
the idlers of the fortress, and of those gossip groups that 
generally assemble about wells and fountains at early dawn. 
The W'heel of the cistern paused in its rotations, and the slip- 
shod servant maid stood gaping, with pitcher in hand, as the 
corporal passed by with his prize. A motley train gradually 
gathered in the rear of the escort. 

Knowing nods, and -winks, and conjectures passed from one 
to another. “ It is a deserter,” said one ; A contrabandista,” 
said another : “ A bandalero,” said a third : — ^mitii it -was 
.. affirmed that a captain of a desperate band of robbers bad 
J ' been captimed by the prowess of the corporal and his patrol. 

I “ Well, well,” said the old crones, one to another, “captain or 
|.;,not, let him get out of the grasp of old Governor Maiico if he 
j -can, though he is but one-handed.” 

5' Governor Manco was seated in one of the inner halls of the 
i' rAlhambra, taking his morning s cup of chocolate in company 
with his .confessor, a fat Franciscan friar, from the neighbour 
Mg convent. A demime, dark-eyed damsel of Malaga, tlie 
daughter of his housekeeper, was attending upon him. The 
world hinted that the damsel, who, with all her demureiiess, 

; was a sly, buxom baggage, had found out a soft sj>ot in the iron 
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heart of the old governor, and held complete control ovef^ 
him. But let that pass—lhe domestic alfairs of these mighty 
potentates of the eaith should nut be too narrowly scrutinized, 
When word was brought that a suspicious stranger had 
been taken lurking about the fortress, and w'as actually in the 
enter court, in durance of the corporal, waiting the pleasure ^ 
of his excellency, the pride and stateliness of office swelled the 
bosom of the governor. Giving back his chocolate cup into 
the hands of the demure damsel, he called for his basket- 
hilted sword, girded it to his side, twirled up his mustachios, 
took his seat in a large, high-backed chair, assumed a bitter 
and forbidding aspect, and ordered the prisoner into iii>s pre- 
sence- The soldier was brought in, still closely pinioned by 
his captors, and guarded by the cor|)oraL .He maintained, 
however, a resolute, self-confident air, and retiuned the sharp, 
scrutinizing look of the governor with an easy squint, which 
by no means pleased the punctilious old potentate. 

Well, culprit,” said the governor, after he bad regarded 
him for a moment in silence, what have you to say for your- : 
self — who are you f’ 

A soldier, just from the wars, who has brought away 
nothing but scars and bruises.’* 

A soldier — ^humph — a foot soldier, by your garb. I un- 
derstand you have a fine Arabian horse. I presume you 
brought him too from the wars, beside your scars and 
bruises.” 

" May it please your excellency, I have something, strange 
to tell about that horse. Indeed, I have one of the most 
wonderful things to relate. Something, too, that concerns the 
security of this fortress, indeed of all Granada. But it is a 
matter to be imparted only to your private ear, or in presence 
of such only as are in your confidence.” > 

Tlie governor considered for a moment, and then directed 
the corporal and his men to withdraw, but to post themselves ^ 
outside of the door, and he ready at a call, This holy friar,” , ' 
said he, is my confessor, you may say anything in his pre- ^ « 
sencG — and this damsel,” nodding towards the handmaid, who 
had loitered with an air of great curiosity, “ this damsel is of ; 
great secrecy and discretion, and to be trusted with any- 
thing.” 

The soldier gave a glance, between a squint and a leer, at 
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tlie demure iiandmaicl. “ I am perfectly Trilling/’ said he. 
“ that the damsel should remain.” 

When all the rest had withdra^vn^ the soldier commenced 
his story. He was a fluent smooth-tongued varied and had a 
command of language above his apparent rank. 

May it please your excellency,” said he, I am, as I before 
observed, a soldier, and have seen some hard service, but my 
term of enlistment being expired, I was discharged, not long 
since, from the army at Valladolid, and set out on foot for rny 
native village in Andalusia. Yesterday evening the sun went 
down as I vns traversing a great diy jplain of Old Castile.” 

Hold,” cried the governor, ^“^w^hat is this you say? Old 
Castile is some two or three hundi‘ed miles from this.” 

“ Even so,” replied the soldier, coolly, I told your excel- 
lency I had strange things to relate ; but not more strange 
than true ; as your excellency will find, if you deign me a 
patient hearing.” 

“ Proceed, culprit,” said the governor, twirling up his 
mustachios. 

“ As the sun went down,” continued the soldier, “ I cast 
my eyes about in search of some quarters for the night, but 
far as my sight could reach, there were no signs of habitation. 

I saw that I should have to make my bed on the naked plain, 
with my knapsack for a pillow ; but your excellency is an old 
soldier, and knows that to one who has been in the wars, such 
a night’s lodging is no great hardship.” 

The governor nodded assent, as he drew his pocket-hand- 
kerchief out of the basket hilt, to drive away a fly that buzzed 
about his nose 

“ Well, to make a long story short,” continued the soldier, 

“ I trudged forward for several miles, until I came to a brido-e 
over a deep ravine, through which ran a little thread of w’-atm-, 
almost dried up by the summer heat. At one end of the 
bridge was a Moorish tower, the upper end all in ruins, but a 
vault in the foundation quite entire. Here, thinks I, is a 
good place to make a halt j so I went down to the stream, 
took a hearty drink, for the water was pure and sweet, and I 
was parched with thirst ; then, opening my wallet, I took out 
an onion and a few crusts, wiiich were all my provisions, and 
seating myself on a stone on the margin of the stream, began 
to make my supper ; intending afterwards to quarter myself 
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for the night in the vault of the to^ver ; and capital quarters 
they would have been for a campaigner just from the wars, as 
your excellency, who is an old soldier, may suppose.” 

I have put up gladly with worse in my time,” said the 
governor, returning liis pocket-handkerchief into the hilt of 
his sword. 

“ While i was quietly cruiicihng my crust,” pursued the 
soldier, I heard something stir mthin the vault ; I listened — 
it was the tramp of a horse. By and by a man came forth 
from a door in the foundation of the towei', close by the waters 
edge, leading a powerfril horse by the bridle. I could not v^ll 
make out what he was by the star-light. It had a suspicions 
look to be lurking among the ruins of a tower, in tliat wild, 
solitaiy place. He might be a mere wayfarer, like myself ; he 
might be a contrahandista ; he might be a bandalero 1 what of 
that ? thank Heaven and my poverty, I had nothing to lose ; 
so I sat still and crunched my crusts. 

He led his home to the water, close by where I was sittings 
so that I had a fair opportunity of reconnoitring him. To 
my surprise, he was dressed in a Moorish garb, with a cuirass 
of steel, and a polished scull-cap that I distinguished by the 
refieotion of the stars upon it. His horse too, was harnessed 
in the Moresco fashion, with great shovel stirrups. He led 
him, as I said, to the side of the stream, into which the animal 
plunged his head almost to the eyes, and drank until I thought 
he would have bru'st. 

^ Comrade,’ said I, ^ your steed drinks well ; it’s a good 
sign when a horse plunges his muzzle bravely into the water.f 
" ^ He may well drinli,’ said the stranger, speaking with fc 
Moorish accent, 4t is a good year since he had his last dmughtt' 
« f By Santiago,’ said I, ‘ that heats even the camels that ' 1 
have seen in Africa. But come, you seem to be something o; 1 
a soldier, will you sit down and take part of a soldier’s fare % ’ 
In fact, I felt the want of a companion in this lonely place ; 
and was walling to put up with an infrdel. Besides, as yom? * 
excellency wuH knows, a soldier is never very particular about f 
the faith of his company, and soldiers of aU countries are com- 
rades on peaceable gTound.” 

Tlie governor again nodded assent. 

Well, as I wus saying, I invited him to share my supper, 
such as it was, for I could not do less in common hospitality. 
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^ I have no time to pause for meat or drink/ said lie. ^ I have 
a long journey to make l:)efore morning.’ 

^ 111 wliicli direction '? ’ said I. . 

“ ^ Andalusia,’ said he. 

Exactly my route,’ said I, ^ so as you won’t stop and eat 
with me, perhaps you will let me mount and ride with you, 
I see yoiH’ horse is of a powerful frame, I’ll warrant he’ll carry 
double.’ 

^ Agreed,’ said the trooper ; and it, would not have been 
civil and soidier-like to refuse, especially as I had oflered to 
share my supper with him. So up he mounted, and up I 
mounted behind him. 

‘ Hold fast,’ said he, ^ my steed goes like the wind.’ 

^ iSTever fear me,’ .said I ; and so off we set. 

From a walk the horse soon passed to a trot, from, a trot 
to a gallop, and from a gallop to a harum-scarum scamper. 
It seemed as if rocks, trees, houses, everything, ffew imrry- 
scurry behind us. 

^ What tomi is this f said I. 

^ Segovia,’ said he ; and before the word was out of liis 
mouth, the towers of Segovia were out of sight. We swept 
up the Guadarama mountains, and down by the Escurial ; 
and we skirted the walls of Madrid, and we scoured away 
across the plains of La Mancha. In this way we went, up hill 
and down dale, by towers and cities, all buried in deep sleep, 
and across mountains, and plains, and rivers, just glimmering 
in the star-light. 

“ To make a long story short, and not to fatigue your ex- 
cellency, the trooper suddenly pulled up on the side of a 
mountain. ^ Here we are,’ said he, ^at the end of our journey.’ 
I looked about, but could see no signs of habitation ; nothing 
but the mouth of a cavern. ’^Vlhle I looked, I saw multitudes 
of people in Moorish dresses, some on horseback, some on foot,, 
arriving as if borne b}’’ the wind from all points of the com- 
pass, and hurrying into the mouth of the cavern, like bees into 
a liive. Before I could ask a question, the trooper struck his 
long Moorish spurs into the horse’s fianks and dashed in with 
the throng. We passed along a steep winding way, that 
descended into the very bowels of the mountain. As wu 
pushed on, a light began to glimmer up, by little and little, 
like the first glimmerings of day, but what caused it I could jiot 



184 


GOVERNOE MAKCO AND THE SOLDIER. 


discern. It grew stronger and stronger^ and enabled me to 
see every thing around. I now noticed^ as we passed along, 
great caverns, opening to the right and left, like hails in an 
arsenal In some there were shields, and helmets, and 
cuirasses, and lances, and scymetars, hanging against the walls; 
in others there were great heaps of warlike munitions, and 
camp equipage lying upon the ground. 

It would have done your excellency’s heart good, being 
an old soldier, to have seen such grand provision for war. 
Then, in other caverns, there were long rows of horsemen 
armed to the teeth, with lances raised and banners unfurled all 
ready for the field ; but they all sat motionless in them saddles 
like so many statues. In other halls were warriors sleeping on 
the ground beside their horses, and foot-soldiers in groups 
ready to fall into the ranks. All were in old-fashioned Moor- 
ish dresses and armour. 

“ Weil, your excellency, to cut a long story short, we at 
lengl;!! entered an immense cavern, or I may say palace, of 
grotto w'ork, the walls of which seemed to be veined wdthgold 
and silver, and to sparkle with diamonds and sapphires and all 
kinds of precious stones. At the upper end sat a Moorish 
king on a golden throne, with his nobles on each side, and a 
guard of African blacks with drawn scymetars. All the crowd 
that continued to fiock in, and amounted to thousands and 
thousands, passed one by one before his throne, each paying 
homage as he passed. Some of the multitude were dressed 
in magnificent robes, without stain or blemish and sparkling 
with jewels ; others in burnished and enamelled annoui* ; wliile 
others were in mouldered and mildewed , garments, and in 
armour all battered and dented and covered with rust. 

" I had hitherto held my tongue, for your excellency well 
knows, it is not for a soldier to ask many questions when on 
duty, but I could keep silent no longer. 

“ ‘ Pr ytliee, comrade,’ said I, ^ what is the meaning of aU 
this?’ 

' This,’ said the trooper, 'is a great and fearful mystery. 
Know, 0 Christian, that you see before you the court and 
army of Boabdil the last king of Granada.’ • 

" ' What is this you tell me ?’ cried I. ' Boabdil and his 
couii; were exiled firom the land hundreds of years agone, and 
all died in Africa,’ 
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“ ' So it is recorded in yonr lying clironicles/ replied the 
Moor^, ^ but know that Boabdil and the warriors who made 
the last struggle for Granada were all shut up in the mountain 
by powerful enchantment. As for the king and army that 
marched forth from Granada at the time of the suri'ender, they 
were a mere phantom train, of spirits and demons permitted to 
assume those shapes to deceive the Christian sovereigns. And 
furthermore let me tell you, friend, that all Spain is a country 
under the power of enchantment. There is not a mountain 
cave, not a lonely watch-tower in the plains, nor ruined castle 
on the hills, but has some spell-bound warriors sleeping 
from age to age within its vaults, until the sins are expiated 
for which Allah permitted the dominion to pass for a time 
out of the hands of the faithful. Once every year, on the 
eve of St. John, they are released from enchantment, from sun- 
set to sun-rise, and permitted to repair here to pay homage to- 
their sovereign 1 and the crowds which you beheld swarming 
into the cavern are Moslem warriors from their haunts in 
all pai’ts of Spain. For my own part, you saw the ruined 
tower of the bridge in Old Castile, where I have now wintered 
and summered for many hundred years, and where I must be 
back, again by day-break. As to the battalions of horse and 
foot which you beheld drawn up in battle array in the neigh- 
bouring caverns, they are the spell-bound warriors of Granada. 
It is written in the book of fate, that w'hen the enchantment is 
broken, Boabdil will descend from the mountain at the head 
of this army, resume his throne in the Alhambra and his sway 
of Granada, and gathering together the enchanted waniors, 
from all parts of Spain, will reconquer the peninsula and re- 
store it to Moslem rule.* 

^ And when shall this happen V said I. 

" ' Allah alone knows : we had hoped the day of deliverance 
was at hand ; but there reigns at present a vigilant governor in 
the Alhambra, a staunch old soldier, well known as Governor 
Manco. While such a warrior holds command of the very 
outpost, and stands ready to check the first irruption from 
the mountain, I fear Boabdil and his soldiery must be content 
to rest upon their arms.* *’ 

Here the governor raised himself somewhat perpendicularly, 
adjusted his swca'd, and twirled up his mustachios. 

To make a long story short, and not to fatigue your 
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excellency, the trooper, having given me this account, dis" 
mounted from his steed. 

^ Tarry here,’ said he, ^ and gnai’d my steed while I go and 
bow the knee to Boabdil.’ So saving, he strode away among 
the throng that pressed forward to the throne. 

“ ^ What’s to be done?’ thought I, ' when thus left to myself; 
shall I wait here until this infidel returns to whisk me ofi on 
his gol^iin steed, the Loid knows where ; or shall I make the 
most of my time and beat a retreat from, this hobgol'jliii coni- 
inunity?’ A soldier’s mind is soon made up, as your excel- 
lency well knows. As to the horse, he belonged to an avowed 
enemy of the faith and the realm, and was a fair prize according 
to the rules of war. So hoisting myself ftom the crupper into 
the saddle, I turned the reins, struck the Moorish stirrups 
into the sides of the steed, and put him to make the best oi 
his wny out of the passage by which he had entered. As w^e 
scoured by the halls where the Moslem horsemen sat in mo- 
tionless battalions, I thought I heard the clang of armour and 
a hollow murmur of voices. I gave the steed another taste of 
the stiiTups and doubled my speed. There was now a sound 
behind me like a rushing blast ; I heard the clatter of a thou- 
sand hoofs ; a countless thi’ong overtook me. I was bonie 
along in the press, and hurled forth from the mouth of the 
cavern, while thousands of shadowy forms w'ere swept off in 
every direction by the four winds of heaven. 

In the w’-hirl and confusion of the scene I was tlmown 
senseless to the earth. When I came to myself, I w’-as lying on 
the brow of a hill with the Arabian steed standing beside mo ; 
for in falling, my arm had slipped within the bridle, which, I 
presume, prevented his whisking off to Old Castile. 

Your excellency may easily judge of my surpiise on look- 
ing round, to behold hedges of aloes and Indian figs and other 
proofs of a southern climate, and to see a great city below me 
with towers, and palaces, and a grand cathedral 

“ I descended the hill cautiously, leading my steed, for I was 
afraid to mount him again, lest he should play me some slip- 
pery trick. As I descended, I met with yoim patrol, w^ho let 
me into the secret that it was Granada that lay before me ; 
and that I was actually imder the wnlls of the Alhambra, the 
foi'tress of the redoubted Governor Manco, the terror of all 
enchanted Moslems. "When I heard this, I determined at once 
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to seek your excellency, to inform yon of nil that I had seen, 
and to warn you of the perils that suiToimd and undermine 
you, that you may take measui'es in time to guai‘d your fortress,; 
and the kingdom itself, from this intestine army that lurks in 
the Tery bowels of the land.” 

And pr ythee, friend, you who are a yeteran campaigner, 
and have seen so much service,” said the ^governor, how 
would you advise me to proceed, in order to prevent this evil?” 

is not for a humble private of the ranks,” said the 
soldier modestly, ^’to pi*etend to instruct a commander of 
your excellency’s sagacity, but it a2323ears to me that your ex- 
cellency might cause all the caves and entrances into the 
mountain to he walled up with solid mason work, so that Boab- 
dil and Iiis armj^ might be completely corked up in their 
subierranean habitation. If the good father too,” added the 
soldier, reverently bowing to the friar, and devoutly crossing 
himselt^ “ wmuld consecrate the barricadoes mth his blessing, 
and put up a few crosses and reliques and images of saints, I 
think they might withstand ah the power of infidel enchant- 
ments 

“ They doubtless would be of great avail,” said the friar. 

The governor now placed his arm akimbo with his hand 
resting on the hilt of Ms toledo, fixed Ms eye upon the soldier, 
and gently wagging his head from one side to the other, 

^'•’So, friend,” said he, ^Hhen you really suppose I am 
to be gulled with this cock-and-bull story about enchanted 
mountains and enchanted Moors ? Hark ye, culprit 1 — not 
another word. An old soldier you may be, but you’ll find 
you have an older soldier to deal with, and one not easily 
outgenerallod. Ho ! guards there 1 put this fellow in irons.” 

The demure handmaid w^ould have put in a word in flxvour 
of , the prisoner, but the governor silenced' her with a look. 

As they "were pinioning the soldier, one of the guards felt 
something of bulk in his pocket, and drawing it forth, found 
a long leathern purse that appeared to be well filled. Hold- 
ing it by one corner, he turned out the contents upon the 
table before the governor, and never did freebooter’s bag malve 
more gorgeous delivery. Out tumbled rings, and jewels, and 
rosaries of pearls, and sparkling diamond crosses, and a pro- 
fusion of ancient golden coin, some of wMch fell jingling to the 
froor, and rolled aw^ay to the uttermost parts of the chamber. 
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For a time the functions of justice ^Nere suspended ; there 
was an umyersal scramble after the glittering fugitives. The 
governor alone^ who was imbued with true Spanish pride, 
maintained his stately decoiaim, though his eve betrayed a 
little anxiety until the last coin and jewel was restored to 
the sack. 

The Mar was not so calm * his whole face gio^ved like a 
furnace, and his eyes twinkled and flashed at sight of the 
rosaries and crosses. 

Saciilegious wretch that thou ai^t 1” exclaimed he ; what 
church or sanctuary hast thou been plundering of these sa- 
cred relics *?” 

Neither one nor the other, holy father. If they be sacri- 
legious spoils, they must have been taken in times long past, 
by the infidel trooper I have mentioned. I was just going to 
tell his excellency when he interrupted me, that on taking 
possession of the trooper’s horse, I uiihookedj a leathern sack 
which hung at the saddle-bow, and w^hich J presume con- 
tained the plunder of his campaignings in days of old, when 
the Moors overran the country.” 

Mighty well ; at present you will make up your mind to 
take up your quarters in a chamber of the vermilion tower, 
which, though not under a magic spell, will hold you as safe 
as any cave of yoxu enchanted Moors.” 

“ Your excellency will do as you think proper,” said the 
prisoner coolly. I shall be thankful to your excellency for 
any accommodation in the fortress. A soldier who has been in 
the wars, as your excellency well knows, is not particular about 
Ms lodgings : proxdded I have a snug dungeon and regular 
rations, I shall manage to malce myself comfortable. I would 
only entreat that while yonr excellency is so careful about 
me, you would have an eye to your fortress, and think on 
the hint I dropped about stopping up the entrances to the 
mountain.” 

Here ended the scene. The prisoner was conducted to a 
strong dungeon in the vermilion tower, the Arabian steed was 
led to his excellency’s stable, and the trooper’s sack was de- 
posited in his excellency’s strong box. To the latter, it is 
true, the friar made some demur, questioning whether the 
sacred relics, which were evidently saci'ilegious spoils, should 
not be placed in custody of the church ; but as the governor 





GOYERNOE MANGO AND THE SOLDIER. 


189 


was peremptory on tlie subject, and was absolute lord in the 
Aliiainbra, tlie friar discreetly di*opped the discussion, but 
determined to convey intelligence of the fact to the ohuinh 
dignitaries in Granada. 

To explain these prompt and rigid measures on the part of 
old Governor Manco, it is proper to observe, that about this 
time the Alpuxarra ’ mountains in the neighboinhood of 
Granada were terribly infested by a gang of robbers, under 
the command of a daring chief named Manuel Borasco, who 
were accustomed to prowl about the countiy, and even to 
enter the city in various disguises, to gain intelligence of the 
departure of convoys of merchandise, or travellers with welh 
iined purses, whom they took care to waylay in distant and 
solitary passes of their road. These repeated and daring out- 
rages had awakened the attention of government, and the com- 
manders of the various posts had received instructions to be 
on the alert and to take up all suspicious stragglers. Goveimor 
Manco was particularly zealous in consequence of the various ' 
stigmas that had been cast upon his fortress, and he now 
doubted not that he had entrapped some formidable despe- 
rado of this gang. 

In the meantime the story took wind, and became the talk, 
not merely of the fortress, but of the whole city of Granada. 
It was said that the noted robber Manuel Borasco, the terror 
of the Alpuxarras, had fallen into the clutches of old Governor 
Manco, and been cooped up by Mm in a dungeon of the ver- 
milion tower ; and every one who had been robbed by him 
flocked to recognise the maraudei*. The vermilion towers^ as 
is well knowm, stand apart hum the Alhambra on a sister hiU, 
separated from the main foiiress by the ravine down which 
passes the main avenue. There were no outer walls, but a 
sentinel patrolled before the towrer. The window of the 
chamber in which the soldier was confined, was strongly 
grated, and looked upon a small esplanade. Here the good 
folks of Granada repaired to gaze at Mm, as they would at a 
laughing hyena, grinning through the cage of a menagerie. 
Hobody, however, recognised him for Manuel Borasco, for 
that terrible robber was noted for a ferocious physiognomj^, 
and had by no means the good-humoured squint of the pri- 
soner. Visitors came not merely from the city, but from all 
paarts of the country ; hut nobody knew Mm, and there began 
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to be doubts in the minds of the common people Yiietber 
there might not be some truth in his story. That Boalidii 
and his army were shut up in the mountain, was an old tra^ 
dition which many of the ancient inhabitants had heard from 
their fathers. Numbers went up to the mountain of the soil; 
or rather of St. Elena, in search of the cave mentioned by the 
soldier ; and saw and peeped into the deep dark pit, descending, 
no one knows how fa.r, into the mountain, and which remains 
there to this day — the fabled entrance to the subterranean 
abode of Boabdil 

By degrees the soldier became popular Yitli the common 
people. A freebooter of the mountains is by no means the 
opprobrious character in Spain that a robber is in any other 
country : on the conti’ary, ho is a kind of chiyalrons person- 
age in the eyes of the lower classes. There is always a dis- 
position, also, to cavil at the conduct of those in command, 
and many began to mmmiiir at the high handed measures of 
old Governor Manco, and to look, upon the prisoner in the 
light of a martyi*. 

The soldier, moreover, was a merry, waggish fellow, that 
had a joke for every one who came near his window, and a 
soft speech for every female. He had procured an old guitm.* 
also, and would sit by his window and sing ballads and love 
ditties, to the delight of the women of the neighbourhood, 
who would assemble on the esplanade in the evenings and 
dance boleros to his music. Having trimmed off his rough 
beard, his sun-burnt face found favour in the eyes of the fair, 
and the demui'e handmaid of the governor declared that his 
squint was perfectly irresistible. This kind-hearted damsel 
had from the first evinced a deep sympathy in his fortunes, 
and having in vain tried to mollify the governor, had set to 
work privately to mitiguto the rigour of his dispensations. 
Every day she brought the prisoner some crumbs of comfort 
which had fallen fr'om the governor s table, or been abstracted 
fr’om his larder, together with, now and then, a consoling 
bottle of choice Yal de Penas, or rich Malaga, 

While this petty treason was going on, in the very centre 
of the old governor’s citadel, a storm of open wal was bi^ewing 
up among his external foes. The circumstance of a bag of gold 
and jewels having been found upon the person of the supposed 
robbei% liad been rej)orted with many exaggerations in Granada. 
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A question of terrlltorial jurisdiction tos immediately started 
by the goTenior s inveterate rivals the captain general. He 
insisted that the prisoner had been captured without the pre- 
cincts of the Alhambra, and within the rules of his authority. 
He demanded Ms body, therefore, and the spolia opimci taken 
with him. Hue information having been carried likewise by 
the Miar to the Grand Inquisitor, of the crosses and rosaries, 
and other reliques contained in the bag, he claimed the culprit 
as having been guilty of sacrilege, and insisted that Ms plunder 
was due to the church, and his body to the next auto da fe. 
The feuds ran high, the governor was furious, and swore, 
rather than surrender his captive, he would hang Mm up 
within the Alhambra, as a spy caught within the purlieus of 
the fortress. 

The captain general threatened to send a body of soldiers 
it to transfer the prisoner from the vermilion tower to the city. 
Tlie Grand Inquisitor was equally bent upon despatchiug a 
number of the familiars of the Holy Office. Word was 
brought late at night to the governor of these machinations. 

Let them come,” said he, “ they’ll find me beforehand with 
them ; he must rise bright and early who would take in an 
old soldier.” He accordingly issued ordci*s to have the pri- 
soner removed at day-break, to the donjon keep within 
the wMls of the Alhambra. And d’ye hear, child,” said he 
: to his demure handmaid, tap at my door, and wake me 
’ before cock-crowing, that I may see to the matter myself.” 

I : The day dawmed, the cock crowed, but nobody tapped at 
; : ' the door of the governor. The sun rose Mgh above the moun- 
; tain tops, and glittered in at Ms casement, ere the governor 
i; was wakened from his morning chmms by Ms vetemn cor- 
^■porai, who stood before him with terror stamped upon bis 
iron visage. 

■ He’s ofP! he’s gone!” cried the corporal, gasping for 
, breath. 

“ Who’s off — ^who’s gone 

The soldier — ^tiie robber — the devil, for aught I know , 
his dungeon is empty, but the door locked ; no one knows 
how he has escaped out of it.” 

Who s£iw him last ?” 

“ Your handmaid ; she brought him Ms supper,” 

“ Let her be called instantly.’' 
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Here was new matter of confusion. Tlie cliamber of tbe 
demure damsel was likewise empty^ her bed had not been 
slept in : she had doubtless gone off with the culprit^ as she" 
had appeared, for some days past, to have frequent conver- 
sations with Mm. 

This was wounding the old governor in a tender part, but 
he had scarce time to wince at it, when new misfoitimes 
broke upon his view. On going into his cabinet, he found 
his strong box open, the leather purse of the trooper ab- 
stracted, and, with it, a couple of corpulent bags of doubloons. 

But bow, and which \vay had the fugitives escaped ? An 
old peasant, who lived in a cottage by the road-side, leading 
up into the Sierra, declared that he had heard the tramp of 
a powerful steed just before day-break, passing up into the 
mountains. He had looked out at his casement, and could 
just distinguish a horseman, with a female seated before him. 

Search the stables ! ” cried Governor Manco. The stables 
were searched ; all the horses were in their stalls, excepting 
the Arabian steed. In his place was a stout cudgel tied to 
the manger, and on it a label bearing these words, A gift to 
Governor Manco, from an Old Soldier.” 


LEGEHD OF THE TWO DISCEEET STATUES. 

Thebe lived once in a waste apartment of the Alhambra, 
a merry little fellow, named Lope Sanchez, who worked in 
the gardens, and was as brisk and blithe as a grasshopper, 
singing all day long. He was the life and soul of the fortress ; 
when his work was over, he would sit on one of the stone 
benches of the esj)lanade, and strum his guitar, and sing long 
ditties about the Cid, and Bernardo del Carpio, and Fernando 
del Pulgar, and other Spanish heroes, for the amusement of 
the old soldiers of the fortress, or w'ould strike up a merrier 
tune, and set the girls dancing boleros and fandangps. 

Like most little men, Lope Sanchez h{^d a strapping buxom 
dame of a wife, who could almost have put him in her pocket ; 
Init he lacked the usual poor man s lot — instead of ten chil- 
dren he had but one. This was a little black-eyed girl about 
twelve years of age, named Sanchica, who was as merry as 
himself, and the delight of his heart. She played about him 
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as he worked in the gardens, danced to his guitar as he sat in 
the shade, and ran as wild as a young fawn about the groYcs 
and alleys and ruined halls of the Alhambra. 

It was now the eve of the blessed St. John, and the lioliday- 
loidng gossips of the Alliambra, men, women, and children, 
went up at night to the mountain of the sun, wdiich rises 
above the Genemlife, to keep their midsummer vigil on its 
level summit. It was a bright moonlight night, and all the 
mountains were grey and silvery, and the city, with its domes 
and spires, lay in shadows below", and the Yega v/as like 
a fairy land, with haunted streams gleaming among its dusky 
groves. On the highest pari of the mountain they lit up 
a bon-fire, accoieling to an old custom of the country handed 
down from the ACoors, The inhabitants of the suiTOiinding 
country were keeping a similar vigil, and bon-fires, here and 
there in the Yega, and along the folds of the mountains, 
blazed up palely in the moonlight. 

The evening w"as gaily jjassed in dancing to the guitar of 
Lope Sanchez, who was never so joyous as when on a holiday 
revel of the kind. Y'hiie the dance was going on, the little 
Sanchica, with some of her playmates, sported among the 
ruins of an old Moorish fort that crowms tlie mountain, when, 
in gathering pebbles in the fosse, she found a small hand 
curiously oaiwed of jet, the fingers closed, and the thumb 
firmly clasped upon them. O verjoyed with her good fortune, 
she ran to her mother with her prize. It immediately be- 
came a subject of sage speculation, and -was eyed by some 
with^ superstitious distrust. Throw it away,” said one ; 

it*s Moorish — depend upon it there's mischief and witch- 
craft in it.” By no means,” said anotlier ; yon may sell 
it lor something to the jeweUers of the Zacatin.” In the 
midst of this discussion an old tawny soldier drew near, who 
had served in Africa, and wars as swmihy as a Moor. He 
examined the hand with a knowing look. . I have seen 
things of this kind,” said he, among the Moors of Barhary. 
It is of great virtue to guard against the evil eye, and aU kinds 
of spells and enchantments. I give you joy, fiiend Lope, 
this bodes good kick to your child.” 

Upon hearing this, the wife of Lope Sanchez tied the little 
hand of jet to a ribbon, and hung it round the neck of her 
daughter. 
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The sight of this talisman called up all the fiivourite super- 
stitions about the Moors. The dance u’as neglected, and tliey 
sat in groups on the ground telling old Icgendarj tales 
handed down from their ancestors. Some of their stories 
turned upon the wonders of the very mountain upon -which 
they were seated, which is a famous hobgoblin region. One 
ancient crone gave a long account of the subterranean palace 
in the bowels of that mountain where Boabdil and all his 
Moslem court are said to remain enchanted. “ Among yonder 
ruins,” said she, pointing to some crumbling walls and moundsr. 
of earth on a distant part of the mountain, there is a deep 
black pit that goes down, down into the very heart of th 
mountain. For all the money in Granada I would not loo] 
down into it. Once upon a time a poor man of the Alhambrj: 
who tended goats upon this mountain, scrambled down iiit* 
that pit after a kid that h'ad fallen in. He came out agai:; 
all wild and staring, and told such things of what he had.seei. 
that every one tliought his brain was tinned. He raved fo 
a day or two about the hobgoblin Moors that had piirsuec 
him. in the cavern, and could hardly be persuaded to diiv 
his goats up again to the mountain. He did so at last, buf 
poor man, he never came doTO again. The neighboms fouiu 
his goats brow’sing about the Moorish ruins, and his hat an< 
mantle lying near the mouth of the pit, but he was neve 
more heard of” 

The little Sanchica listened with breathless attention t 
this story. She was of a curious nature, and felt inmie 
diatety a great hankering to peep into this dangerous pii 
Stealing away h'om her companions, she sought the dista* 
ruins, and after groping for some time among them, came 
a small hollo-w, or basin, near the brow of the mountaf 
where it swept steeply dowm into the valley of the Dair_ 

In the centre of this basin y mixed the mouth of the pi 
Sanchica ventured to the verge, and peeped in. All w 
black as pitch, and gave an idea of immeasurable dept" 
Her Idood ran cold ; she di^e-w back, then peeped again, the: 
would have run away, then took another peep — ^the ver 
horror of the thing delightful to her. At length sh 
rolled a large stone and pushed it over the brink. For some 
time it fell in silence ; then struck some rocky projection 
with a violent ciusli, then rebounded from side to side, 
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riimbliug and tnmblingj with a noise like thunder, then made a 
final splash into water, far, far below — and all was again silent. 

The silence, however, did not long continue. It seemed as 
if something had been awakened within this di’eaiy abyss. A 
mimnuring sound gradually rose out of the jut lie the hum 
and hinsz of a bee-hive. It grew louder and louder ; there 
was the confusion of voices as of a distant multitude, together 
wdth the faint din of arms, clash of cymbals and clangour of 
trumpets, as if some army were marshalling for battle in the 
veiy bowels of the mountain. 

The cliilcl drew off wdth silent awe, and hastened back to the 
place where she had left her parents and their companions. 
All wei“e gone. The bon-fire was expiring, and its last wreath 
of smoke curling up in the moonshine. The distant fires that 
had blazed aloiig the mountains and in the Yega were ail ex- 
tinguished, and every thing seemed to have sunk to repose. 
Sanchica called her parents and some of her companions by 
name, but received no reply. She ran down the side of the 
mountain, and by the gardens of the Generalife, until she 
.arrived in the alley of trees leading to the Alhambra, when 
she seated herself on a bench of a woody recess to recover 
breath. The bell from the watch-tower of the Alhambra 
tolled midnight. There w^as a deep tranquillity, as if all na- 
ture slept ; excepting the low tinkling sound of an unseen 
stream that ran under the covert of the bushes. The breath- 
ing sweetness of the atmosphere was lulling her to sleep, when 
her eye was caught by something glittering at a distance, and 
to her surprise she beheld a long cavalcade of Moorish war- 
priors pouring down the mountain side and along the leafy 
^avenues. Some were armed with lances and shields ; others 
ifwith scymetars and battle-axes, and with polished cuirasses 
|that flashed in the moonbeams. Their horses pranced proudly 

I and champed upon their bits, but their tramp caused no more 
sound than if they had- been shod with felt, and the riders 
were all as pale as death. Among them rode a beautiful lady 
with a crowned head and long golden locks entwined with 
pearls. The housings of her palfrey were of crimson velvet 
1'; embroidered with gold, and swept the earth ; but she rode all 
f ‘ disconsolate, with eyes ever fixed upon the ground. 
i Then succeeded a train of comriers magnificently arrayed 
‘‘ in robes and tmbans of divers colours, and amidst them, on a 

I' 
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cream'-colo’ured diarger, rode King Boabdil el Cliico^ In a 
rojal mantle covered with jewels^ and a crown sparkling with 
dijimonds. The little Sanchica knew him by his yellow beard^ 
and his resemblance to his portrait wdiich she had often seen 
in the picture gallery of the Generp^Te. She gazed in wonder^ 
and admiration at this royal pageant, as it passed glistening 
among the trees ; hut though she knew these monarchs and 
courtiers and warriors, so pale and silent, were out of the 
common course of natime, and things of magic and enchant- 
ment, yet slie looked on with a bold heart, such corn-age did 
siie derive from the mystic talisman of the hand, which wtts 
suspended about her neck. 

'Fiie cavalcade having passed by, she rose and followed. It 
continued on to the great gate of justice, which stood wide 
open ; the old invalid sentinels on duty lay on the stone 
benches of the barbican, buried in profound and apparently 
charmed sleep, and the phantom pageant swept noiselessly by 
them with daunting banner and triumphant state. Sanchica 
would have followed ; but to her surprise she beheld an open- 
ing in the earth, within the barbican, leading down beneath 
the foundations of the tower. She entered for a little dis- 
tance, and was encom-aged to proceed by finding steps rudely 
hewn in the I’ock, and a vaulted passage here and there lit 
up by a silver lamp, which, while it gave light, diffused like- 
wise a grateful fr-agrance. Tenturing on, she came at last to 
a great hall, wi-ought out of the lieaii: of the mountain, mag- 
nificently furnished in the Moorish style, and lighted up by 
silver and crystal lamps. Here, on an ottoman, sat an old 
man in Moorish di-ess, with a long white beard, nodding and 
dozing, with a- staff in his hand, which seemed ever to be 
slipping from Ms gi-asp ; while at a little distance sat a beau- 
tiful lady, in ancient Spanish dress, wdth a coronet all sparkling 
with diamonds, and her liair entAvined with pearls, -who wus 
softly playing on a silver lyre. The little Sanchica now re- 
collected a story she had heard among the old people of the 
Alhambra, concerning a Gothic princess confined in the centre 
of the mountain by an old Arabian magician, whom she kept 
bound up in magic sleep by the power of music. 

The lady paused with surprise at seeing a mortal in that 
enchanted hall. "Is it the eve of the blessed St John!’* 
said she. 
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“ It iSj” replied Sancliica. 

^^Theii for one night the magic charm is suspended. 
Come hitlier, child, and fear not I am a Christian like thy- 
self, though bound here by enchantment. Touch my fetters 
with the "talisman that hangs about thy neck, and for this 
night I shall be free.” 

So saying, she opened her robes and displayed a broad 
golden band round her waist, and a golden chain that fastened 
her to the ground. The child hesitated not to apply the 
little hand of jet to the golden band, and immediately the 
chain fell to the eartli. At the sound, the old man woke 
and began to rub his eyes; but the lady i*aii her fingers 
over the chords of the l^we, and again he fell into a slumber 
and began to nod, and his staff to falter in his hand. “ Now,” 
said the lady, touch Iiis staff with the talismanic hand of 
jet.” The child did so, and it fell from his grasp, and he 
sunk in a deep sleep on the ottoman. The lady gently laid 
the sih'^er Ijre on the ottoman, leaning it against the head of 
the sleeping magician : then touching the chords until they 
vibrated in his ear — “ 0 potent spirit of haimony,” said she, 
continue thus to hold his senses in thraldom till the return 
of day. Now follow me, my child,” continued she, ‘^and thou 
shalt behold the Alhambra as it was in the days of its glory, 
for thou hast a magic talisman that reveals all enchantments.” 
Sanchica followed the lady in silence. They passed up 
through, the entrance of the cavern into the barbican of the 
gate of justice, and thence to the Plaza de los Algibes, or 
esplanade within tlie fortress. This was aU filled with Moorish 
soldiery, horse and foot, marshalled in squadrons, with ban- 
ners displayed. There were royal guards also at the portal, 
and rows of African blacks with dinwn soymetans. No one 
spake a word, and Siiiichica passed on fearlessly after lier 
conductor. Her astonishment increased on entering the 
royal palace, in which she had been reared. The broad 
moonshine lit up ail the halls and couids and gardens almost 
as brightly as if it wwe day, but revealed a far different scene 
from that to which she was accustomed. The walls of the 
apartments were no longer stained and rent by time. Instead 
of cobw^ebs, they were now hung with rich silks of Damascus, 
and the gildings and arabesque painting's were restored to 
their original brilliancy and freshness. The halls, instead of 



198 


LEGEND OF THE 


being naked and imfomislied, ^-ere set out cliYans and 
ottomans of, the rarest stuflk, embroidered with jjearls and 
studded with precious gems, and all the fountains in tlio 
courts and gai’dens were playing. 

The kitchens were again in full operation; cooks were busy 
preparing shadowy dishes, and roasting and boiling the 
phantoms of pullets and partridges ; seiwants were hurrying 
to and fi'o with siiwer dishes heaped up -with dainties, and 
arranging a delicious banquet. The Court of .Lions was 
thronged with guards, and courtiers, and alfaquis, as in the 
old times of the Moors ; and at the upper end, in the saloon 
of judgment, sat Boahdii on his throne, surrounded hy his 
court, and swajdng a shadowy sceptre for the night. Not- 
withstanding all this throng and seeming bustle, not a voice 
nor a footstep was to be heard ; nothing interrupted the 
midnight silence but the splashing of the fountains. The 
little SancMea followed her conductress in mute amazement 
alioiit tlio palace, until they came to a portal opening to the 
vaulted passages beneath the great tower of Comares. On 
each side of the portal sat the figure of a nymph, wTought 
out of alabaster. Their heads were turned aside, and their 
regards fixed upon the same spot within the vault. The 
enchanted lady paused, and beckoned the child to her. 

Here,” said she, is a great secret, which I will reveal to 
thee in iward for thy faith and courage. These discreet 
statues watch over a mighty treasui’e hidden in old times by 
a Moorish king. Tell thy father to search the spot on which 
their eyes are fixed, and he will find what will make him 
richer than any man in Granada. Thy innocent hands alone, 
however, gifted as thou art also with the talisman, can remove 
the treasure. Bid thy father use it discreetly and devote a 
part of it to the performance of daily masses for my deliver- 
ance from this unholy enchantment.*’ 

When the lady had spoken these -words, she led the child 
oriwurd to the little garden of Lindaraxa, which is hard by 
the vault of the statues. The moon trembled upon the 
waters of the solitary fountain in the centre of the garden, 
and shed a tender light upon the orange and citron trees. 
The beautiful lady plucked a branch of myrtle, and wTeathed 
it round the head of the child. Let this be a memento,” 
said she, " of what I have revealed to thee and a testimonial 
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-fa Mv b-Oiir is come — I nmst return to die en- 

^ -i Enll ’ foilow me notj lest evil befall tliee ■fareY-elL 
cliaiited ^ li^ye masses performed for 

Eemember ^ ^ entered a dai’k passage 

deta~^ the toS o! Comarei and was no longer seen. 
Thlf'f dr^Sn^ of^ was now heard from the cot- 
Ihe .,u,.a in the valley of the Darro, and a 

tages below ^ appear above the eastern monn- 

pale streak of hght bo^aa to PI 

““ 

door slnit she had so lately beheld 

"St ™ ~ ^ ™o. .bou. tot. 

fSu"tb« lighC «><i Ibb fr«S •■■■ 

now made the best of her way to a remote stair- 
f to tlie liiimble apaidment occupied by her 

faSly ' Tlte door, as usual, whs open, f^aUet and 

too -poor to need bolt or bar ; she crept quie Jy to hei P-tllct, an 1 
too pool to “c beneath her pillow, soon fell asleep. 

'Tie iSi .rStSnW ihl bdhlle. h» t. tat 

.Sitad itt AM for tar o^Mty. Ho ™.t 
foiTto Ms customary labours in the garden, but had not 
been there long when Ms htUe 

bound .,«d 

‘"m™ San Aer gMod with astomAmmt, for th. of fto 

mvrtle was of pure gold, and every leaf was a sparkling une- 
raid ' Bein" not much accustomed to precious stones, he was 
I™?o“the real value of the wi-eath. hut he saw enough 
to convince him that it was somctMng more ^^^^auhal to 
the stuff that dreams are generally made ^ 

rate the cMld had di-eaint to some purpose. _ His Mst Ca _ 
was to enioin the most absolute secrecy upon his daughter ; in 
It Ss3 however, he was seoui-e, for she had discretion far 
£j.i7te y«S lie tt.a ropoird to fto raolt, whore .tood 
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the statues of the two Alabaster Nymphs. He remarked that 
their heads were tmiiecl from the portal, and that the regards! 
of each were fixed upon the same point in the interior of the 
building. Lope Sanchez could not but admire this most dis- 
creet contriyance for guarding a secret. He drew a line from 
the eyes of the statues to the point of regard, made a private 
mark on the -wall,, and then retired. 

All day, however, the mind of Lope Sanchez was distracted 
'with a tliousand cares. He could not help hovering within 
distant view of tlio two statues, and became nervous iTom 'the 
dread that the golden secret might be discovered. Every foot- 
step that approached the place made him tremble. He would 
have given anything could he but have turned the heads of 
the statues, forgetting that they had looked precisely in the 
same direction for some hundiuds of years, without any person 
being the wiser. 

A plague upon them,” he would say to himself, they’ll 
betray all j did ever mortal hear of such a mode of guarding 
a secret ?” Then, on hearing any one advance, he would steal 
of? as though his very lurking near the place would avraken 
suspicions. Then he would retmm cautiously, and peep from 
a distance, to see if everything was seeme ; l3Ut the sight of 
the statues "would again ciJl forth his indignation. “ Aye, 
there they stand,” would he say, “ always looking, and looking, 
and looking, just where tliey should not. Confound them ! 
they are just like all their sex ; if they have not tongues to 
tattle with, they’ll be sure to do it with their eyes.” 

At length, to his relief, the long, anxious day drew to a close. 
The sound of footsteps was no longer heard in the echoing 
balls of the Alhambra. ; the last stranger passed the threshold, 
the great portal wiis barred and bolted, and tlm bat and the 
frog, and the hooting owd, gTadually resumed their nightly 
vocations in the deserted palace. 

Lope Sanchez waited, however, until the niglit was far ad* 
vanced before he ventured with his little daughter to the hail 
of the two njunphs. He found them looking as know-ingly and 
mysteriously as ever at the secret place of deposit. “ By your 
leave, gentle ladies,” thought Lope Sancliez, as lie passed be- 
tween them, I will relieve you from this charge that must 
have sat so heavy on your minds for the last two or three cen- 
turies.” He accordingly w^ent to work at the part of the wall 
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wliicli lie liad luarked, and in a little while laid open a con- 
cealed recess, in which stood two great jars of porcelain. He 
attempted to draw them forth, but they were immovable, until 
touched by the innocent hand of his little daughter. With 
her aid he dislodged them from their niche, and found, to his 
great joy, that they were filled with pieces of Moorish gold, 
mingled with jeivels and precious stones. Before day-break 
he managed to convey them to his chamber, and left the tw’'o 
giiardia2.rstatues with their eyes still fixed on the vacant wall. 

Lo]ie Sanchez had thus on a sudden become a rich man ; 
but riches, as usual, brought a world of cares to which lie 
had hitlierto been a stranger. How was he to convey away 
his wealth with safety ? How was he even to enter upon the 
enjoyment of it without awakening suspicion ? How, too, for 
the first time in his life, the dread of robbers entered into his 
mind. He looked with terror at the insecurity of his habita- 
tion, and went to woi’k to barricado the doors and windows ; 
yet after all his precautions he could not sleep soundly. His 
usual gaiety was at an end, he had no longer a joke or a song 
for his neighbours, and, in short, became the most miserable 
animal in the Alhambra. His old comrades remarked this 
alteration, pitied him heartily, and began to desert him; 
thinking he must be falling into want, and in danger of look- 
ing to them for assistance. Little did they suspect that his 
only calamity was riches. 

The wife of Lope Sanchez shared his anxiety, but then she 
had ghostly comfort. We ought before this to have men- 
tioned that Lope, being rather a light, inconsiderate little 
man, Ms wife was accustomed, in all grave matters, to seek the 
counsel and ministry of her confessor, Ifray Simon, a sturdy, 
broad-shouldered, blue -bearded, bullet-headed friar of the 
neighbouring convent of San Fiuncisco, who was, in fact, the 
spiritual comforter of half the good wives of the neighbour- 
hood, He was, moreover, in great esteem among divers sister- 
hoods of nuns ; who requited him for his ghostly services by 
frequent presents of those little dainties and knick-knacks 
■manufactured in convents, such as delicate confections, sweet 
biscuits, and bottles of spiced cordials, found to be marvellous 
t;; ’ restoratives after fasts and vigils. 

■ Fray Simon thrived in the exercise of Ms functions. His 
oily skin glistened in the sunsMne as he toiled up the hill of 
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the Alhambra on a sultry day. Yet notwithstanding his sleek 
condition, the knotted rope round his waist showed the auste- 
rity of his self-discipline ; the multitude doffed their caps to 
him as a mirror of piety, and eyen the dogs scented the odour 
of sanctity that exhaled from his garments, and howled from 
their kennels as he passed. 

Such was Fray Simon, the spiritual counsellor of the comely 
yife of Lope Sanchez ; and as the frtlier confessor is the do- 
mestic confidant of woman in humble life in Spain, he wns 
soon made acquainted, in great secrecy, with the story of the 
hidden treasure. 

The friar opened eyes and mouth, and crossed himself a dozen 
times at the news. After a moment’s pause, “ Daughter of my 
soul !” Siiid he, “know that tliy husband has committed a double 
sin — a sin against both state and church 1 The treasure he 
hath thus seized upon for himself, being found in the royal 
domains, belongs of course to the erowm ; but being infidel 
wealth, rescued as it were from the rery fangs of Satan, should 
he devoted to the church. Still, however, the matter may be 
accommodated. Bring hither the myrtle wreath.” 

Wlien the good father beheld it, his eyes twinkled more than 
ever with admiration of the size and beauty of the emeralds. 
“ This,” said he, “ being the first fruits of this discovery, should 
be dedicated to pious purposes. I will hang it up as a votive 
offering before the image of San Francisco in our chapel, and 
will earnestly pray to him, this very night, that your husband 
be permitted to remain in quiet possession of your wealth. 

The good dame was delighted to make her peace with heaven 
at so cheap a rate ; and the friar, putting the wreath under his 
mantle, departed with saintly steps towards the convent. 

Wlien Lope Sanchez came home, his wife told him what had 
passed. He was excessively provoked, for he lacked his wife’s 
devotion, and had for some time groaned in secret at the do- 
mestic visitations of the friar. “ Woman,” said he, “ w-hat hast 
thou done? thou hast put everything at hazard by thy 
tattling.” 

“What!” cried the good woman, “would you forbid my 
disburtheniug my conscienco to my confessor 

ISTo, wife 1 confess as many of your own sins as you please ; 
bat as to this money-digging, it is a sin of my own, and niy 
conscience is very easy under the weight of it.” 
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There was no iisej iiowerer;, in complaining; the secret was 
toldj andj like water spilled on the sand, was not again to be 
gathered. Their only chance was, that the friar would be 
discreet. 

The next day, while Lope Sanchez was abroad, there was 
a linmble knocking at the door, and Fray Simon entered with 
meek and demiu-e countenance. 

^‘Daughter,” said he, have prayed earnestly to San 
Francisco, and ho lias heard my prayer. In the dead of the 
night the saint appeared to me in a dream, but with a fi'oxtm- 
ing aspect. ^ Why,’ said he, dost thou pray to me to dispense 
with this treasure of the Gentiles, when thou seest the poverty 
of my chapel ? Go to the house of Lope Sanchez, crave in 
my name a poidion of tlie Moorish gold, to furnish two candle- 
sticks for the main altar, and let him possess the residue in 

S ?5 * 

peace. 

When the good woman heard of this vision, she crossed 
herself with awe, and going to the secret pLice where Lope 
had hid the treasure, she filled a great leathern purse with 
pieces of Moorish gold, and gave it to the firiar. The pious 
monk bestowed upon her, in return, benedictions enough, if 
paid by Heaven, to enrich her race to the latest posterity ; 
then, slipping the purse into the sleeve of his habit, he folded 
his liands upon his breast, and departed ^dth an air of 
humble thankfulness. 

When Lope Sanchez heard of tliis second donation to the 
chiu'ch, he had well nigh lost his senses. " Unfortunate 
man,” cried he, what vdll become of me ? I shall be robbed 
by piecemeal ; I shall be ruined and brought to beggary !” 

It was with the utmost difficulty that his wife could j>acify 
him, by reminding him of the countless wealth that yet re- 
mained, and how considerate it was for San Francisco to rest 
contented with so very small a portion. 

Unluckily, Fray Simon had a number of poor relations to 
be provided for, not to mention some half-dozen sturdy bullet- 
headed orphan children and destitixte foundlings that he had 
taken under his care. He repeated his visits, therefore, from day 
to day, with solicitations on behalf of Saint Dominick, Saint 
Andrew, Saint James, until poor Lope was driven to despair, 
and found that, unless he got out of the reach of this holy 
friar, he should have to make peace offerings to every saint 
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in tlie calendar. He determined, tlievefore, to pack up hm 
remaining wealth, beat a secret retreat in the night, and make 
off to .another pai’t of the kingdom. 

Full of his project, he bought a stout mule for the piu’pose, 
and tethered it in a gloomy vault underneath the tower of 
the seven floors ; the very place from whence the Belludo, or 
goblin horse without a head, is said to issue forth at midnight, 
and to scour the streets of Granada, pursued by a pack of 
liell-honnds. Lope Sanchez had little frith in the story, but 
availed himself of the dimd occasioned by it, knowing that 
no one would be likely to pry into the subterranean stable of 
the phantom steed. He sent off his family in the course of 
the day, with orders to wait for him at a distant village of the 
Vega. As the night advanced, he conveyed his treasure to 
the vault under the tower, and having loaded his mule, he 
led it forth, aM cautiously descended the dusky avenue. 

Honest Lope had taken his measures wdth the utmost 
secixcy, imparting them to no one but tlie faithful wife of Iiis 
bosom. By some miraculous revelatiou, however, they became 
known to Fray Simon. The zealous friai* belield these infidel 
treasimes on the point of slipping for ever ou^fc of his grasp, 
and determined to have one more dash at them for the benefit 
of the cliui'oh and San Francisco. Accordingly, when the 
bells had rung for animas, and ail the Alhambra was quiet, 
he stole out of his convent, and, descending through the gate 
of justice, concealed himself among the thickets of roses and 
laurels that border the great avenue. Here he remained, 
counting the quarters of hours as they were soxuided on the 
hell of tlie watch-tower, and listening to the dreary hootings 
of owls, and the distant barking of dogs from the gipsy caverns. 

At length he heard the tramp of hoofs, and, through the 
gloom of the overshadowing trees, imperfectly beheld a steed 
descending the avenue. The sturdy friar chuckled at the 
idea of the knowing ton he w^as about to serve honest Lope. 

Tucking up the skirts of his habit, and wi’iggiing like a cat 
watching a mouse, he waited until his pre}?' was directly 
before liim, when darting forth from his leafy covert, and 
putting one hand on the shoulder and the other on the crup- 
per, he made a vault that would not have disgraced the jnost 
experienced master of equitation, and alighted well-forked 
astride the steed. “A ha !” said the sturdy friai', we shall 
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now see who best understands the game/*' He had scarce 
uttered the -^rords when the mule began to kick, and rear, and 
nhinge, and then set off Ml speed down the hill The friar 
attempted to check him, but in vain. He bounded from rook 
to rock, and bush to bush ; the ffiar s habit was torn to rib- 
bons and Mattered in the wind, his shaven poll received many 
a hard knock from the branches of the trees, and many a 
scratch from the brambles. To add to his terror and distress, 
he found a pack of seven hounds in frill cry at his heels, and 
perceived too late, that he vras actually mounted upon the 
terrible Belludo ! 


Away then they went, according to the ancient phrase, 
pull devil, pull friai‘ff down the great avenue, across the 
Plaza hTueva, along llie Zacatin, around the Yivairambla — 


never did limit sman and hound make a more furious run, or 
more infernal uproar. In vain did the friar invoke every saint 
:ji the calendar, and the holy virgin into the bargain ; eveiy 
time he mentioned a name of the kind it was like a fr’esh 


apjilicatioii of tiie spur, and made the Belludo bound as high 
as a house. Through the remainder of tlie night was the 
unlucky Fray Simon carried hither and thither, and whither 
ho would not, until every bone in his body ached, and he 
suffered a loss of leather too grievous to be mentioned. At 


length the crowing of a cock gave the signal of returning day. 
At the sound, the goblin steed wheeled about, and galloped 
back for his tower. Again he scoured the Yivairambla, the 
Zaoatin, the Plaza Nueva, and tlie avenue of fountains, the 
seven dogs yelling, and barking, and leaping up, and snapping 
at the heels of the terrified friar. The fh*st streak of day had 
just appeared as they reached the tower; here the goblin steed 
kicked up his heels, sent the friar a somerset through the air, 
plunged into the dark vault followed by tbe infernal pack, and 
a profound silence succeeded to the late deafening clamour. 

Was ever so diabolical a trick jfiayed off upon a holy friai*? 
A peasant going to his labours at early dawn, fduiid tlie un- 
fortunate Fray Simon lying under a fig-tree at the foot of the 
tower, but so bruised and bedevilled that he could neither 
speak nor move. He was conveyed with all care and tender- 
ness to his cell, and the story went that he had been waylaid 
and maltreated by robbers. A day or two elapsed before he 
recovered the use of his limbs ; he consoled himself, in the 
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meantime^ witli the tholights that though the nmie with the 
treasure had escaped him, he had preyiouslj had some rai’^3 
picking’s at the infidel spoils. His first care on being able t<^ 
use his limbs, was to search beneath his pallet, where he ha4 
secreted the myrtle wreath and the leathern pouches of goldl 
extracted from the piety of dame Sanchez. Wliat was his^ 
dismay at finding the wreath, in effect, but a withered branch T * 

of myrtle, and the leathern pouches filled with sand and gnivei I | | 

Fray Simon, with all his chagrin, had the discretion to hold 1 ? 

his tongue, for to betray the secret might draw on him the ; t 

ridicule of the public, and the punishment of his superior : it f 

was not until many years afterwards, on his death-bed, that I 

he rewealed to his confessor his iioctuiTial ride on the Belludo. I 

Kothing wars heard of Lope Sanchez for a long time after |* 

his disappearance from the Alhambra. His memory was | 

always cherished as that of a merry companion, though it was l| ; 

ffearcd from the care and melancholy observed in his conduct 
shortly before his mysterious departmc, that poverty and , 
disfress had driven him to some extremity. Some years 
afteiwards one of his old companions, an invalid soldier, being 
at Malaga, was knocked down and nearly run over by a coach || 

and six. The carriage stopped ; an old gentleman magnifi- f ’ 

cently dressed, wuth a bag wdg and sword, stepped out to j. 

assist the poor invalid. What was the astonishment of the f 

latter to behold in this gTand cavalier his old friend Lope 
Sanchez, -who was actually celebrating the marriage of his 
daughter Sanchica with one of the first gTancIees in the land. ll 
The carriage contained the bridal pai'ty. There was dame 
Sanchez, now gi*owui as round as a ban*el, and dressed out with 
feathers and jewels, and necklaces of pearls and necklaces of 
diamonds, and rings on every finger, and altogether a finery of 
apparel that had not been seen since the days of Queen Sheba. 

The little Sanchica had now^ grown to be a woman, and for 
gi'aee and beauty might have been mistaken for a duchess, if 
not a piinoess outright. The bridegroom sat beside her — 
rather a withered, spindle-shanked little man, but tliis only 
proved him to be of the true blue blood, a legitimate Spanish 
grandee being rarely above three cubits in stature. The 
match had been of the mother’s making. 

Eiches had not spoiled the hemi; of honest Lope. He kept 
his old comrade with him for several days ; feasted him like 
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I, a king, took liim to plays and bull-fights, and at length sent 
■ him away rejoicing, with a big bag of money for himself and 
' another to be distributed among his ancient messmates of the 
Alhambra. 

Lope always gave out that a rich brother had died in 
America and left him heir to a copper-mine ; but the shrewd 
gossips of the Alhambra insist that his wealth was all deriTed 
from his having discovered the secret guarded by the tw'o 
marble nymphs of the Alhambra. It is remarked that these 
very discreet statues continue, even unto the present day, 
with their eyes fixed most significantly on the same part of 
die wall ,• which leads many to suppose there is still some 
hidden treasure remaining there well worthy the attention of 
the enteipiising traveller. Though others, and particularly 
all female visitors, regard them vdth great complacency as 
lasting monuments of the fact that w-omen do kee}! a secret. 


MUHAMED ABU ALAHMAE, THE FOUNDER OF 
THE ALHAMBRA. 

Having dealt so freely in the marvellous legends of the 
Alhambra, I feel as if bound to give the reader a few fiiets 
concerning its sober history, or rather the history of those 
magnificent princes, its founder and finisher, to whom the 
world is indebted for so beautiful and romantic an oriental 
monument. To obtain these facts, I descended fr'om this 
region of firncy and fable, where everything is liable to take 
an imaginative tint, and carried my researches among the 
dusty tomes of the old Jesuits’ library in the university. 
This once boasted repository of erudition is now a mere 
shadow of its former self, having been stripped of its manu- 
scripts and rarest works by the French, when masters of 
Granada. Still it contains, among many ponderous tomes of 
polemics of the Jesuit fathers, several cmious tracts of Spanish 
literature; and, above all, a number of those antiquated, 
dusty, parchment-bound chronicles, for which I have peculiar 
veneration. 

In this old library I have passed many delightfril houi^s 
of quiet, undisturbed literary foraging, for the keys of the 
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doors and book-cases were kindly entrusted to me, and I was 
left alone to rummage at my leisure — a rare indulgence in 
tliese sanctuaries of learning', wliich too often tantalise the 
tliirsty student witb tlie sight of sealed fountains of knowledge. 

In the course of these Yisits I gleaned the following parti- 
Gulai'S coneex'ning the historical characters in question. 

The Moors of Granada regarded the Alhambra as a miracle 
of art, and had a tradition that the king who founded it dealt . 
in magic, or, at least, was versed in alchemy, by means . 
whereof he procured tlie immense sums of gold expended in ' 
its erection. A brief view of his reign will sliow the real 
secret of his wealth. 

The name of this monarch, as inscribed on the walls of 
some of the apartments, was Abu Abd’allah, (i e, the father 
of Abdallah.) but lie is commonly known in Moorish history 
as Miihamed Abu Alahmar, (or Maliomed, son of Alahmar,) 
or, simply, Abu Alahmar, for the sake of brevity. 

He was born in Arjoua in the year of the Hejera 591, of 
the Christian era 1195, of the noble family of the Bena Hasai’, 
or children of Hasar, and no expense was spared by his 
parents to fit him for the high station to which the opulence 
and dignity of Ms family entitled him. The Saracens of 
Spain were greatly advanced in civilization, every principal • 
city was a seat of learning and the arts, so that it was easy to 
command the most enlightened instructors for a youth of 
rank and fortune. Abu Alahmar, when he arrived at manly 
years, was appointed alcayde or governor of Arjoua and Jaen, 
and gained great popularity by his benignity and justice. 
Some years afterwards, on the death of Abou Hud, the 
Moorish power in Spain was broken into factions, and many 
places declared for Muhamed Abu Alahmai-. Being of a san- 
guine sj)irit, and lofty ambition, he seized upon the occasion, 
made a circuit through the country, and was everywhere 
received wdth acclamations. It was in the year 1238, that 
he entered Granada amidst the enthusiastic shouts of the 
multitude. He was proclaimed king with every demonstra- 
tion of joy, and soon became the head of the Moslems in 
Spain, being the first of the illustrious line of Beni Hasai 
fciiat had sat upon the throne. His reign was such as to 
render him a blessing to his subjects. He gave the command 
of his various cities to such as had distinguished themselves 
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by yalour and prudence, and -who seemed most acceptable to 
the people. He organized a vigilant police, and established 
rigid rules for the administration of justice. The poor and 
the distressed always found ready admission to his presence, 
and he attended personally to their assistance and redress. 
He erected hospitals for the blind, the aged, and infirm, and 
all those incapable of labour, and visited them frequently ; 
not on set days, -with pomp and form, so as to give time for 
everything to be put in order, and every abuse concealed, but 
suddenly and unexpectedly, informing himself, by actual 
observation and close inquiry, of the treatment of the sick, 
and the conduct of those appointed to administer to their 
relief. He founded schools and colleges, wiiich he visited in 
the same manner, inspecting personally the instruction of the 
youth. He established butcheries and pubhc ovens, that the 
people might be furnished vdth wholesome provisions at just 
and regular prices. He introduced abundant streams of 
water into the city, erecting baths and fountains, and con- 
structing aqueducts and canals to irrigate and fertilize the 
Vega. By these means prosperity and abundance prevailed 
in this beautiful city, its gates were thronged with commerce, 
and its warehouses filled with luxuries and merchandise of 
every clime and country. 

While Muhained Abu Alahmar was ruling his fair domains 
thus wisely and prosperously, he was suddenly menaced by 
the .horrors of war. The Chiistians, at that time, profiting 
by the dismemberment of the Moslem power, were rapidly 
regaining their ancient territories. James the Conqueror Iiad 
subjected all Valencia, and Ferdinand the Saint was carrying 
his victorious arms into Andalusia. The latter invested the 
city of Jaen, and swore not to raise his camp until he had 
gained possession of the place. Muhamed Abu Alahmar was 
. conscious of the insufficiency of his means to carry on a war 
with the potent sovereign of Castile. Taking a sudden ..reso- 
lution, therefore, he repaired privately to the Christian camp, 
and made his unexpected appearance in the presence of King 
Ferdinand. In me,” said he, you behold Muhamed, king 
of Granada; I confide in your good faith, and put myself 
under your protection. Take all I possess, and receive me as 
your vassal.” So saying, he knelt and kissed the king’s hand 
in token of submission. 

F ' 
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King Ferdinand was touclied hj tins instance of confiding 
faith, and determined not to be outdone in generosity. He 
raised his late rival from the earth, and embraced him as 
a friend, nor would he accept the wealth he offered, but 
received him as a vassal, leaving him sovereign of his domi- 
nions, on condition of paying a yearly tribute, attending the 
Cortes as one of the nobles of the empire, and serving him in 
war with a certain number of horsemen. 

It was not long after this that Muhamed was called upon, 
for his military services, to aid King Ferdinand in his famous 
siege of Seville. The Moorish king sallied forth with five 
hundred chosen horsemen of Granada, than whom none in the 
world knew better how to manage the steed or wield the 
lance. It was a melancholy and humiliating service, how^ever, 
for they had to draw the sword against their brethren of the 
faith. 

Muhamed gained a melancholy distinction by his prow^ess 
in this renowned conquest, but more true honour by the 
humanity which he prevailed U 2 :)on Ferdinand to introduce 
into the usages of war. When, in 1248, the famous city of 
Seville smTendered to the Castilian monarch, Muhamed 
returned sad, and full of care, to his dominions. He saw the 
gathering ills that menaced the Moslem cause ; and uttered 
an ejaculation often used by him in moments of anxiety and 
trouble — How straightened and wretched would be our life, 
if our hope were not so spacious and extensive !” 

" Que angoste y miserabile seria nuestra vida, sino faera tan 
dilatada y es 2 }aciosa nuestra esperanza !” 

W'hen the melancholy conqueror approached his beloved 
Granada, the people thronged forth to see him with impatient 
joy ; for they loved him as a benefactor. They had erected 
arches of triumph in honom- of his martial exploits, and where- 
ever he passed he was hailed with acclamations as £l Ghalib, 
or the conqueror. Muhamed shook his head ^rhen he heard 
the appellation. Wa la ghalib ila Aid exclaimed he. 
(There is no conqueror but God !) From that time forward 
he adopted this exclamation as a motto. He inscribed it on 
an oblique band across his escutcheon, and it continued to be 
the motto of his descendants. 

Muhamed had purchased peace by submission to the Chris- 
tian yoke ; but he knew that where the elements were so dis- 
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c'orclant, and the motives for hostility so deep and ancient, it 
could not be secure or permanent. Acting therefore upon an 
old maxinij thyself in peace; and clothe thyself in summer/’ 

he improved the present interval of ti'anquillity by fortifying 
his dominions and replenishing his arsenalS; and by promoting 
those nseful arts which give wealth and real power to an em- 
pire. He gave premiums and privileges to the best artisans ; 
improved the breed of hoi-ses and other domestic animals ; en- 
couraged- Juisbancky ; and increased the natural fertility of 
the soil two-fold by hds protection, making the lovely valleys 
of his kingdom to bloom like gardens. He fostered also the 
growth and fabrication of silli, until the looms of Granada 
surpassed even those of Syria in the fineness and beauty of 
their productions. He moreover caused the mines of gold 
and silver and other metals, fonnd in the monntaiiious regions 
of his dominions to be diligently worked, and was the first king 
of Granada who struck money of gold and silver with Ms name, 
taking great care that the coins should be sldlfully executed. 

It was about this time, towards the middle of the thirteenth 
century, and just after his retium from the siege of Seville, 
that he commenced the splendid palace of the Alhambra ; su- 
perintending the building of it in person ; mingling frequently 
among the artists and workmen, and directing their labours. 

Though thus magnificent in Ms works and great in his 
enterprises, he was simple in his person and moderate in his 
enjoyments. His dress was not merely void of splendoiir, 
but so plain as not to distinguish Mm from Ms subjects. His 
harem boasted but few beauties, and these heidsited but seldom, 
though they were entertained with great magnificence. His 
wives were daughters of the principal nobles, and were treated 
by him as firieiids and rational companions. What is more, 
he managed to make them live as fnencls with one another. 
He passed much of Ms time in his gardens ; especially in 
those of the Alhambra, wMch he had stored with the rarest 
plants and the most beautiful and aromatic flowers. Here he 
delighted himself in reading histories, or in causing them to 
be read and related to him, and sometimes, in intervals of 
leisure, employed himself in the instruction of Ms three sons, 
for whom he had provided the most learned and virtuous 
masters. 

As he bad /rankly and voluntarily offered Mmself a trlbu- 

p 2 
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fcary vassal to Ferdinand^ so lie always remained loyal to his 
word, giving him repeated proofs of fidelity and attachment. 
When that renowned monarch died in Seville in 1254, 
l^Inhanied Abn Alahmar sent ambassadors to condole with 
his successor Alonzo X., and with them a gallant train of 
a hundred Moorish cavaliers of distinguished rank, who ivere 
to attend, each bearing a lighted taper, round the royal bier, 
during the funeral ceremonies. This grand testimonial of 
respect w^as repeated by the Moslem monarch during the 
remainder of his life on each anniversary of the death of. 
King Iferdinando ei Santo, when the hundred Moorish knights 
repaired from Granada to Seville, and took their stations with 
lighted tapers in the centre of the sumptuous cathechal round 
the cenotaph of the illustrious deceased 

Muhamed Abu Alahmar retained his faculties and vigour 
to an advanced age. In Ills seventy-ninth year he took the 
held on horseback, accompanied by the flower of his chivalry, 
to resist an invasion of his territories. As the army sallied 
foifk from Giunada, one of the principal adalides, or guides, 
who rode in the advance, accidentally broke his lance against 
the arch of the gate. The councillors of the king, alarmed 
by this circumstance, which wus considered an evil omen, 
entreated him to return. Their supplications w^ere in vain. 
Tlie king persisted^ and at noontide the omen, say the Moorish 
clii’oniclers, was . fatally fulfilled. Muiiamed was suddenly 
struck with iUness, and had nearly fallen from his horse. He 
was placed on a litter, and borne back towards Granada, but 
his illness increased to such a degree that they were obliged 
to pitch his tent in the Vega. His physicians w'ere filled -with 
consternation, not knowung what remedy to prescribe. In 
a few hours he died, vomiting blood, and in violent convul- 
i^ions. The Castilian prince, Bon Philip, brother of Alonzo X., 

V as by his side vrhen he expired. His body was embalnied, 
er closed in a silver coffin, and buried in the Alhambra in 
a sepulchre of precious marble, amidst the unfeigned lamen- 
tations of his subjects, who bewmled him as a parent. 

Such was the enlightened patriot prince who founded the 
Alhambra, whose name remains emblazoned among its most 
delicate and gTacefiil ornaments, and whose memory is calcu- 
lated to inspire the loftiest associations in those who tread 
these fading scenes of his magnificence and gioiy. Tliough 
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his uiiclertakings were vast^ and his expenditures immense, 
yet his treasury was always full ; and this seeming contra- 
diction gave rise to the story that he was versed in magic 
art, and possessed of the secret for transmuting baser metals 
into gold. Those who have attended to his domestic policy, 
as here set forth, will easily understand the natural magic and 
simple alchemy which made his ample treasmy to oveiHow. 


YUSEF ABUL HAGIU, THE FINISHEE OF THE 
ALHAMBEA. 

BeoIxITH the governor’s apartment in the Alliambra, is the 
royal mosque, where the Moorish monarchs performed their 
private devotions. Though consecrated as a Catholic chapel, 
it still bears traces of its Moslem origin ; the Saracenic columns 
with their gilded capitals, and the latticed gallery for the 
females of the Harem, may yet be seen, and the escutcheons 
of the Moorish kings are mingled on the walls with those of 
the Castilian sovereigns. 

In this consecrated place perished the illustrious Yusef Abul 
Hagig, the high-minded i)iince who completed the Alhambra, 
and who for his virtues and endowments deserves almost 
equal renown with its magnanimous founder. It is with 
pleasure I draw forth from the obscurity in which it has too 
long remained, the name of another of those princes of a de- 
parted and almost forgotten race, who reigned in elegance and 
splendour in Andalusia, when all Europe was in comparative 
I ' barbarism. 

r Yusef Abul Hagig, (or, as it is sometimes written, Haxis,) 
;• ascended the throne of Granada in the year 1333, and his pei- 
5 sonal appearance and mental qualities were such as to win all 
I hearts, and to awaken anticipations of a beneficent and pro- 
I sperous reign. He was of a noble presence, and great bodily 
I strengtii, united to manly beauty ; his complexion was exceed- 
V ing fivir, and, according to the Arabian chroniclers, he height- 
; ened the gravity and majesty of his appearance by suffering 
his beard to grow to a dignified length, and dyeing it black, 
had an excellent memory, well stored with science and 



214 


YUSEF ABUL HAGIG* 


erudition ; lie Yras of a lively genius, and accounted the best 
poet of his time, and his manners were gentle, affable, and 
urbane. Yusef possessed the courage common to all generous 
spirits, but his genius was more cultivated for peace than vrar, |’ 
and though obliged to take up arms repeatedly in his time, he| 
was generally unfortunate. He carried the benignity of hisf 
nature into warfare, prohibiting all wanton cruelty, and en-j 
joining mercy and protection towards women and children, 
the aged and infirm, and all friars and persons of holy and 
recluse life. Among other ill-starred enterprises, he under- 
took a gi'eat campaign, in conjunction with the king of Mo- 
rocco, against the kings of Castile and Portugal, but was 
defeated in the ■ memorable battle of Salado ; a disastrous 
reverse, which had nearly proved a death-blow to the Moslem 
power in Spain. 

Yusef obtained a long truce after this defeat, during which 
time he devoted himself to the instruction of his people, and 
the improvement of their moi’iils and manners. For this 
purpose he established schools in all the villages, with simple 
and uniform systems of education , he obliged every hamlet 
of more than twelve houses to have a mosque, and prohibited 
various abuses and indecorums that had been introduced into 
the ceremonies of religion and the festivals and public amuse- 
ments of the people. He attended vigilantly to the police of 
the city, establishing nocturnal giiai’ds and patrols, and super- 
intending all municipal concerns. His attention was also 
directed towards finishing the great architectural works com- 
menced by his predecessors, and erecting others on his own 
plans. The Alhambra, which had been founded by the good 
Abu Alahmar, was now completed. Yusef constructed the 
beautiful gate of justice, forming the grand entrance to the 
fortress, which he finished in 134-8. He likewise adorned 
many of the courts and halls of the palace, as may be seen by 
the inscrijitions on the walls, in which his name repeatedly 
occurs. He built also the noble Alcazar or citadel of I^lalaga, 
now, unfortunately, a mere mass of crumbling ruins, but 
which most probably exhibited in its interior similar elegance 
and magnificence with the Alhambra. 

The genius of a sovereign stamps a character upon his time. 
The nobles of Granada, imitating the elegant and graceful 
taste of Yusef, soon filled the city of Granada with magnificent 
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palaces ; the halls of which were paved with mosaic^ the walls 
and ceilings wrought in fretwork, and delicately gilded and 
painted with azure, vermilion, and other brilliant coloui's, or 
minutely inlaid with cedar and other precious woods ; speci- 
mens of which have survived, in all their lustre, the lapse of 
several centuries. Many of the houses had fountains which 
threw up jets of water to refresh and cool the air. . They had 
lofty towers also, of wood or stone, curiously carved and orna- 
mented, and covered with plates of metal that glittered in the 
sun. Such w-as the refined and delicate taste in ai'chitectore 
that prevailed among this elegunt people : insomuch that, to 
use the beautiful simile of an Ai'abian widter, Granada, in 
the days of Yusef, was as a silver vase filled with emeralds 
and jacynths.” 

One anedote will be sufficient to show the magnanimity of 
this generous prince. The long truce which had succeeded 
the battle of Salado was at an end, and every effort of Yusef to 
renew it was in vain. His deadly foe, Alonzo XI. of Castile, 
took the field with great force, and laid siege to Gibraltar. 
Yusef reluctantly took np arms and sent troops to the relief 
of the place ; when in the midst of his anxiety, he received 
tidings that his dreaded foe had suddenly fallen a victim to 
the plague. Instead of manifesting exultation on the occasion, 
Yusef called to mind the great qualities of the deceased, 
and was touched with a noble sorrow. ^^Alasl” cried he, 

“ the world has lost one of its most excellent piinces ; a sove- 
reign who knew how to honour merit, whether in friend or 
foe !” 

The Spanish chroniclers themselves bear witness to this 
magnanimity. According to their accounts, the Moorish 
cavaliers partook of the sentiment of their king, and put on 
mourning for the death of Alonzo. Even those of Gibraltar, 
who had been so closely invested, when they knew that the 
hostile monarch lay dead in his camp, determined among 
themselves that no hostile movement should be made against 
the Christians. The day on which the camp was broken up, 
and the army departed, bearing the coi’ps of Aionzo, the 
Moors is>sued in multitiides from Gibraltar, and stood mute 
and melancholy, watching the inoiumful pageant. The same 
reverence for the deceased was observed by ail the Moorish 
commanders on the ftrontiers, who suffered the funeral train 
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to pass in safety, bearing tlie corpse of the Christian soTereign 
from Gibraltar to SeYille."^^ 

Ynsef did not long, snryive the enemy he had so generously 
deplored. In the year 1854, as he was one day praying in the 
royal mosque of the Alhambra, a maniac rushed suddenly from 
behind and plunged a dagger in his side. The cries of the 
king brought his guards and courtiers to his assistance. They 
found him weltering in his blood, and in convulsions. He 
was borne to the royal apai'tments, hut expired almost im- 
mediately. The murderer was cut to pieces, and his limbs 
burnt in public, to gratify the fury of the populace. 

The body of the king was interred in a siiperh sepiilchre of 
white marble; a long epitaph in letters of gold upon an azure 
gi'ound recorded his vii*tues : ‘‘ Here lies a king and martyr, 
of an illustrious line, gentle, learned, and virtuous ; renoviied 
for the graces of his person and his manners, whose clemency, 
piety, and benevolence, were extolled throughout the kingdom 
of Granada. He was a great prince ; an illustrious captain ; 
a sharp sword of the Moslems ; a valiant standard-bearer 
among the most potent monarchs,” &c. 

The mosque still remains which once resounded with the 
dying cries of Yusef, but the monument which recorded his 
virtues has long since disappeared. His name, however, 
remains inscribed among the ornaments of the Alhambra, and 
will be perpetuated in connexion with this renowned pile, 
which it was his pride and delight to beautify. 

* Y los moros que estahan en la villa y Castillo de Gibraltar des- 
pues que sopieron que el Rey Bon Alonzo era muerto, ordenaron entresi 
que ninguno non fuesse osado de fazer ningun movimiento contra los 
Christianos, nin mover pelear contra ellos, estovierun todos quedos y 
dezian entre ellos qui aquel dia muriera un noble rey y Gran principe 
ie] mimdo.’’ 
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ACCOUNT OF THE PEINCIPAL SEATS OF THE 
MAHOMETAN EMPIEE IN SPAIN. 

BT THE 

PET. HARTWELL HORNE. 

(Selected from his “ History op the Mahomebah Empire nr Spain,” 
written as letterpress to Murphy's splendid pictorial work, The 
Arabian Antiquities op Spain ”) 

Mr. Irving’s narratives have shown with what rapidity 
the Moslems conquered the Spanish Peninsula, together with 
the rise, progress, and declension of the Mahometan power. 
Almost the whole of that country, as well as Portugal, yielded 
to the victorious arms of the Arabs, ' The two principal seats 
of government, which still exhibit striking remains of Ai'abian 
art, were Cordova and Granada : the former city became the 
metropolis of the Khilahit under Abdurrahman 1. ; and the latter 
w’as the capital of the kingdom of Granada, founded by Mu- 
hammad ibnu-l-Ahmar, in the year of the Hejira 634, a. j>. 
1236. On the decline of Cordova, the governors of the prin- 
cipal towns arrogated to themselves the powers and title oi 
royalty ; and hence Toledo, Saragossa, Seville, Yalencia, Murcia, 
Badajos, and some other less important places, had their 
respective sovereigns. In consequence of their mutual jea- 
lousies, frequent wars, massacres, and intestine commotions, 
these petty monarchs were gradually subdued by the arms of 
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ArragoB; CastiUe, and Leon ; while the little kingdom of Gra- 
nada, reinforced by fugitive Moslems from the cities conquered 
by the Spaniards, continued for three successive centnries to 
increase in population, wealth, and civilization ; and was go- 
verned by the laws and religion of Muhammad, lintii it was 
finally destroyed by Ferdinand and Isabella, in 1492. 

The industry and commercial enterprise of the Arabs, which 
were encouraged by the wise policy of their greatest monarchs, 
contributed both to enrich and to adorn their country j and 
the remains of Arabian art still existing in Spain, together 
with the united testimonies of their historians, impress the 
mind with a high sense of their former grandeur. 


ACCOUNT OF GRANADA AND THE ALHAMBRA. 

The kingdom of Granada, which formed part of the Roman 
province of Bcotica in ancient Spain, was founded by Mu- 
hammad L, surnamed Ibnu-l-Ahmar, and, under his succes- 
sors, acquired great celebrity. It comprised those parts of 
Spain which lie in the south-eastern corner of the peninsula ; 
and, in its most flourishing period, never exceeded seventy 
leagues in length from east to west, and twenty-five in breadth 
from north to south. This kingdom is stated by its historian, 
Ihnu-l Khatib, better known by the name of Alkhatih, to have 
contained thii'ty-three regions, or districts, which he briefly 
enumerates and desciibes ; together with their principa- 
lities : but, as it is by no means easy to ascertain the Ara- 
bian names of these places, onr attention will necessarily be 
confined to the cities of Granada and Seville. 

The ancient history of Granada, previously to the time of 
the Moors, is involved in impenetrable obscurity. The Gra- 
nadine antiquaries, indeed, insi.st that this city was a colony 
of the Phoenicians, known to the Romans by the name of 
Illiberia : f but the earliest authentic notice which we have 

^ Ibnu-1 Eliatib, in Casiri’s Bibliotfieca Arabieo-Escuriaiensis, t. ii 
pp. 246— 260. 

t Eaze.-, as cited by Pedraza, states this city to have been founded 
by the Hebrews, and that it was called the Jews’ city : and, according 
to the Spanish antiquarian, the most ancient towers and walls are of 
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of its existence, does not cany its origin Mgher than the time 
of the Spanish Arabs, by whom it appears to hawe been 
founded in the third century of the Hejira, or the tenth cen- 
tury of the Christian era, at which time it formed part of the 
Khilafat of Cordova. In the year of the Hejira 634 (a.d. 
1236), it iDecame the metropolis of the kingdom of Granada, 
then recently established, and the splendid monuments of 
Arabian architecture which still remain, exhibit permanent 
memorials of the taste and splendour of its Mahometan sove- 
reigns. 

Granada, says Ibnu-1 Khatib, by foreigners * called Gara- 
nata, or the city of strangers, by the Arabs the Damascus of 
Spain, formerly belonged to the celebrated city of Aibira, 
whence it was "distant about four miles. By the mild tem- 
perature of its climate, and the other qualities of its soil, it 
certainly is not unlike to Damascus : and its distance from 
Cordova, the first and ancient residence of the western Khalifs, 
is about ninety miles south-east. Granada is fui’ther de- 
scribed as “ the" metropolis of the most maritime towns — ^the 
proud head of the whole kingdom — ^the noble emporium of 
merchants — ^the most beneficent parent of sailors — ^the resort 
and receptacle of strangers from every part of the earth — 
the peiyetual garden of fruits rapidly succeeding each other 
—the most grateful abode of men — the public treasury — ^the 
city most famous for its fields and fortifications — ^an immense 
sea of grain and of most excellent leguminous plants, and a 
fertile mine of silk and sugar.” That these lofty titles were 
not misapplied or exaggerated by the partial affection of a 
native vTiter, will readily appear from the following descrip- 


PhoeniciaB workmanship. Pedraza, however, it must be observed, was 
not very careful in the authorities he consulted. Much iearned trifling 
has been bestowed by antiquarians, in conjectures on the probable de- 
rivation of the name of this city. The most favourite and generally 
received opinion (which perhaps is as well founded as any other) is, 
that it is so called from the resemblance which its position bears to a 
ripe pomegranate (Granatum ) ; the two hills on which the city stands 
representing the bursting skin, and the houses, which are crowded into 
the intermediate valley, the pips. In conformity with this notion, the 
arms of Granada are, a crowned pomegranate, half open, showing the 
coloured seeds, in a field argent; and they are affixed to everv gate or 
ornamtmted post in the streets and public walls. 

* By foreigners he means Hebrews, or Phoenicians, 



222 


APPENDIX. 


tion of its situation, and of the noble edifices by which it was 
adorned. 

At a short distance from the city rises a mountain, called 
the Sierra (Nevada) j celebrated for the whiteness of its snows, 
and the excellence of its waters. To this must be added the 
salubrity of the air, numerous most delightful gardens, to- 
gether with a great variety of plants, and the choicest 
aromatics. Among its rai'e gifts, this is pre-eminent, that 
corn-fields, meadows, and pastures, may be seen in any season 
of the year. Its territory abounds with gold, silver, lead, 
iron, tutty, marcasites, and sapphire stones : among the plants 
growing on its mountains, and also in the marshes, are to he 
found the sulphur-wort, gentian, and spikenard. Here, also, 
is obtained the kermes,"^ with which a scarlet dye is imparted 
to silk ; and of this article a sufficient quantity is raised both 
for domestic consumption, and also for the purposes of com- 
merce. The silken stufis, manufactured from it, are deserv- 
edly reputed to be far superior to those of Assyria, in beauty, 
softness, and fineness of texture.” 

^^The surrounding country is most delightful, rivalling 
indeed the beautiful fields of Damascus, and equally conve- 
nient for 2'iding or walking, by day or by night. It naturally 
spreads into a plain, t that is watered by brooks and rivers ; 

*■ The Coccas Ilicis of Naturalists : this insect was anciently sup- 
posed to be a heny. 

f This plain is now called the Tega de Granada ; and though not cul- 
tivated to the same extent, and with the same ability, which the Spanish 
Arabs bestowed upon it, it is still one of the most delightful spots the 
traveller can behold. Meadows, corn-fields, rivers, forests, and woods, 
interspersed with villas, and bounded by mountains, whose summits are 
covered with peipetual snows, while their declivities are covered with 
vineyards, olive, orange, citron, and mulberry trees, ai’e here to be 
seen in rich abundance; and altogether present a rare spectacle of 
luxuriance and beauty. Few places, indeed, offer a more striking 
assemblage of objects deserving the attention of the antiquarian, the 
naturalist, and the artist. ‘‘Ye-stiges of Punic, Komaii, and Arabian 
works. Mountains pregnant with minerals and marbles. Grand 
romantic scenes, which may invite the pencil of' a Poussin or a Claude. 
The fruitful vale, or paradise, as it has been often called, fronting the 
city is^one of the finest pictures in nature ; it is computed atone hundred 
miles in circuit. This ample space is decked in perennial verdure, the 
emblem of immortality. For though the adjacent promontory is inces- 
santly crowned with snow, the inclemency of the seasons is unknown in 
the valley. Spring and autumn assume the place of winter, and the 
heat of summer is tempered hy the vicinity of the mountains, and the 
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and in every direction there appear villages and gardens, 
which are adorned by beautiful buildings, trees, and plants ; 
while the circumjacent hills and mountains, for the space of 
forty miles, encompass the plain nearly in the form of a semi» 
circle. At the extremity of this plain stands the noble city of 
Granada ; which, with its elevated suburbs resting on five hills, 
rises partly on delightful acclivities, and partly extends itself 
into the plain, covered with buildings occupied by a numerous 
population as far as the place called Cor-Alnahl. Language, 
indeed, can -with difficulty describe how happy, how charming 
it is rendered by the softness of the am, the mildness of the 
climate, the bridges over the river, the splendour of the 
temples, and the convenience of its market-places. The city 
is divided by the river Darro ; which flows from the east, and 
forming a junction with the Singiiis, waters the whole plain ; 
and wiiich, like the hlile, after being augmented by numerous 
tributary rivulets and brooks, swells into a broad stream, and 
flows on to Seville (Hispalis).” 

In Granada, there was a garden attached to every house, 
and planted with orange, lemon, citron, laurel, myrtle, and 
other odoriferous trees and plants ; whose fragrance purifled 
the air, and promoted the health of the inhabitants. All the 
houses were supplied with running water; and in eveiy street, 
through the munificence of successive sovereigns, there were 
copious fountains for the public convenience, and fdr the per- 
formance of religious ablutions : whatever, in short, could 
tend to promote the convenience and comfort of life, was here 
to be found in the richest profusion. The houses in the 
Albayciu (the highest quarter of the city) which in the time 
of the Moors were ten thousand in number, were particularly 
elegant ; being beautifully ornamented with damasquina 
work.^ The surplus of the abundant crops of corn, produced 
by the exuberant fertility of the soil, was deposited in num- 

cry«?tal waters whicli nourish the trees and plants whose images they 
retlcct. But the principal sources of fertilization are the numerous 
streams descending from the surrounding heights, which rapidly enter 
the vale, yet they slacken their speed as they adyanee and vary their 
coarse, and in playful windings slowly glide along the level lawn, as if 
unwilling to leave such delightful groves.” 

* The Damasquina work above mentioned, was a peculiar kind of 
stucco ornament, originally invented at Damascus, whence its name is 
derived. 
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berless granaries, excavated in the sides of the moimtains ; 
and the caves thus formed, in our days furnish a wretched 
abode to gypsies, who abound in this part of the peninsula. 
Granada had formerly twenty gates. A few of these only are 
now entire, but the ruins of most of the rest are still in 
existence. 

Enjoying a still more delightful prospect, on the opposite 
side, there rises as it were another city, called Alhamra,'^^’ con- 
taining the royal residence. Here are seen lofty towers, very 
strongly fortified citadels, superb palaces, and other splendid 
edifices, the view of which fills the spectator’s mind with 
admiration. Here a vast mass of water, -whose loud mur- 
muring noise is heard at a distance, flows from various springs, 
and irrigates both the fields and meadows. The outer walls 
of the city of Granada are surrounded by most choice and 
spacious gardens, where the trees are so thickly set as to 
resemble hedges ; yet not so as to obstruct the view of the 
beautiful towers of the Alhambra, which sparkle like stars 
among the leaves. Ho spot, in short, is without its orchards, 
vineyards, and gardens ; and so abundant is the produce of 
fruits and vegetables, reared on the widely-extended plain, 
that the wealth alone of the first princes can equal their 
annual value.” The clear income from each garden was com- 
puted at five hundred golden crowms (aiuei), out of which it 
paid thirty minee to the king. Further, around these gardens 
lay fields of various cultm^e, clothed with perpetual verdure, 
and yielding some kind of produce or other at every season of 
the year. Thus a constant succession of crops was obtained, 
and an annual rent was produced, amounting to twenty-five 
thousand golden crowns, equivalent perhaps to about 15 , 000 ^. 
sterling, — an immense sum of money at -that time, when wheat 
was sold at the rate of about sixpence per bushel. 

Or Medinat Alhamra (usually but erroneously written Alhambra), 
that is, the Red City, for which appellation various reasons have been 
as.signed. According to some Arabian authors, it was thus termed from 
the colour of the materials with which it was built : others think it a 
corruption of Alhamar, the Arabian tribe from which its founder, 
Mahomet Algaleb Billah, was descended, lbnu-1 Khatib, however, 
derives its name from the circumstance of the workmen having wrought 
at it ])y night, by the light of candles. By the modern Spaniards, this 
superb edifice is designated la Sierra del Sol, or mountain of the sun 
because, by its elevation on a high mountain, it is exposed to the rising 
sun. 
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Here, also, may the spectator behold the royal demesnes, 
which are rendered wonderfully pleasant by rows of trees, and 
by a Yaricty of plants, — ^lofty towers rising with a charming 
aspect, — a spaciously-extended plain, and waters constantly 
flowing, for the use of the liatlis, and for toning mills ; the 
revenue thence derived is appropriated to supporting the for- 
tifications of the city. The royal farms cover the space of 
about twenty miles, and are cultivated and adorned by nu- 
merous able-bodied husbandmen, and choice animals. In 
most of them are castles, mills, and mosques : and to these 
ornaments of the farms must be added, — ^vdiat is of the utmost 
importiince in rural economy, — the exuberant fertility of the 
soil. Many towns, clistinguislieci for their population and 
their produce, lie scattered around the royal estates ; some 
of these are laid down to pasture, while others are ajjpro- 
priated to tillage. To these succeed villages, hamlets, and 
other very populous plates, amounting in all to upwards of 
three hmidi'ed. The number of colleges and places of worship, 
is fifty ; and without the city walls more than one hundred 
and thirty water-mills are computed to be at work.” 

The chief ornament of Granada, during the empire of the 
Spanish Arabs, ar well as in the present day, is, unquestionably, 
the royal Alcazar,* or fortress and palace of Alhambra, which 
was founded by Muhammad Abu Abdillah Ben Nasr, sur- 
iiamed Alghaleb Billali, the second sovereign of Granada ; 
who defrayed the ex|)ense of its erection by a tribute imposed 
on his conquered subjects. He superintended the building in 
person ; and, when it vras completed, he made it the royal 
residence. The same fortunate monarch also foiijified the 
mountain on which it is situated and, during the whole of 
his reign, appropriated an ample portion of His treasures 
towards improving and perfecting it.f 

* This is corrupted from the Arabic word A1 Caviar, which sigiiihes 
of Caesar, and has been retained by the Arabs since the days of Julius 
Caesar ; who conferred upon one of their tribes the exclusive privilege 
of rearing and trading in silk. Hence, they called the public building 
where it was sold, by the name of Gayzar, or the house of Caesar. After- 
wards, when the victorious Moslems carried their arms into Spain, they 
introduced the culture of silk, together with their appellation of the 
building where it was sold, though, in i)rogres3 of time, other articles 
besides silk were there exposed to sale. 

t For views of the Alhambra, and its various superb apartments and 

a 
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Tlie successors of Abu Abdillali took great delight in 
embellishing, or in making additions to the Alhambra, par- 
ticularly his son Muhammad II., and his grandson Muham- 
mad III ; the latter erected and richly endowed a mosque, 
of beautiful arcliitectoe, which was splendidly decorated with 
mosaics, its roof being supported by large pillars curiously 
Yvu^ouglit, the capitals and bases of which were of silver. The 
Arabian historian calls this edifice a rare and admirable 
work, every way worthy of that incomparable prince. But 
the sovereign who put the finishing hand to this palace was 
Yusuf Ben Ismael Ben Pharagi, surnamed Abu-1 Hajjaj, an 
accomplished poet and scholar, as well as a lover of the fine 
arts, who reigned from the year of Hejira 7 32 to7 55 , a. d. 1331 to 
1 354. His last work in the Alhambra w^as the square tow^er, 
forming the present principal entrance into the fortress, and 
which the inscription over it states to have been erected 
AH. 740, or xAD. 1348. 

ARRANGEMENT OF THE ALHATMBRA. 

Like Windsor Castle, the palace of the AUiambra is situated 
upon the northern brow of a steep hill, commanding an ex- | 
tensive prospect over a beautiful countiy, and towering with i 
venerable asjDect above the city of Granada. The sides towards 
the citadel ai’e so dilapidated, or encumbered wdth modem 
buildings, that very few traces are visible of the ancient ex- 
ternal walls. But the interior remains of the palace are in 
tolerable preservation, and present a striking picture of the 
romantic magnificence of its former kings. How strange does 
every object in this edifice appear 1 how different from all that 
w^e are accustomed to behold 1 Yet, even in its present de- 
serted state, we recognise in the architectiue the condition of 
tlie owmer, the seat of power, and the gravity of the Arabian 
character. But the splendour of the tmbaned monarch has 
vanished, and the throne of the son of Kasr is filled by bats 
and owls. 

Shiij)le and natural is the general distribution. The courts, 
fer instance, which in our mansions are usually dull and un- 

decorations. see Mr. Murphy’s ''Arabian xlntiquitics of Spain,'’ Plates X. 
and following; in which they are faithfully delineated, and' admirably 
eiigraved. 
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interesting, are here so planned as to seem a contiimati.oii of 
the series^of apartments 3 and, the -whole being upon the same 
level plane tlmonghout, in its primitive state the prospect 
must have been enchanting : halls and galleries, porticos and 
&3liimns, arches, mosaics, and balsamic plants and dowers of 
various hues, were seen through the haze of spiuying fonn- 
taiiis. Although the Arabs were unacquainted with perspec- 
tive, yet their architectural scenery is truly picturesque, and 
well calculated to make a small building appear lai’ger than 
it really is. Instead of the costly works of classic art, they 
Milorned the conrts and liararn with the simple producilons 
of nature, and blessed the God of Mahomet for having given 
them original pictures instead of copies. In every part of the 
palace they had vrater in abundance, and a perfect control 
over it j nkking it high or low, visible or invisible, at pleasure 
— sometimes spouting in the air, dispersing the doating mias- 
mata, and tempering the aridity of the atmosphei’e. At other 
times they spread out in the midst of a court a large oblong 
sheet, in -wliich were seen buildings, fountains, dgures, and 
a serene azure sky. The verge was bordered by wMte marble 
dags, having a long narrow bed of roses ranged on either side : 
a perennial stream stole in at one end of the sheet, and out at 
the other ; leaving the surface, on a plane vith the doors, 
smooth and even as the glass -door of the hall of audience, in 
which Solomon received the Queen of Sheba. 

In every apartment two currents of air were constantly in 
motion, apertures being formed near the ceiling to discharge 
the warm and unwholesome air, which the pure inferior 
current forced upwards. By means of tubes or calediicts of 
baked earth, placed in the walls, a subterraneous hypocaiist 
diffused wamith, not only through the -whole rang'e of the 
baths, but to all the contiguous upper apartments, where 
warmth was required. The doors are generally veiy large, 
and sparingly introduced. Except in the side of the edifice 
; towards tlie precipice, vrhere the prospect is very grand, the 
windows are so placed as to confine the view to the interior 
' of the palace. The puip)ort of an inscription in one of the 
; apartments is to this effect : My windows admit the light 
; and exclude the view of external objects, lest the beauties^ of 
J nature should divert your attention from the beauties of my 
i work ” " ' 
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The arabesques, paintings, and mosaics, which are finished 
with great care and accuracy, give a consequence and interest 
even to the smallest apartment. Instead of being papered or 
wainscoted, the walls are covered \\ith arabesques, which had 
been cast in moulds, in a peculiar manner, and afterwards 
joined together, although no separation aj^pears.'^' The reced- 
ing ornaments are iliiuninated in just gradations with leaf 
gold, pink, light blue, and dusky purple : the first colour is the 
nearest, the last the most distant from the eye, but the general 
surfiice is w'hite. A multitude of sculptures, of unequal pro- 
jection, creates confusion ; an error that is avoided in this 
place, where the ornaments are produced by incision, and 
their boundless number excites an artificial infinity. Exter- 
nail}’’, where projections are necessary, the line of continuity is 
uniformly observed in every distinct series of parts. The domes 
and arcades are also formed of ornamented casts, which are 
almost as light as wood, and as durable as marble : specimens 
of the composition of which they are formed, imiy be seen in 
the early -works of the Arabs, unimpaired after a lapse of ten 
centuries. They appear to have been well acqiiaiiited with 
the properties of the carbonate of selenite. 

The lower part of the walls, to the height of about four feet, 
is covered with porcelain mosaics of various figures and colours ; 
and it appears from a few" remaining fivagments, that the fioors 
and columns of some of the apartments w"ere also covered with 
similar mosaics. The Arabs took great pleasure in these deco- 
rations, a luxury unknown to their Gothic contemporaries, 
wiio skirted their halls with mats, and covered the floors with 
bulrushes. 

Since the conquest of Granada by Ferdinand and Isabella, 
in the year 1492, the Alhambra has undergone various altei-a- 
tioiis. Induced by the beauty of its situation, and the purity 
of tl'ie air, the Emperor Charles V. caused a magnificent palace 
to be commenced on the ruins of the offices of the old Moorish 
l^alace, probably with the view of making it his constant resi- 
dence. But, in consequence of the continual wmrs in wiiich ; ' 
he w"as engaged, together %yith liis frequent absences from 
Spain, a suite of apartments, handsomely decorated in the 

See delineations of these arahesqnes and mosaics, in hlnrphys 
Arabian Antiquities of Spain, Plates XLIX. to LXY. and LXXTOL ‘ 
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Spanish style, is all that v^as constructed : and these, like the 
rest of the Alhambra, are falling rapidly to decay, through 
neglect. At present, the walls are defaced ; the paintings faded ; 
the wood-work is decayed, and festoons of cobwebs are seen 
haiip’ino’ from the ceilings. In the works of the Arabs, on the 
confraiy, the walls remain unaltered, except by the injmies 
indicted by the hand of mam The colours of the painting-s, 
in wliich there is no mixture of oil, on removing the particles 
of dust, appear to have preserved their brightness. The beams 
and wood-work of the ceilings present no signs of decay ; and 
spiclem, flies, and all other insects, shun their apartments at 
every season. The art of rendering timber and paints durable, 
and of rnddng porcelain, mosaics, ambesques, and other orna- 
ments, began And ended in western Em-ope with the Spanish 
Arabs. 

A most curious and interesting part of this edifice is the 
baths, which are almost entire, and may give a competent idea 
of their manner of constructing, lighting, and w^aiming these 
luxurious apartments.’^' 

Pedraza, the Granadiiie antiquary, observes, that “ no 
monarch, whether Cbiistian or infidel, ever possessed a more 
magnificent apartment than that called the Hail of Ambassa- 
dors.” He might with truth assert, that it is a noble hall, and 
arched so high, that giants may keep their tiu-ban.s on.” 
But the Sala de dos Hermanas, or Hall of the Two Sistei's, 
though not so large, displays more ingenuity of constniction : 
the domes, in particular, ai’e the most ciuious productions of 
architecture, without exception, that have ever been seen, and 
they are in excellent preservation. fSTotv-dtlistanding the ap- 
parent slightness of the construction of this edifice, the resist- 
ance is so well adjusted to the impulse, that there is not an 
instance of any part being pushed out of its place, or of having 
sunk under the incumbent weight. 

“ The character of the wkole,” says a recent judicious ob- 
server, is so remote from all the objects to which we are 
accustomed, that the impression of ^wonder and delight which 
it has excited, will afford me the most pleasing recollection 
during the remainder of my life.” The pleasure, doubtle.ss, 

* ^See Murphy's Arabian Antiquities of Spain, Plates XX. to 
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would be greatly enbaiiced by reading and understanding, 
with the enraptured fancy of an Arab, the poetry displayed in 
the friezes, architraTes, and bands, in Cud c and Asiatic cha- 
racters, richly illuminated.* 

A consideration of the various remains, and of the recorded 
magnificence of the Arabian' sovereigns, may enable us to 
judge what this palace had been in the zenith of regal pow^ei’, 
with the courts and halls, baths and fountains, groves and 
gardens, in perfection. Its possessors "vere sumptuously robed 
in fine linens, silks, and embroidery, glittering with gold and 
gems j they had costly fimiiture of citron, sandal, and aloes 
wood, ornamented with ivory and raother-of-peari, intermixed 
with burnished gold and cerulean blue, — vases of curious 
and costly workmanship, of porcelain, rock crystal, mosaic, 
and sardonyx,— rich hangings, fiow^ery carpets, couches, and 
pillows ; and the whole was perfumed with the precious frank- 
incense of Yamen, 

But such is the instability of human grandeur, that of all 
this Asiatic pomp, and of the former splendour of Gran^a, 
nothing now remains but ruined edifices, uncultivated fielcls, 
and the skeleton of a city where nothing prospers but mona- 
steries, and monks, and lawyers, who survive the misery they 
have caused. ; 

The Alhambra is, at present, totally deserted, except on the 
days of admission to strangers. The want of repairs, the fre- 
quent lacerations, and the injuries occasioned by rain and the 
stagnant waters, are hastening its dissolution. Thus dis- 
mantled, solitary, and neglected, like a friendless stranger in 
a foreign land, without the immediate interposition of govern- 
ment, a few years more may level with the ground the beautiful 
domes and arcades of the only remaining palace of the wesi^em 
Khalifs. 

Of the other architectural remains of the AHiambra, the 
twn principal gates of entrance are the most remarkable. The 
large cistern, contiguous to the palace, is a solid and durable 
structure, and the ingenious manner of filtering and keeping 
the water which is conveyed to it in the winter, pure, and at 

* The various engravings in Murphy’s Arabian Antiquities of Spain/ 
(see Plates hXXX. to LXXXYIl.) will convey some idea of the beauty 
of the Cufic characters, engraved on the walls of the Alhambra. 
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tbe same temperature tlirougliout tlie year, may desen/e to be 
imitated, especially in tropical climates. Several matnrnoras, 
or subterraneous granaries, still subsist in tbe eastern and 
liigliest part of tbe fortress. For tbe use of its inbabitants 
such a number of stores would not have been necessaiy : they 
seem sufficiently capacious to contain corn for tbe city of 
Granada at its most populous era. . An edifice, called Gaza de 
Carbon (or bouse of cbarcoal), wbicb appears to have been a 
market for tbe sale of cbarcoal, as tbe name imports, is still 
to be seen at Granada. In tbe neighbourhood of this are tv^'o 
ancient structures, tbe Generalife and tbe Caza de San Do- 
mingo, both villas of the Arabs, and excellent specimens of 
their manner of building and laying out ground on a moun- 
tain side and on a plain. Tbe latter pxincipaily consists of an 
elegant portico of duplicated columns, and a lofty luill of sin- 
gailar workmanship: there also remain some vestiges of its 
ancient plantations, fountains, walks, and aibom-s : but tlie 
whole is utterly neglected by tbe present possessors, the 
Dominican monks, whose name it bears. 

Tbe royal villa of A1 Genei'alife is delightfully situated 
on tbe side of a steep mountain, opposite tq tbe Alhambra, 
and , forming, -with it tbe cb’cular inclosture within winch the 
city of Granada is built. In point of situation, it is fully 
equal to tbe Abiambra, but is gxeatly superior to it in tbe 
beauty of tbe streams that water the grounds, and also of 
vegetation, which jointly concur to make it a charming resi- 
dence. Tbe principal building stands on the acclivity of the 
mountain, behind wliicb rises tbe garden, planted witli large 
trees, and fiu’tilised by numerous ri^mlets. The ancient 
cypress trees still exist, whose foliage overshadowed this spot, 
when it was tbe abode of pleasure and of luxiny. These 
trees are stiU. caUed tbe Queen's cypresses, ftom a ti'aditional 
account that tbe Sultana of Abu Abdiiiab, tbe last sovereign 
of Granada, bad been seen, behind them, in wanton dalliance 
with an individual belonging to tb® noble family of tbe Aben- 
cerrages.f 

* See delmeation of it in MurpliY’s '' Arabian Antiquities of Spain,” 
Plates XC. to XOTI- 

f This charge, as well as that of conspiring against Abu Abdillah, is 
said to have been falsely brought by one of the Zegris, a noble family, 
hostile to the Abeneerrages, with the view of effecting their ruin, of the 
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?S S -S barh. out out of the rook, ^hioh is said to 

have served the Moorish Hugs as a point ® 

the Snaniards vrere besieging Granada. The inteuoi aeeo 
^LSTiiiL villa, in pHnt of splendom- and elegance, are 
not inferior to those of the Alhambra. ^ „ , 

■Such was Gr^^^n^l soieSTncl literatee. Though 

SuSiTwSilyftc s«bi«t of tad .«»W« to 
the Moom who every Friday offer up their snpphcations to 
till* for the recove^ of Granada, wliich tliey, not without 

’.w ^ d„»ta. of fj 

Moors K said to have amounted to three imlhons of .n- 

habitants • at present it is reduced to about six hundred and 
habitoints , at pie ^jation of the city Inas dimimshed 

it tatotad L hoodtbd „>d 
St^hoiiLd persons, who, finm the oppressions and expH- 
ofSe Moors, wei4, in 1614, reduced to eighty thousand ; 
S acco^g to’a mcent census, are at present estimated at 

"’"GS^hr^i! is not only remarkable on account of its 
uumeXrrernains of Ai^hiaii ai'chitecture ; it has, also, 
a hio-h claim to distinction as the seat of literature and oi 
L ele4it aits. The puhhe library tounded in this city, 
Td augmented i>y "1 Recessive kings,- was 

Sicularly celebrated; and manjt^of the mannsenpts which 
Ft contained are at present ta.he found m the iihraiy of the 
Escm-ial. Gasm hL given a -OQtaloguc (executed.- a. H. 611, 
ad. 1214) of those -which were aocoiinted the ikiost laie^ in 

latter of whom thirty-six were massacred by the felons monarch. The 
.Sultona was condemned to be hnmt alive, if wn^m thirty days she did 
not produce four knights to defend her cause -ilgainst her four aceusere. 
—.As the story is veiy interesting, -n-e .ani’/ex it entire on our next 
page. 


Bg-, -n-e .ani’&x it 

tistiqiie de?l’Esp£] 


’kanuel G^ompliiqiie et Statist-iqiie defl’Espagne, p. 160. 
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the time of the Moors."^' iJ^or was the university or college 
less distingiiiBliecl ; it is supposed to have been founded towards 
tlie close of the eleventh centuiy (the sixth of the Hejira) ; 
about which time the most eminent doctors and authors 
flomislied at Granada. Casiii has recorded the names and 
works of one hundred and twenty literati — ^theologians— 
teachers of law — ^historians — ^philosojohers — ^and other profes- 
sors, whose literary talents conferred dignity and fame on the 
university of Granada. 


STORY OF THE SULTANA^ REFERRED TO AT PAGE 232 . 

Ill the days of Boabdil, or Abouabdoulah, the last king 
of Granada, the Alabeces, Abencerrages, Zegris, and Gomels 
were the most powerful families in that city ; they filled most 
of the great employments about coimt, and scarce a bril- 
liant achievement in war was heard of that was not performed 
by the arm of some knight of these four houses. High above 
the rest towered the Abencerrages, unequalled in gallantry, 
magnificence and chivalry. None among the Abencerrages 
more accomplished, more distinguished, than Albin Hamet, 
who, for his great wisdom and valour, stood deservedly fore- 
most in the list of the king’s favourites. His power rose to 
such a pitch that it excited the most violent envy in the 
breast of the ZegHs and Gomels, who determined to pull him 
down fi’om tins post of superior eminence. After concerting 
many schemes for his destruction, none appeared to them 
more effectual than one proposed by a consummate villain of 
the Zegri family. He seized an opportunity of being alone with 
the kiiig, whose character was as yet frank and unsuspicious : 
assuming an air of extreme anguish of mind, he obseiwed to 
the prince how very weak his conduct appeared to all wise 

* Of this celebrated library, Mahomet Ben Ahmad Ben Pharag Ben 
Schocral Aba Abdallah was curator, in the beginning of the eighth 
century of the Hejira (the fourteenth century of the Christian era). 
He was a native of Tarsus, in Cilicia, hut had studied at Aimeira, in the 
kingdom of Granada, and was equally eminent in philosophy, medicine, 
and jurisprudence. He was first a bookseller in Granada, afterwards an 
embroiderer, and then a druggist. Being charged with stealing a diplo- 
matic manuscript belonging to the king, he was exiled to Hippo 
(usually called Bona) in Africa, where he died, a.h. 732, A.n. 1331. 


234 


APPENDIX. 


men, by reposing such unbounded confidence in, and trusting 
his person with, such traitors as the Abencemiges, who were 
well known to be laying a scheme for a general revolt, 
thereby to deprive Abouabdoulah of his life aiid crown. N^ay 
more, he, and three men of honoor, had seen the queen in 
wanton dalliance with Albin Hamet Abencerrage, behind the 
lofty cypresses in the gardens of the Generalife, from whence 
Hamet had returned insolently crowned with a garland of 
roses. These calumnies roused all the furiesof jealousy in the 
breast, of the credulous monarch, and the destmction of the 
whole lineage of Abencerrage was pltinned in the bloody 
junto. The principal men of the devoted family were, under 
some pretence or other, summoned, one by one, to attend the 
king in the court of lions. No sooner was each unhappy 
victim admitted within the walls, than he was seized by the 
Zegris, led to a large alabaster basin in one of the adjoining 
hails, and there beheaded. Thirty-six of the noblest of the 
race had aheady peiished, before the treachery was dis- 
covered. A page belonging to one of those noblemen 
having found means to follow his master in, and to get out 
again unseen, divulged the secret of this bloody transaction. 
The treason once known, all Granada %Yas in an instant up 
in aims, and many desperate combats ensued, which, by the 
great havoc made amongst the most valiant of its chieftains, 
brought the state to the very brink of min. These tumults 
being appeased by the wisdom of Musa, a bastard brother of the 
king, a grand council was held, in which Abouabdoulah de- 
clared his reasons for the punishment inflicted on the Aben- 
cerrages ; viz. their conspiracy, and the adulteiy of the queen. 
He then solemnly pronounced her sentence, which wus, to be 
burnt alive, if, within thirty days, she did not produce four 
knights to defend her cause against the four accusers. The 
queen’s relations were upon the point of drawing their scimi- 
tars in the audience chamber, and rescuing her from the 
danger that threatened her ; but their fury -was checked 
by the eloquence of Musa, who obseiwed to them, they 
might by violence save the life of the Sultana, but by no 
means clear her reputation in the eyes of the world ; which 
would certainly look upon that cause as unjust, which refused 
to submit fco the customary trial. The queen was imme- 
diately shut up in the tower of Comares. Many Granadine 
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warriors were ambitious of ba^uug tlie bouour of exposing 
their lives in her quarrel; but none were so happy as to prove 
the object of her choice. She had conceived so high an idea 
of the Christians, from the valour she had seen them display 
in a great tournament lately held at Granada; and the trea- 
cheiy of the Zegiis had impressed her with so despicable an 
opinion of Moorish honour, that she was determined to rest her 
defence upon the gallantry of the Spanish knights. In hopes of 
rousing their noble spirit to action, she despatched a trusty 
messenger with a letter to Don Juan de Chacon, lord of Car- 
thagena, entreating him to espouse her cause, and, like a true 
knight, bring with him three brave waniors to stand her 
friends on the day appointed. Chacon returned for answer, 
that he set too high a price npon that honoui*, not to be 
punctual to the hour of trial. 

The fiital day arrived, and all Gx'anada was buried in the 
deepest affliction, to find that their beloved queen had been 
so remiss as not to have named one of her defenders. Musa 
Azarque, and Almoradi, the judges of the combat, pressed her 
in vain to accept of their swords, or those of several other war- 
riors willing to assert the justness of her cause. The Sultana, 
relying on the Spanish faith, persisted in her refusal : upon 
which the judges conducted her down from the Alhambra, to 
a scaffold in the great square hung with black, w^here they 
seated themselves on one side. At the sight of this beauty in 
distress, the whole place resounded with loud cries and lamen- 
tations ; and it was with difficulty that the spectators could 
be restrained from attacking her enemies, and rescuing her 
by main force. Scarcely were the judges seated, when twenty 
trumpets announced the approach of the four accusers, who 
advanced armed cap-d-pie, mounted on the finest coursers of 
Andalusia. Over their armour they wore loose vests, with 
plumes and sashes of a ta-wny colour. On then shields were 
painted two bloody swords, and these wmrds : For ike truth 
we draw them , — AH their kinsmen and adlierents accompanied 
them to their jjost within the lists. In vain did the crowd 
cast a longing eye tow-ards the gate through which the cham- 
pions of injured innocence were to enter ; none appeared 
from eight in the morning to two in the afternoon. The 
Sultana’s courage began to fail her ; and when four valiant 
Moors presented themselves to sue for the honour of drawing 
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their swords to vindicate her innocence^ she promised to trust 
her life in their hands, if vrithin two hours the persons she 
expected should not appear. At that instant a great noise 
was heard, and four Turlush horsemen came prancing into 
the sqnare. One of them addressed the judges, requesting 
the favour of speaking to the queen ; which being granted, 
he knelt down and told her aloud, that he and his companions 
were Turks, come to Spain with the design of trying their 
strength against the heroes of Ferdinand’s army ; but that 
hearing of this solemn trial, they had changed their resolution, 
and were now arrived at Granada, to devote their first essay 
of arms in Spain to her service, and hoped she would approve 
of them for her champions. As he spoke, he let drop into 
her lap the letter she had written to Don Juan ; by the sight 
of wdiich she discovered this feigned Tink to be no other than 
the lord of Carthagena, who had brought -with him, as com - 
panions in this dangerous conflict, the duke of Arcos, Don 
Alonzo de Aguilar, and Don Ferdinand de Cordova. The 
queen accepted of their proposal; and the judges having 
solemnly ..declared her choice, gave ordera for the charge to 
sound. The onset ■was fierce, and the light long doubtful. 
At leugth Don Juan overthrew Mahandin Gomel, and the 
duke slew Alihamet Zegri ; Mahandon Gomel fell by the 
sword of Aguilar, and the last of all, the arch-traitor Mahomed 
Zegri, disabled by repeated wounds, and fainting with loss of 
blood, sunk at the.ieet of Don Ferdinand ; who setting his 
knee on the infi(iers breast, and holding his dagger to his 
tiu'oat, summoned him to confess the truth, or die that instant. 

Thou need’st not add another wound,” said Mahomed, for 
the last will prove sufficient to rid the world of such a monster. 
Know then, that to revenge myself of the Abencerrages, I in- 
vented the lie that caused their destruction, and the persecu- 
tion of the Sultana ; whom I here declare free fr’om all stain 
or reproach whatsoever^ and with my dying breath implore 
her forgiveness.” The .judges came down to receive this depo- 
sition of the expiring Zegri, and it was ^afterwards amiouiiced 
to the people, •who expressed their joy the loudest accla- 
mations. The day ended in festivity and rejoicing. The 
queen was escorted back in triumph to the palace, where the 
penitent Abouabdoulah fell at her feet, and mth floods of 
tears endeavoured to atone for his crime, but to no piu'pose ; 
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for the queen remained inflexible, and, retiring to tbe house 
of her nearest of kin, refused to have any further intercourse 
witli him. The four knights left Granada without discovering 
tlicmselves to any other person ; and soon after the numerous 
friends and adherents of the Ahencerrages abandoned the city, 
and by their secession into Castille or Aftica, left Abouab- 
doulah destitute of able ofiicers, and entirely at the mercy of 
his enoinies, who in the coimse of a few months deprived him 
of his kingdom. 


ACCOITKT OF COEDOYA. 

CoEDOVA, at present, the second city in the province of 
Andalusia, forms a liind of semi-circular amphitheatre on the 
right bank of the Guadalquivir ; and is situated in an exten- 
sive and fertile plain at the foot of the ridge of mountains, 
called the Sierra Morena. It is distant from Madrid about 
210 miles south-west, 112 miles north-west of Malaga, 84 miles 
north-east of Seville, and in the north latitude of 37® 40". 
It is a place of considerable antiquity, although the name of 
its founder has never been ascertained. By some authors its 
erection is ascribed to the Phoenicians: and Silius Italicus, 
when eniuneratiiig the various colonies whose troops followed 
Hannibal into Italy, expressly mentions Cordova : 

“ ISTec decus aurifer^ cessavit Corduba terr^-” 

De Bell Punic, lib. iii. v. 401. 

From which passage it should seem that this city was, even at 
that time, a place of considerable importance ; though Strabo 
positively affirms it to have been founded by MarceUus during 
the civil wars between Pompey and Cmsar, and consequently 
long after the period mentioned by Silius Italicus. 

Cordova was called first Corduba, and afterwards Colonia 
Patricia, or simply Patricia, as appears ftom inscriptions on 
the numerous medals wdiich have been discovei'ed in this city 
and its neighbourhood. From the Pmmans it passed suc- 
cessively under the dominion of the Goths and Arabs : and, 
while the latter swayed the sceptre of Spain, Cordova became 
pre-eminently distinguished as the court of the western Khalifs, 
and as the seat of the arts, sciences, and literature. 
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Of tlie splendour of Cordova, during the period when that 
city was the metropolis of Arabian Spain, some idea may be 
formed, from the following accounts which have been trans- 
mitted to us by Arabian historians. 

Aslishakandy relates, in one of his works, that through 
Cordova, with the continuations of Azzahra and Azzahira, he 
had travelled ten miles by the light of lamps along an un- 
interrupted extent of buildings. It is, moreover, said that the 
buildings were continued to a length of eight parasangs, and 
a breadth of two ; or, tw^enty-four miles one 'way, and six the 
other : all this space being occupied by houses, palaces, 
mosques, and gardens, along the bank of the Guadalquivir. The 
circumference of the walls of the city, exclusive of the suburbs, 
was 33,100 cubits ; but, the suburbs consisted of twenty- 
one divisions ; in each of which were mosques, markets, and 
baths, adequate to the wants of the inhabitants ; so that 
the people of one division had no occasion, on those accounts, 
to enter another. During the civil wars that arose in the 
year 400 (a.d. 1009), and in which the decay of Cordova 
began, a ditch was dug round the suburbs, which were further 
surrounded by a wah built at the same time. 

Without Cordova, there were 3,000 towns and villages 
appertaining to it ; in each of which resided a divine of known 
erudition, who was appointed to instruct the people in the 
rules and ordinances of their religion. These officers were 
the patrons of the people : and every Friday, such of them as 
'^vere in the neighbourhood of the city came to public prayers 
with the Khalif in the great mosque ; to whom, after saluting 
him, each reported the state of his own towm. In the days of 
Ibn Aby Aainir, the revenues of Cordova are said to have 
amounted to 3,000,000 of dinars, at a medium : and, in all 
the west, there was no city comparable to it, either with 
inspect to population^ extent of buildings, size of markets, 
cleanliness of streets, religious edifices, or number of baths 
and inns : in point of magnitude, it approached very near to 
Baghdad. 

The people of Cordova were proverbially notorious for 
resisting their kings, and abusing their rulers : on which 
account, one of their governors, being asked his opinion of 
them, said, ‘^^Tlieyare like the camel, which fails not to complain, 
whether you lighten, or aggravate, its burthen ; so that there 
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is no discoYering Y^liat they are pleased with; that you may 
seek it; nor what they dislike; that you may avoid it.” They 
were; further, renowned for the elegance of their dresS; atten- 
- tion to the duties of religion; pride in their great mosque, 
destruction of wine-shops wdrerever they might be discovered, 
connivance at various illicit practices; and glory in nobility of 
descent, as well as in warlike enterprise and science. Cordova 
likewise possessed a greater abundance of books than any 
other city of Spain, and its inhabitants were the most impas- 
sioned collectors of them in the world ; so that, among them, 
a man in power, who happened to be totally illiterate, would 
spare no labour or expense in amassing books, though merely 
for the sake of ha^dng it reported that he had a library, or 
was possessed of some unique work, or copy of a work. Of 
this passion for books, Alkhazramy has recorded the following 
instance : — During my residence in Cordova,” says he, 

I attended the book-market for a considerable time, in the 
hope of finding a certain work which ‘I was very anxious to 
obtain j and at length, to my great joy, it presented itself in 
an elegant hand, with an appropriate commentary. I then 
bid for it, and kept increasing my bidding ; but still it re- 
turned to the crier, ^ though the price was excessive. Sur- 
prised at this, I asked the man to show me vrho had outbid 
me for this book, to a sum so much beyond its w’-orth ; and 
he pointed out a person in the dress of a magistrate ; to whom, 
on appi*oaohing, I said, May God exalt his worship the Doctor ! 
if you are desirous of this book, I will relinquish it; for, 
through our mutual biddings, the price is much above its 
value : he replied, ^ T am no doctor, neither do I know what 
the book contains ; but I am anxious to complete a library 
which I am forming, that I may appear respectable among the 
chiefs of the city ; and, as there yet remains a vacant place 
capable of holding this book, which is beautifully written and 
elegantly hound, I admire it, and care not how liigh I raise 
its price ; praise to God for the means he has been pleased to 
grant me, which are not small !’ Being at last induced to 
abandon the competition, I said. Well ! means tire not 
abundant, except with one like thee ; and, according to the 

* Evidently a vendor, similar to the modern auctioneers: and this 
Rile must have been conducted on the principles of an auction. 
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proverbj ‘ He gives away the nut who has no teeth.’ I, who 
am not ignorant of the contents of this book^ and wish to 
make some use of it, having but scanty means, arn of necessity 
debarred it.” ,Ibii Said further relates, that, in a dispute 
between Ibn Rashid and Ibn Zahr, before Mansur, son of 
Abdulmumin, Ibn Rashid remarked to his opponent, I 
know not wdiat thou sayest, except that wdien a learned man 
dies at Seville, and his books are to be sold, they are usually 
conveyed to Cordova for that purpose ; and that, when 
a musician dies at Cordova, and his effects are to be disposed 
of, the custom is to send them to Seville.” 

Cordova is described 1)y Ibn Bashkuval as an ancient city, 
over which various djniasties of the Gentile sovereigns have 
successively ruled, since the age of the prophet Moses. In it 
are primeval buildings and w’-onderful remains, beyond descrip- 
tion, as w^ell of the Greeks, as of the Romans, Goths, and other 
people that have passed aw'ay. After these, the Khalifs of the 
house of Marw’au invented for the palace of that city elegant 
rarities ; erected in it amazing structures, with delightful 
gardens ; and conveyed to every quarter of it, at a vast ex- 
pense, sweet water from the distant mountains, by means of 
leaden pipes, from which it fiow’‘ed into cisterns made of gold, 
silver, or plated brass, in various shapes, as well as into vast 
lakes, curious basins, and amazing resen^oirs, form.ed of the 
choicest Grecian marble, wonderfully carved. In this palace, 
too, w'as the high jet d'eau, to which no equal had been seen 
in the east of the earth or in the wrest. 

Beside the royal palace above alluded to, there were several 
other celebrated palaces and gardens, distinguished by vm'ioiis 
names. One of the seven gates of the city had a balcony, 
unequalled in the W'Oiid ; over this w^as a gate of iron, to 
W'hicli W;as affixed a brass ring, in the likeness of a man with 
his mouth open, w'hich the Emir IHuhammad brought from 
Harboniie in France, when he subdued that city. 

Among the pleasure gardens or villas in Cordova, was that 
celebrated one constructed by Abdurrahman the First, at the 
commencement of his reign, to the north-wnst of the city, 
and called the Munyatu-r Rusafat. This mansion was the 
favourite residence of its founder, wdio named it Rusaffit, after 
a similar edihee erected by his grandfather, Hisham, in Syria ; 
and it continued to be enlarged, beautified, and frequented 
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by bis successors. The palace was beaiitiful, and the gardens 
were not only extensive^ but stocked with the choicest trees 
that could be collected, and that i^roduced the most delicious 
fruits : from them, too, tlie gardens of Spain, in general, were 
shortly supplied with plants; because their excellence was 
manifest over those of similar kinds : but the Safary peach, 
which in point of flavour, smallness of stone, abundance of 
juice, and beauty of form, has no equal, deduces its origin in 
Spain from these gardens. The manner of the introduction 
of this fruit into the countiy, and the reason of its name, are 
thus related. Abdurrahman sent, an envoy to S^uia for his 
two sisters ; and the man brought hack many rarities, amongst 
which were some of these peaches from the gardens of Arm- 
safat. Being prond of them, the monarch show-ed them to 
his fliends ; and Safaru-bn Ubaid happening to have one 
presented to him, was so delighted with it, that he preserved 
the stone, and from it raised the tree, whence the peach, 
called after him, Safaiy, has been propagated in Spain. 

Without the city was the palace of the Saiyid, Ahu Yahya, 
erected on arches over the Onadalquivir. Its founder being 
asked why he, who had such an aversion for the peo|)le of 
Cordova, should take delight in building this palace ; he 
replied, that knowing how soon a governor was forgotten by 
them, after his removal, and that they held him in no esti- 
mation, when compai’ed to the Khalifs of the house of Manvan, 
he wished to leave in the place some memorial of himself, 
in spite of them. Besides this, there were other celebrated 
palaces and gardens ; such as the palace of Dimishc (Damas- 
cus), built by the Khalifs of the house of XJmmaiya, in a 
superb style ; the Munyatu-z Zubair, ascribed to Azzubair, 
a governor of Cordova ; the Mmiyatu4 Mushafy ; the Kasru-i 
Farisy, a palace without the city ; the Fahsu-s Suradik ; and 
the ^dd. 

The river Guadalquivir is less at Cordova than at Seville ; 
its origin being in the neighbourhood of Segima, wixence one 
stream flows eastward to Mm’cia, and the other to Cordova 
and Seville. Over tills river is a stone bridge, one of the most 

* This peach is still cultivated in some parts of Spain, particularly nt 
Aranjuez, and is allowed by those who have tasted it to merit fully 
the euiogium here given. 
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wonderful performances of art in Spain : at was built by 
Assamliu-bn l^Ialik. one of the first Emirs, as is generally 
understood : or, as some say, by Abdurralimaim-bn Ubaidillab, 
his successor, at the instance of the Ivhalif Omar, son of Ab- 
dulaziz : but it was afterwards rebuilt and beautified l^y the 
Khalifs of the house of Ummaiya in Spain.* * * § According to 
tradition, howe'ver, there was a bridge in the same place, built 
about two hundred years before the arrival of the Arabs j 
but, its arches being broken dowm, and its upper works demo- 
lished by time, Assamh raised his bridge, in the yeai* 101 of 
the Hejira, on the still remaining piers of the former one. 
The number of arches is seventeen the breadth of each 
being fifty spans, and the distance between each, fifty spans. 
The lengHi of the bridge is eight hiincked baa,J its breadth 
twenty baa, and its height sixty cubits : and there are on it 
nineteen turrets. 

But one of the most wmnderfal edifices ever raised by man 
was the palace or city of Azzahra, vdiich was built by the 
Klialif Amiasir, at the instigation of his mistress, Azzahra, 
and named after her. .The occasion of it is thus related ; One 
of the Khalif ’s concubines happening to die, possessed of con- 
siderable property, he commanded that it should be expended 
in the redemption of captives ; but on inquiry, not one Moslem 
captive could be found in the dominions of the Franks, at 
which circumstance Annasir rejoiced and returned thanks to 
God. His mistress, Azzahra, whom he loved excessively, 
then said to liim, Build a city that may take my name, and 
be mine.” In compliance with her request, Amiasii', who 
surpassed his ancestors Muhammad, AbduiTalimanu-i Ausat, 
and Aihakam, in fondness of building, § founded this city 
under mount Alarus, at tne distance of about three miles to 

* The Khalif Hisham. See a view of the bridge at Cordova iu 
Plate IS. of Murphy’s “Arabian Antiquities of Spain.’’ 

i In another part it is said eighteen. 

J The baa is an Arabic measure, apparently the same, or nearly the 
.same, as the cubit. 

§ Such was Annasir’s passion for building that he erected monuments 
of his greatness in all parts of Spain ; and through his uiiremitted 
attention to the editice of Azzahra, he absented him.self three successive 
Fridays from the service at the great mosque ; on which account the 
(ladiiy j\tundhir, who ofliciated in that place of worship, took the liberty 
of reproving the Khalif in public for his neglect. 
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the iioii;h from the p.resent Cordova : Ibn Khallakaiij how- 
ever^ says that the distance is foiu- miles and one-third. This 
gtructiire^ one of the most stupendous, most renowned, and 
most magnificent erected by man, wns begun on the first of 
I^.fuharram in the year 325 (a. d . 936 ) ; and, to accomplish 
it as well as his othei* undertakings in building, Annasir col- 
lected the most skilful architects and masons from Baghdad, 
Constantinople, and other parts. The revenues of Spain in 
his days amounted to five -millions four huncked and eighty 
thousand dinars, collected by taxes ; and seven Imndi’ed and 
sixtjr-five thousand dinars, derived from maikets j besides the 
tribute of one-fifth, levied on Christians and Jews, the sum 
of which equalled all the rest. Of this vast income Annasir 
appropriated one-third to the army, one-third to the treasury, 
and the remaining third to public buildings, of which Azzahra 
was the principal. 

The number of men daily employed on this structime was 
ten thousand. The number of mules, fourteen hundred, or, 
as some say, more than that number ; and four hundred 
camels, belonging to the Khaiif; and of beasts of burden 
hired for the occasion, were one thousand mules,* engaged 
at the rate of three mithcals a month eath. For the building, 
eleven hundred burdens of lime and gypsum were conveyed 
every third day. The daily pay of one part of the men 
employed was a dirhem and a half each, and of another part 
two dirhems and one-third. ■ The number of cut stones ex- 
pended every day was six thousand, besides stones used in 
paving, uncut stones, and bricks. The cost of each (block or 
pillar of) marble, whether gveat or small, was ten dinars, 
exclusive of the conveyance and carving. The white marble 
was brought from Almeria j the streaked marble from Ziya ; 
tile rose-coloured and green ft’om the cKm'ch of Isfakis, in 
Ifrilda, and from Carthage. The carved gilt fountain was 
from Sju-ia, or, as some say, from Constantinople : on it were 
engrartngs and images of human figures, and the value of it 
■was beyond estimation. When this was brought by Ahmad 

* Elsewhere, however, the numher of beasts of burden employed in 
the huiiding' of Azzahra is said to be fifteen hundred : so that, perhaps, 
the four hundred camels compose a part of this number, and the 
remaining tliousand or eleven hundred might he hired mules, making 
fourteen or fifteen hundred to be the whole number of beasts of burden 
acliudly engaged on this service. 

B 2 


244 


APPENDIX* 


tlie philosopher; with Eahia the hishop; the Khalif commanded 
it to he placed in the middle of the eastern hall called Almu** 
nis, and on it he fixed t\Yelve figures. The first was the like- 
ness of a lioiij on one side of which was an antelope, and on , 
the other a crocodile ; opposite to the lion were a dragon and 
an eagle, and on the two wings of the group were a pigeon, 
a falcon, a peacock, a hen, a cock, a Idte, and a wltiire. 
These figures were made in the ro 3 ^al manufactory of Cordova, 
were of pure gold set with precious stones, and the water of ' 
the fountain fiowed streaming through their mouths. 

In this palace, also, he built a hall, called the palace of the 
Khilatat, the roof of which was of gold and of transparent 
blocks of marble of various colours, with the walls of the 
lilio structure ; and in the centre was fixed the pearl, pre- 
sented to Aniiasir by Leo, Emperor of Constantinople. In 
the middle of tiiis ball, or saloon, was a large marble basin 
filled witl) quicksilver ; and on each side were eight doors, 
bung on arcbes of ivory and ebony, ornamented with gold 
and precious stones of various kinds, and resting on pillars 
of viU'iegatecl marble and pure crystal. On the admission 
of the sun’s rays through these doors, the splendour reflected 
from the roof and the walls was such as to depiive the 
beholder of sight. When Annasir wished to sui’prise or 
terrify any one in his company, he would make a sign to one 
of his Selavonians to put the quicksilver in motion ; the glare 
from which would strike the eye of the spectator like flashes 
of lightning, and alarm all present with the idea, that the 
room was in motion, as long as the agitation of the quicksilver 
oontimied, To this saloon, no one had before constructed 
any thing similar : and such was the abundance of quicksilver 
among the Arabs in Spain, that the design was formed of 
couTertiiig it to the purpose above described/^' 

Ibn liaiyan relates, that this jjalace comprised 4,312 

Allusion is also' made to an alcove or arched biiilding (probably a 
room surmounted with a dome) which Aras of Avonderfiii structure, and 
inlaid Avith gold and sib’-er. The lesser dome, too, opposite to the part 
hereafter translated ^‘polished balcony,” is said to 'have been origi- 
nally covered Avith tiles of gold and silver; but, in consequence of a 
reproof from the Cadhy, Mimdliir, Avho A^entured to express to Ms 
soA'-ereign, even, his disapprobation of this proud display, the covering 
Aras changed for eartheru tiles, similar to those used on the rest of the 
structure. 
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coiumnsj of various sizes. Of these, 1,013 are said to have 
been collected from Ifrikia: 19 from the countries of the 
Franks, and the ‘Emperor of Constantinople presented An- 
nasir with 140 ; the rest w'ere from different pai'ts of ’Spain, 
as Tarragona and other places. The number of doom of 
every description, reckoning each flap or fold as one, exceeded 
1.5,000 ; and all were covered with iron or copper, plated or 
gilt. 

The temple, or mosque, in the palace of Azzahra, was raised 
ill the space of forty-eight days, thongh faultless in its con- 
struction. On this part of the building, 1,000 skilful work- 
men were employed ; of wdiich 300 were masons, 200 were 
carpenters, and the remaining 500 were other mechanics and 
labourers of different kinds. This edifice had five aisles of 
wonderful fiibric : the breadth of the central aisle was 13 
cubits from east to west ; and that of each of the four 
siUTOunding ones was 12 cubits.* The length from the 
Kibla to the Janf, without the Maksui'a, wars 30 cubits. 
The length of the open court, from the Kibla to the Jauf^ 
was 43 cubits ; and the breadth of it, fr'om east to west, was 
41 cubits ; in the centre of this was a fountain ; and the 
whole was paved with rare marble. The entire length of the 
mosque, from the Kibla to the Janf, exclusive of the Mihrab, 
■v^diich was a square of 10 cubits by 10, was 97 cubits, and the 
breadth from east to west was 59 cubits. On the day of the 
completion of this building, wdiich was Thursday, the 23d of 
Shaaban, in the year 329 of the Hejira, (a.d. 941,) Annasir 
caused to be erected a pulpit of estraordinaiy design and 
beauty ; and, around it, he formed an extensive Maksura, of 
a wonderful construction. 

There were, also, two public baths in Azzahra ; one for the 

* There appears a disagreement of two cubits in the measurement 
of the breadth of the mosque ; as, the aisles are stated to be, one of 
them 13 cubits, and the other four, each 12 cubits, in breadth ; Imt the 
whole breadth is rated at 59 cubits only. The Arabic terms of archi- 
tecture are, generally, retained in the translation; because, as the 
structure and divisions of the iMahometan temples are very different 
from ours, corresponding names are, consequently, wanting in our lan- 
guage for the various parts : and the meaning* of these terms will, per- 
haps, be best discovered by a reference to the plan and description of 
tile great mosque at Cordova, given in Murphy’s Arabian Antiqui- 
ties of Spain,” Plate I. 
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court, and one for the common people. And such 
Annasir’s care for this vast undertaking, that he would 
commit the superintendence of it to none other than his son 
and successor, Alhakam. ISTotwithstanding the number of 
workmen employed, as above noted, this structure occupied 
the twenty-five years which remained of Aimasir’s life, after 
the commencement of the building ; and all the fifteen j^ears 
and some months of his son’s reign. A certain officer in 
Azzahra fixes the annual expense of this building at 300,000 
dinars during the twenty-five years which Annasir lived after 
the commencement : and, on his making a computation of 
the whole of the cost, it was found to amount to fifteen Bait^ 
hlal. When this most beautiful and magnificent palace V7as 
completed, all who saw it agreed that there vais nothing in 
the land of Islam to he compared with it : and all travellers 
from distant countries as well as of different lanks, whether 
princes, envoys, or merchants, who were conversant in edifices 
of the same kind, and who had surveyed this, confessed that 
they had not only not beheld anything like it, but that 
they had not even heard of or imagined anything similar : so 
that it was the chief wonder which travellers to Spain in those 
ages desired to behold : and the descriptions of it are as 
copious as the proofs of their coirectness are abundant. Had 
this palace, indeed, possessed nothing more than the polished 
balcony overhanging the matchless gardens, with the golden 
saloon and circular pavilion, and were regard had at the 
same time to the masterly workmanship of the structure, the 
boldness of the design, the beauty of the proportions, the 
elegance of the ornaments and decorations, whether of carved 
marble or of molten gold, the columns that seemed from 
their symmetry as if cast in moulds, the paintings that 
equalled the choicest bowers themselves, the vast but firmly 
constructed lake, and the fountains with the images of 
exquisite design — ^imagination could not even then have 
found out the way to describe it.* ** 

Some historians of Spain have recorded, that the number of 
male servants in Azzalira was 13,7o0 ; to whom the alio w’-- 

* Besides the buildings appropriated to the use of the court, there 

were, in Azzahra, extensive receptacles and enclosures for wild beasts, 
spaces netted over for birds, and manufoctories of arms and instruments 
of war, as writ as of articles of dress and other things. 
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ance of fiesli meat^ exclusive of fowls and fislij was 13,000 
pounds daily ; and tliat tlie number of women of various 
classes, or servants of other servants, was 6,314. Besides 
these, there were 3,750 Solavonian servants ; but some 
authors say 3,787, to whom 13,000 poiindsof flesh meat were 
issued daily, some receiving ten pounds each, and others less, 
besides fowls, partridges, birds of other sorts, and flsh of 
various kinds : it is, however, said that the Sclavonians 
amounted to 6,087. The allowance of bread daily for the 
fish in the lake of Azzahra, was 12,000 loaves ; and six 
Kafiz of black pulse, also, were macerated for them every 
day. 

brer tlie gate of the palace, Annasir placed a statue of his 
mistress, after whom it was named : and, when she herself 
came to inhabit the place, noticing the contrast between the 
fairness of the structure and the dark hue of the adjoining ^ 
mountain, she said, “ See you not, my lord, the beauty of this 
fair damsel in the embrace of that negro f’ on account of 
which remaik, lie gave orders for the removal of the moun- 
tain : but some one of the company representing to him that 
it was impossible for man to accomplish such a task, he 
directed that the trees then growing on it should be cut 
d.owii, and that the -whole should be covered -with fig and 
almond trees } so that no object could be more delightful 
than this became, especiall}?- in the season of flowering and the 
sliDoting forth of the Iciives. 

The length of the palace of Azzahra from east to west, was 
2,700 cubits ; and its breadth was 1,5Q0 cubits. Magni- 
ficent, however, as tliis palace was, it existed not long in its 
original state j for, in the contention between Abdurrhn^an, 
son of Mansur ubn Aby Aarnir, and Muhammad, surnamed 
Almuhdy, great grandson of Annasir, Cordova -was taken, and 
the demolition of Azzahra begun ; which was in the year 399 
(a.d. 1009). The victorious army, under Ahnuhdy, being on 

^ A large dry measure, coiitahiiug twelve Saa ; and eachSaa is about 
five pounds and one-third in weight. In another part of the original 
manuscript, however, it is said, that 800 loaves were furnished daily for 
the fish in the lakes ; whence it seems likely that an error exists here. 
Perhaps the quantity of 12,000 loaves was the dally allowance to the 
establishment of Azzahra j and 800, with the black pulse, the actual 
distribution to the fishes. 
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tliat occasion composed of the lowest class of the people, such 
as coal-heavers, butchers, and dung-men, they attacked the 
nobles, deposed the EJialif, Hisham, and greatly injuPed his 
palace of Azzahra. 

On the usurpation of the government from Hisham, son of 
Alhakam, by his Hajib, Mansuru-bn Aby Aamir, the latter 
shut up the Khalif in Azzahra ; and, for his own security and 
residence, built the palace of Azzahira, on the bank of the 
river, adjoining to that of the Khalif. This edifice was begun 
in 368 (a.d. 979) ; and, the greatest part of it being cdm.- 
pleted in two years, Mansur deposited there his treasures, 
stores, and arms ; and, with his family, servants, guards, and 
satellites, entered it in the year 370. Within it he fixed 
the offices of state ; formed magazines of grain, and erected 
mills ; and having granted the adjoining lands to his viziers, 

. secretaries, geneiuTs, and cliamberlains, they built magnificent 
houses and palaces in its neigbbourhood. But others, also, 
being ambitious of fixing their abodes near it, to approach 
the ruler of the state, eagerly built all around : so that 
the suburbs of Azzaliira at length joined those of Cordova. 
The Khalif, then, became divested of everything but a name ; 
as Mansur not only wTote to ail the provinces of Spain and 
Africa, commanding that the tribute sboiild be forwarded to 
his palace, and that the governors and agents in any affiiir 
should withhold their attendance on the Khalif, and proceed 
to his court ; but he even shut up the gate of the Khali/’s 
residence, by means of the guards and door-keepers stationed 
for that purpose;, so that the nominal sovereign, of ‘whom 
mention was made only on the coins and in the public 
prayers, was totally excluded from his friends, and seen by 
neither high nor low ; whilst Mansm- held his stated courts 
in Azzahira, to which the ministers, chiefs, and generals 
flocked ; received all addresses ; established in the gate of it 
a pitetoiian tribunal, vdth a president, in the manner of the 
Khalifs ; and was resorted to by the people from every 
quarter. 

This palace, however, like that of Azzahra, was attacked by 
the jDopular army of Almuhdy in the year 399 ; and is said 
to have then been levelled mth the ground, as being the resi- 
dence of the usmqiers against whom tliat war was raised. 
This Almuhdy whom Almansur thought not Yi^orthy his 
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noticej not only cut off the family and annihilated the dynasty 
of the latter; but demolished the very edifices which he had 
founded. 

In the beginning of the year 329 (a.d. 941), Annasii- 
finished the construction of an astonishing aqueduct; which 
conveyed excellent water by means of canals geometrically 
formed on arches, from the mountain of Cordova to the palace 
of Annaura (or the water-works) in the city. There the 
water was discharged into a vast reservoir ; on wdiich was a 
great and terrible lioU; of so admirable a figure that none 
cievised by the princes of former times had been seen more 
beautiful. It was covered with the purest gold, and its two 
eyes -wexe twm jewels. A gigantic fuller; moreover, was I'epre- 
sented close behind the lion, pouring out water from his 
mouth upon him in the reservoir. After sup 2 )hdng the gar- 
dens of this palace in all parts, notwithstanding their great 
extent; the superabundant water served to augment the Gua- 
dalquivir ; and this aqueduct, by which the water began to 
fiow on Thursday, the tenth of the latter Jumady, wus con- 
structed in the short space of fourteen months. When we 
consider its length; together with the unfavourable nature of 
the country through which it was brought, the magnitude of 
its buildings, the height of the towers over which the water 
passed; and its reservoir, with ‘the image from which the water 
flowed, this may be numbered among the most astonishing 
performances of kings in every age. 

The great mosque of Cordova was begun by Abdurrah- 
man, surnamed Addakhil (the Enterer) ; who, having esta- 
blished his sovereignty in Spain, ajDXolied himself to enlarge 
and adorn Cordova, his capital ; but his son Hisham may be 
said to have completed this undertaking, which the father left 
in an unfinished state ; though succeeding Khalifs so continued 
to augment it, that the whole edifice may be ascribed to the 
concentrated piety of eight sovereigns of the house of Urn- 
rnaiya. The spot on which it is founded being the site of a 
Christian chm’ch, was bought by AbduiTahman for 100,000 
dinars ; and he is said to have expended on building 80,000 
dinars ; but his son and successor, Hisham, has the credit of 

* Of this mosque and its inscriptions, Mr. Murphy’s ^‘"Arabian Anti- 
quities of Spain” present several interestin'^ views. See Plates L 
to VIIL 
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devoting, to tlac continuance of tlie work, 161,000 diiiai’s, 
all derived from tribute paid by tlie infidels. 

Beside tbe oontinnal additions made by succeeding Klialifs 
to tins mosque, Almansum-bn Aby Aainir, who supplanted 
their dynasty, greatly extended the edifice : and, in what he 
did, he employed Ohristio-n captives, taken from Castille and 
other parts, -who laboured in chains on this occasion. Having 
determined to augment the mosque, Almansur went himself 
to the owners of the houses he wished to remove for this pur- 
pose ; and, after they had agreed to sell him their possessions at 
a very high price, he gave them double of wdiat they demanded, 
and to each of them another house to reside in : but, coining 
to a w' Oman who had a house in the court of the mosque, wdtli 
a palm-tree belonging to it, she refused to pait with thorn on 
any terms, except for another habitation witli a palm-tree ; 
which he engaged to procime her, if it should cost even a bait 
mal and one was obtained for her at an exorbitant price. 

The author of the work entitled Ivlajmu’ul J\Iuftaiik, says 
that the length of the roof over the aisles, before the augmenta- 
tion (by Almansm*), was 225 cubits from the Kibla to the Jauf 
the breadth, from east to west, was 105 cubits; and the whole 
length was 330 cubits : but Almansur added, by the command 
of the kbalif Hisham, to the breadth on the east side, SO 
cubits. The number of aisles was at first 11 ; the breadth of 
the central one being 1 6 cubits ; that of each of the two next, 
both to the east and the west, 14 cubits ; and that of each of the 
remaining six, 11 cubits : but Almansur added eight aisles of 
10 cubits each in breadth; and this addition was completed 
in two years and a halfi Almansur himself labouiing at it. 
The length of the court, from east to west, was 128 cubits ; 
its breadth, from the Kibla to the Jauf, 105 cubits ; the breadth 
of the porticos of the colonnade that surrounded the court, 
■was 10 cubits; and the area of the building t is 33,150 
square cubits. 

I bn Said, copying fi-om Ibn Bashkuval, says that the length 
of the mosque of Cordova, from tlie Kibla to the Jauf, is 330 
cubits ; of the court, the uncovered jDart is SO cubits, and the 

* Literally, house of wealth ; ” but from the use made of this term 
before, it seems to mean the definite sum of 500,000 dinars. 

t Not of the mosque after the additions made by Almansur; but 
nearly what it was previously. 
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rest is tiled over j tlie breadth of the mosque, from west to 
east, is 2d0 cubits ; the number of aisles, comprising those 
built to tlie north bv Almansur, is nineteen. The number of 
doors, grotit and small, is twentj-one f- namely, on the west 
side, nine ; of which there is one great door, by which the 
women entered into their recesses : on the east side, nine ; of 
which eight are for the men : on the north side, three doors ; 
of which there are two large ones for the men, and one for the 
women to enter by into their recesses : hut on the side of the 
Kibla there was only one door, which was on the south side 
of the l^fahsura, and tlrrough which, by an enclosed way 
reaching from the Khalif’s palace, the sovereign passed on a 
Friday into the mosque, to join in the public worship. All 
these doors were covered with the choicest Andalusian brass, 
in an astonishing manner. Another author, however, describes 
the doors as being only nine ;t of which three opened into the 
court ; namely, one to the east, one to the west, and one to 
the Jauf : four, into the aisles ; namely, two on the east, and 
two on the west sides ; and two led into the recesses for 
women. 

The number of columns, J all of mai'ble, is, according to one 
author, 1,293; but another author says, 1,417 : whilst Ibn 
Bashkuval states them to be 1,409 ; of which the latter de- 
scribes 119 to be comprised in the Maksura, which Alhakam 
constructed. This Maksura, which is of rare construction, 
extends across five aisles in the addition made by Alhakam, 
and its wings pass through the remaining six, of which three 
are on one side : its length, from west to east, is 75 cubits ; 
its breadth, from the wooden screen or partition to the columns 
of the mosque in the Kibla, is 22 cubits ; the height of it to 
the pinnacles is 8 cubits ; and the height of each pinnacle 
is 3 spans. To this Maksura were three doors, of an extra- 

^ Doors for the public, apparently; as theKhalifs seems not included 
in this number ; and each is said to have been furnished with a ring of 
exquisite design and fabric. 

t Perhaps the real number, before the augmentation of Almansur. 

X In some cases, however, four columns were united under one capi- 
tal ; and the marble above and below was adorned with gold and lapis 
lazuli. There were also three red columns ; on one of which was written 
the name of Muhammad, on another was the likeness of Mosesls staif 
and the sleepers of the cave, and on the third was the figure of Koaks 
crow 1 
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ordinary fabric, and beaiitifiilly carved, leading by tbe east, 
west, and north, into tbe body of the mosque. 

The length of the Mihrab (or chancel, where the Imam, 
looking towards Mecca, repeats the prayers) is 8| cubits from 
the Kibla to the Jauf ; its breadth, from east to wxst, is 7| 
cubits; and the height of the tabernacle is 13| cubits. On 
the side of this was the pulpit, equalled by none other in the 
world for workmanship and materials. It was formed of the 
most precions woods, such as ebony, sandal, Bresil, citron 
wood, wood of aloes, &c. The making of this, v;hich was con- 
structed by the Khali f Alliakarn, lasted seven years : eight 
artists were employed on it, to each of wdiich was paid half a 
Muhammady mithcal a day ; the cost of it is said to liave 
amounted to 3o,7O0 dinars, Slj dirhems; and the steps, by 
•which it was ascended, Tftnre nine in numl:)cr. 

The door of the Maksnra was of gold, as 'was the wall of the 
lilihrah ; and the parts adjacent were adorned with the same 
precious metal : hut the floor of the j\Iaksura wns of pure 
silver. In the part of this mosque, too, appropriated to the 
pulpit, was deposited a copy of tJie Goran, wTitten, as it is 
generally supposed, by the Khalif Othman, who is said to 
have presented a transcript to each of the four cities, Mecca, 
Basra, Kufli, and Damascus ; and this must have been one of 
them, if it was in fact wiitteii as above described. It is, how- 
ever, most probable that Othman never made any copy of the 
Coran : but, be that as it may, the manuscript here alluded 
to was preserved in a case of gold set with pearls and rubies, 
over wdiich w^as a hag of gold tissue ; and this was placed on a 
throne, made of vmod of aloes, mth nails of gold ; and as it 
was greatly prized by Mahometans in general, the Sultan 
Abu-1 Hasan took it away, on Friday the ilth of Sliavwai, in 
the year 002, and conveyed it to xVfiica. From that country 
it was brought back to the peninsula by the Portuguese, who 
obtained possession of it in an invasion of Africa ; but being 
ignorant of its value, they guarded it so iU, that some one 
found an opportunity to seize and restore it to the Africans. 

Tlie height of the tower, now existing, wdiich was built by 
the Khalif Annasir, is 72 cubits to the top of the open dome, 
towards which the crier turned his back, when proclaiming the 
hour of prayers. On the summit of this dome are three cele- 
brated apples ; two of which are of pure gold, and the middle 
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one of silver. Tlie tower is covered with copper, and these 
ornaments on its top are grouped with a six-fold lily of gold, 
ill a most elegant manner. Each of these apples is 3^ spans 
in circumference ; and the small peach of gold, which rises a 
cubit above the top of the dome, is one of the wonders of the 
earth. This tower is not so lofty as that, at Seville, or that at 
Marocco; the latter being 110 cubits in height. In the 
tower now existing there are two staircases, each separated by 
masonry from the other ; but the old one, which Annasir de- 
molished in the year 340 (a.d. 952), had only one passage for 
ascent and descent. The foundation is a square of 18 cubits 
by 1 8 ^ the height to the station, whence the hom's of prayer 
were proclaimed, is 54 cubits ; and the erection of this part 
of the edifice was completed in thirteen months. 

The reason of the great addition made by Almansur was 
the actual want of room for the people of Cordova ; for when 
the tribes of Barboi's had been diawn to it fi’om Africa, and 
the allurements of the place were known in the extremes of 
Gallicia, its siilmrbs and every other paib teemed with inha- 
bitants ; and the great mosque became incapable of receiving 
the congregation Avhich flocked to it. As the Khalif s palace 
adjoined to the mosque on the west side, Almansur could not 
extend the edifice, except to the east : great, however, as his 
undertaking was, which surpassed even what Alhakam had 
performed, it was executed in the most substantial and com- 
plete manner. Almansur also made the great well in the 
court ; and, in the opinion of the Arabian historian, it was he 
who first caused wax to be burned in the mosque, in addition 
to oil ; so that the effect of both lights was produced at the 
same time. 

The number of chandeliers of different sizes, in the mosque, 
besides those over the gates, was 280 j and the number of cups 
that contained the oil of the lamps, 7,425, or, according to 
other accounts, 10,805, Of cotton for the wicks of the lamps, 
tlnee-fourths of a kintar'^' was necessary for each month ; and 
the oil expended annually amounted to 125 kintars ; about 
lialf of which was used in the month of Eamazan ; and for this 
month tiu-ee kintars of wax, with three quarters of a kintai' of 
cotton thread used in preparing the wax, were requisite, over 

* Tho same the Spanish quintal, or about 120 pounds. ■vveiglit. 
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and above the ordinaiy allowance. The great wax taper that 
burned by the side of the Imain, was from fifty to sixty pounds 
in weight ; and such a portion of it wus consumed, each night, 
that the whole might be finished on the last night of Eamazan. 
The chandeliers were all of brass, and of various patterns, 
except tlmee, which were of silver ; and four greater than the 
rest were suspended in the centre aisle, of wdiich the largest 
hung in the great Kibla, where the sciiptures were placed ; 
but these great chandeliers, each of which consumed nightly 
seven quarterns^ of a Idntar of oil, were only illuminated on 
the ten last nights of the month Eamazan ; and, according to 
Ihn Baslxkuval, whose account is perhaps better deserving of 
credit than the one before given, the annual expenditure of 
oil was 225 kintars, of wEich three-fourths "were expended in 
the month of Eamazan. Anotlier autlior, however, fixes the 
annual consumption of oil at 1,030 quarterns of a kintar ; and 
he allows 500 qiiaiderns for the month of Eamazan : he also 
mentions, that the three silver cliandeliers reqidred seventy- 
two pounds w'cight of oil each night. 

The speoiilam, or reflector, is said to have been composed 
of 30,000 pieces ; and each piece to have consisted of seven 
dirhems of silver : it was, moreover, adorned with nails of 
gold and silver ; and in some parts, with precious stones. 
The eflect of this was nine-fold. The circumference of the 
greatest chandelier was fifty spans, and it held 1,084 cups (for 
oil), each of w^hich was gilt. 

Over the extremity of the Mihrab were placed on columns 
seven arches of more than an ell in length each, the beautiful 
position of which astonished ail Europeans as w^ell as Moslems : 
and at the two door-posts of the ]\lihrah, were four pillars 
which exceeded all estimation in value ; twm of them being of 
green maihle, and two of lapis lazuli. 

Ib3i Bashkuval relates that Alhakam demolished the old 
reservoir for pmification in the court of the mosque ; to which 
the water was convex^ed by beasts of burthen : and in its 
place substituted in tlie court four great cisterns, which he 
caused to be hewm out of the solid rock at the foot of the 
mountain of Cordova ; and to be each drawn, on a machine 

* A measure or weight similar to the arroba of the Spaniards ; tliis 
word being, in fact, tlic same as the Arabia?, and meaning the fourth '' 
cf a kintar, or weight of about 120 pounds Engiish. 
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constructed for tlie purpose, by seventy of the strongest 
draiigiit oxen, after a road bad been levelled and prepared. 
These cisterns, or reservoirs, were of marble ; a large one for 
the men, and a smaller one for the women, were fixed on both 
the east and west sides of the court ; and they were replenished 
by means of pipes laid to the foot of the mountain of Cordova. 
By the same conduit, moreover, excellent water was brought 
to three marble receptacles fixed at the doors on the east, 
west, and north sides of the mosque, for the public accom- 
modation. 

The number of people employed in the mosque, such as 
priests, readers, wardens, door-keepers, proclaimers of the 
times of prayer, lighters of the lamps, and the like, was, in the 
time of Almansur, 159 j but Ibn Bashkuval, whose account 
best deserves credit, saj^s, that the attendants amounted to 
300 in the times of the Khalifs, and of Almansm-. On the 
last night of the month Ramazan, four ounces of light coloured 
amber, and eight ounces of wood of aloes, were burnt by way 
of incense ; but some historians say, that one pound of wood 
of aloes, and a quarter of a pound of amber, were allotted to 
the mosque every Friday for this purpose. 

The Arabs of Spain imitated the conduct of Ubaidatu- 
bnu-1 JaiTah and Khalidu-bnu-1 Walid, when these subdued 
Syria, in dividing the churches with the Christians, agreeable 
to the adduce of Omar. According to this maxim, the Sioslems 
and the barbarians parted between them the principal chinch 
of Cordova, called St. Vincent’s j and on this, their portion, 
the Moslems built a great mosque, whilst the other part 
remained in the hands of the Christians, and all the churches 
in Cordova sunk to decay. With what they possessed, how- 
ever, the Moslems remained satisfied ; and, as the population 
of Cordova, where the chiefs of the Arabs took up their abode, 
continued to increase, aisles were at different times subjoined 
to tins mosque ; the roof of each successive one being inferior 
to the preceding, till that of the last aisle was, in fact, so low, 
that the pepole could not stand up with ease under it. In this 
state the temple continued during the government of the 
Emirs : but when Abdurrahman, son of Muavia, had gained 
possession of the kingdom, and fixed himself at Cordova, he 
examined into the state of the mosque ; and wishing to enlaige 
it, lie sought to |)ui:chase of the Chiistians their share of the 
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cliurcli, wliieh -was adjoining to the mosqnej bnt they refused 
to sell. After mucli solicitation, however, tliey at length 
assented, on condition of being allo wed to repair the chiunhes 
gone to decay on the outside of the city, and of holding them 
exclusively of the Moslems : this point being settled, Abdur- 
rahman laid the foundation of the present great mosque of 
Cordova. 

Hisham, son of AbdiuTahman, enlarged and completed 
what his father had founded. 

Abdurrahman Alausat, son of Hisham, enlarged the mosque; 
and Muhammad, son of the latter, finished what was incom- 
plete at the death of his father. 

Alinundhir repaired the mosque, and Annasir renewed some 
parts, besides taldng down the old tower, and building the 
present one. 

But Alhakam, son of Annasir, made the gi'eatest additions,^ 
on account of the increase of the population of Cordova : and, 
last of all, the Hajib Alrnaiisur erected the eight additional 
aisles on the east side, as before descril^ed. 

On the west side of this mosque, Alhakam built a house for 
the distribution of alms ; and over against the great western 
gate he erected houses for the reception of the poor. 

With respect to the other public, as well as private builds 
ings of Cordova, it is recorded, that in the days of Abdiu’rah- 
man Addakhil, tlie first sovereign of the house of Unimaiya in 
Spain, the number of mosques in that city was 490, but it 
became much greater afterwards. Some have asserted, that 
the number of towers, from which the people were summoned 
to prayers, was 4,300. In the great castle there were upwards 
of 430 houses, and during the sovereignty of the Matima and 
Jtluhadite dynasties, the number of houses inhabited by the 
common people witliin the walls, and exclusive of those occu- 
pied the nobles and officers of state, amounted to 113,000. , 
At- that period, too, there were 6,300 houses belonging to the ^ 
people of the government. The number of the suburbs was f 
28, or as others say, 21; that of the mosques, 3,837 ; that of . 
public baths, 700, or according to others, 300. Ibn Haiyan, , 
however, states the number of mosques in the time of Almansui*, i 
when Cordo^-a was at its highest pitch of greatness, to have - 

* The expense of the additions he made, amounted to 261,537 dinars. - 
2 diziiems and a half. " ’ 
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been 1,600, and that of baths 900.^' Still, according to an 
ancient clironiele, there v^ere 3,877 mosqnes, 911 baths, 
113,000 houses for the common people, and perhcaps half that 
nnm])er for the nobles, and such as were in the employment of 
government. 

It is, however, asserted by one of the learned, that in the 
reign of Alrnaiisur, the houses of Cordova and of the suburbs 
were numbered, and found to amount to 212,000, or 213,077 
inhabited by the common people, and 60,300 occupied by tiie 
nobles, ministers, secretaries, military people, and other de- 
peiidiints of the state ; besides hotels, baths, and taverns. 
The number of shops at this time was 80,455. In the civil 
wair which took place about the beginning of the fourth 
century of the Hejira, not only was a gi-eat part of these 
buildings demolished, l)ut also the traces of some of the 
qiiai’ters were razed to the ground. | 

Such was Cordova in her ancient state of spieiicloiir, of 
which numerous valuable remains are still in existence, par- 
ticularly the mosque and bridge, monuments of the munifi- 
cence and piety of the w^estern Khalife. But the honours of 
this city are not confined to the grandeur of her public 
edifices : :|: for Cordova has, from remote ages, been celebrated 
as the abode of learning, as well as the seat of the fine arts. 

, While under the dominion of the Eomans, Cordova pos- 
sessed a celebrated university, in which rhetoric and philo- 
sophy were particularly studied : and it also had a Creek 
professorship. The elder Seneca, and Lucius xlnneeus Seneca, 

* Of these baths, one only survives the wreck of time, or the desola- 
tions of the Spaniards. 

f Jn the preceding accounts, w'hich are extracted from various authors, 
the reader will doubtless have observed considerable disagreements in 
various particulars. These differences, howTver, must be attributed 
either to the changes in the state of things at the various periods when 
the authors wrote, as in the numbers of mosques and houses, or to the 
diversity of measures adopted by them. For instance, in enumerating 
the columns in the grand mosque of Cordova, the small pillars appear to 
be omitted in the computations of some writers ; wbile others have 
indiscriminately, reckoned all the columns, of whatever size they might 
have originally been. 

X The ancient palace of the Moorish sovereigns has been converted 
into stables, in which a hundred Andalusian horses are usually kept, 
whose genealogy is carefully preserved. 

s 


258 


APPENDIX, 


preceptor to Nero, were natives of this city, as likewise were 
the poets, Lucan, and Sextilius Henna, of whose writings one 
elegy only is extant. Here also studied the orators, Acilius 
Lxicanus, the father of the poet, Gallio, and Porcius Ladro of 
whose works there remains a single harangue ; besides other 
eminent persons : nor did the literary celebrity of Cordova 
decline under the Moorish government. The learned Casiri 
has recorded the names and writings of nearly 170 eminent 
men — natives of that city, in order to prove, that the Arabians 
had preserved to its university the reputation it had acquired 
during the time of the Eoinans. 

Among the distinguished characters of more modern times, 
who were natives of Cordova, the most celebrated is Gonzalvo 
de Cordova, better known by the appellation of the Great 
Captain ; who signalized himself by his military achieve- 
ments against the Mooi’s. 

Far different from its ancient prosperity is Cordova, in its 
present state. Under the administration of Almansur, we 
have seen, that the number of houses in this city amounted 
to 262,300, of various classes ; which, at the rate of only 
tliree persons to each house, gives a population of nearly 
700,000 persons. Some modern writers estimate the number 
of inhabitants in Cordova, under the Khalifs, at 1,000,000 j 
who had decreased to 60,000 in the sixteenth century, and at 
present do not exceed 35,000, The entire population of the 
kingdom of Cordova, according to the census made in 1803, 
was only 383,226 persons. 

The vicinity of the city of Cordova is the most productive 
in grain and olive trees in the whole district : a few manu- 
factories of ribbons, galloons, hats, and baize, however, are all 
that remain of its once celel)rated fabrics ; which, while they 
furnished employment to its numerous population, greatly 
promoted the wealth and prosperity of the kingdom. 
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Pursuing tlie course of tlie Guadalquivir^ we aiTive at Se-ville, 
the capital of Spain, until Philip II. established his couii; at 
Madrid, as a more central position. This city, the Hispalis 
of ancient Spain, is admirably situated for commerce, and 
under the empire of the Arabs, held a distinguished place ; in 
the year of the Hejira 418 (a.d, 1027), it became the seat of 
a petty kingdom, whose monarchs held the sceptre for about 
fifty years, when numerous different governors usurped the 
sovereignty for nearly forty years. In the year of the Hejira 
634, Seville became a republic, and enjoyed a free government, 
until, after a desperate resistance, it was taken by Ferdinand, 
king of CastiUe, a.h. 646, (a,d. 1248.) At this time, Seville 
was one of the most considerable cities in Spain ; while the 
beauty of its climate, and the fertility of the surrounding 
fields, rendered it a desirable residence. Its favourable situa- 
tion, near the mouth of the river Guadalquivir, presented an 
opportunity for commerce to its enterprising inhabitants, 
which was not neglected. 

The population of this city, in the year 1247, was computed 
at upwards of 300,000 persons ; which, in the 16th century, 
had decreased one-third, and which at present is reduced to 

96.000 souls. Its productive industry has suffered a propor- 
tionate diminution : in the vicinity of Seville are the celebrated 
olive grounds, called the Axarafe, which in the time of the 
Moors were so industriously cultivated that the number of 
farm-houses and olive-presses amounted to 100,000, a larger 
number than is now to be found in the whole province of Anda- 
lusia. Barely indeed do the present annual crops exceed, each, 

32.000 arrobas, or 110,000 gallons of oil. 

Among the scanty remains of Arabian monuments at Seville, 
the most considerable are the Alcazar, or royal palace, the 
Gii'aldo, and a fragment of the great mosque. The first, an 
imperfect imitation of the architectm'e of the Alhambra, was 
erected after the expulsion of the Moors from the city. The 
mosque, as appears by the portion of the exterior walls still 
remaining, was similar in design and execution, and not much 
inferior in size, to the Mesquita of Cordova. It was founded 
by tliat distinguished sovereign, Yusuf Abu Yacub j and, on 
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the surrender of Seville to the arms of Ferdm.-nid, king of 
Castillo, it was converted into a catliodriil, after having under- 
gone the usual purifications and ceremonials ; and it might 
have still continued in tiiat service, if the humility of the 
structure had not been incompatible with the opulence and 
dignity of the see. After a long forbearance, the clergy at 
length resolved to build a new cathedral, in a style suitable to 
their growing prosperity ; in pursuance, therefore, of an auto 
capitular of the 8th of July, 1401, the foundation of the 
present Gotliic pile was laid — ^the largest sacred edifice in the 
peninsula, and almost completed, wdth the interior decorations, 
in the space of 170 years. On comparing this edifice with the 
moBf^ue at Cordova, it may be infeiTed that neither space nor 
convenience has been obtained by this change, and the vene- 
rable ashes of St. Ferdinand might have rested as peaceably 
in the Mahometan fane as in the solemn temple erected on 
its mins. 

But tJie destroyers of tlie mosque ^hidunately spared its 
most striking foatm-e, the lofty tower, corruptly called the 
Girada, erected a.d. 1106. It was originally consecrated to 
science, and w^as used as an astronomical observatory, but is 
now converted to the seiwice of the church, and degraded to a 
belfry. Simple and ingenious is the construction of the Gi- 
raldo, the loftiest and most ancient monument, perhaps, in 
Christendom, in honour of astronomy. It w'as built under 
the superintendence of the celebrated Arabian astronomer and 
mathematician, Geber, who is by some wTitei's reputed, though 
erroneously, to have been the inventor of algebra. 

Seville, like all the other great cities of the Spanish Arabs, ■ 
was the seat of an univei'sity, founded probably towards the 
close of the foiuth or at the commencement of the fifth century 
of the Hejira, corresponding with the eai’ly part of the twelfth 
century of the Christian sera j and upwaiivls of seventy illus- 
trious scliolars arc enumerated by Casiri as professors or 
residents of tliis abode of science and the aids. 


THE END, 
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TO THE READER. 


WOETHY AKD DeAE ReADBE, 

Hast tliou ever been waylaid in the midst of a pleasant 
tour by some treacherous malady; thy heels tripped npj and 
thou left to count the tedious minutes as they passed, in the 
solitude of an inn chamber ? If thou hast, thou wilt be able to 
pity me. Behold me, interrupted in the course of my journey- 
ing* up the fair banks of the Rhine, and laid up by indisposition 
in this old frontier town of Mentz. I have worn out every 
source of amusement. I know the sound of every clock that 
strikes, and bell that rings, in the place. I know to a second 
when to listen for the first tap of the Prussian drum, as it sum* 
mons the garrison to parade ; or at what hour to expect the 
distant sound of the Austrian military band. Ail these have 
grown wearisome to me, and even the well-known step of my 
doctor, as he slowly paces the corridor, with healing in the creak 
of his shoes, no longer affords an agreeable interruption to the 
monotony of my apartment. 

^For a time I attempted to beguile the weary hours by study- 
ing German under the tuition of mine host’s pretty little 
daughter, Katrine; but I soon found even German had not 
power to charm a languid ear, and that the conjugating o£ 
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ich Hebe might be powerless, however rosy the lips which 
uttered it, 

I tried to read, but my mind would not fix itself ; I turned 
over volume after volmne, but threw them by with distaste : 

Well, then,” said I at length in despair, if I cannot read a 
book, I will write one.” Never was there a more lucky idea | 
it at once gave me occupation and amusement. 

The writing of a book was considered, in old times, as an 
enterprise of toil and difficulty, insomuch that the most trifling 
lucubration was denominated a work,” and the world talked 
with awe and reverence of “ the labours of the learned.” These 
matters are better understood now-a-days. Thanks to the im- 
provements in all kind of manufactures, the art of book-making 
has been made familiar to the meanest capacity. Everybody is 
an author. The scribbling of a quarto is the mere pastime of 
the idle ; the young gentleman throws off his brace of duode- 
cimos in the intervals of the sporting season, and the young lady 
produces her set of volumes with the same facility that her 
great grandmother worked a set of chair-bottoms. 

The idea having struck me, therefore, to write a book, the 
reader will easily perceive that the execution of it was no diffi- 
cult matter, I rummaged my portfolio, and cast about, in my 
recollection, for those floating materials which a man naturally 
collects in travelling ; and here I have arranged them in this 
little work. 

As I know this to be a story-telling and a story-reading age, 
and that the world is fond of being taught by apologue, have 
digested the instruction I would convey into a number of tales. 
They may not possess the power of amusement which the tales 
told by many of my contemporaries possess; but then I value 



TO THE EEAHEE. 


V 


myself on tlie sound moral which each of them contains. This 
may not be apparent at first, but the reader will be sure to find it 
out in the end. I am for curing* the world by gentle alterati ves, 
not by violent doses ; indeed, the patient should never be con- 
scious that he is taking a dose. I have learnt this much from 
my experience under the hands of the worthy Hippocrates of 
Mentz. ' 

I am not, therefore, for those barefaced tales which carry 
their moral on the surface, staring one in the face; they are 
enough to deter the squeamish reader. On the contery, I have 
often hid my moral from sight, and disguised it as much as pos- 
sible by sweets and spices, so that while the simple reader is 
listening with open mouth to a ghost or a love story, he may 
have a bolus of sound morality popped down his throat, and be 
never the wiser for the fraud. 

As the public is apt to be curious about the sources from 
whence an author draws his stories, doubtless that it may know 
how far to put faith in them, I would observe, that the Adven- 
ture of the German Student, or rather the latter part of it, is 
founded on an anecdote related to me as existing somewhere in 
French; and, indeed, I have been told, since writing it, that an 
ingenious tale has been founded on it by an English writer ; 
but I have never met with either the former or the latter in 
print. Some of the circumstances in the Adventure of the 
Mysterious Picture, and in the Story of the Young Italian, are 
vague recollections of anecdotes related to me some years since ; 
but from what source derived I do not know. The Adventure 
of the Young Painter among the banditti is taken almost 
entirely from an authentic narrative in manuscript. 

As to the other tales contained in this work, and, indeed, to 
my tales generally, I can make but one observation. Im a an 
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old traveller. I have read somewhat, heard and seen more, ana 
^'Ireamt more than all. My brain is filled, therefore, with all 
kinds of odds and ends. In travelling, these heterogeneous 
matters have become shaken up in my mind, as the articles are 
apt to he in an ill-packed travelling-trunk; so that, when I 
attempt to draw forth a fact, 1 cannot determine whether I have 
read, heard, or dreamt it; and I am always at a loss to know 
how much to believe of my own stories. 

These matters being premised, fail to, worthy reader, with 
good appetite, and, above all, with good humour, to what is here 
set before thee. If the Tales I have furnished should prove to 
be bad, they will at least be found short ; so that no one will 
be wearied long on the same theme. ‘‘Variety is charming,” 
as some poet observes. There is a certain relief in change, 
even though it be from bad to worse ; as I have found in travel- 
ling in a stage coach, that it is often a comfort to shift one’s 
position and he bimsed in a new place. 

Ever thine, 

Geoffrey Ceayon. 


Bated from the Hotel de Daemstadt, 
ci-devant Hotel de Paeis, 
Mentz, otlierwisG called Maxencb. 
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TALES OF A TRAVELLER. 


PART I. 

STRANGE STORIES BY A NERVOUS GENTLEMAN. 


I’ll tell you more, there was a* fish, taken, 

A monstrous fish, with a sword by ’s side, a long sword, 

A pike in ’s nock, and a gun in ’s nose, a huge gun. 

And letters of mart in ’s mouth from the Duke of Florence. 
Clecmthes. Tliis is a monstrous lie. 

Tony. I do confess it. 

Do you think I’d toll you truths ? , 

Fletchek’s Wife for a Mokth, 


THE GREAT UNKNOWN. 

The following adventures were related to. me bj the same 
nervous gentleman who told me the romantic tale of the Stout 
Gentleman, published in Bracebridge Hall. It is very singular, 
that altliougli I expressly stated that story to have been told to 
me, and described the very person who told it, still it has been 
received as an adventure that happened to myself. Now I pro- 
test I never met with any adventure of the Icind. I should not 
have grieved at this, had it not been intimated by the author of 
Waverley, in an introduction to his novel of Peveril of the Peak, 
that he was ^iinself the stout gentleman alluded to. I have 
ever since been importuned by questions and letters from 
gentlemen, and particularly from iaies without number, touch- 
ing what 1 had seen of the Great Unknown. 

Now all this is extremely tantalising. It is like being con- 
gratulated on the high prize when one has drawn a blank ; for 
I have just as great a desire as any one of the public to pene ■ 
trate the mystery of that very singular personage, whose voice 
hlis every corner of the world, without any one being able to 
tell from whence it comes. 

My friend the nervous gentleman, also, who is a man of very 
shy, retired habits, complains that he has been excessively 
annoyed in consequence of its getting about in his neighbour- 
hood that he is tiie fortunate personage. Insomuch, that he 
lias become a character of considerable notoriety in two or three 
country towns, and has been repeatedly teased to exhibit himself 
at blue stocking parties, for no other reason than that of being 
•Hhe gentleman who has ifhd a glimpse of the author of Waverley. 

' ' B 


2 THE HIJNTIKG DINNEE. 

Indeed, tlie poor man lias grown ten times as nervotis as ever, 
since he has discovered, on such good authority, who the stout 
gentleman was; and ivill never forgive himself for not having 
made a more resolute effort to get a full sight of him. He has 
anxiously endeavoured to call up a recollection of what he saw 
of that portly personage; and has ever since kept a curiouvS eye 
on all gentlemen of more than ordinary dimension'’, whom he 
has seen getting into stage. coaches. All in vain! The features 
he had caught a glimpse of seem common to the whole race of 
stout gentlemen, and the Great Unknown remains as great an 
unknown as ever. 

Having premised these circumstances, I will now let the 
nervous gentleman proceed with his stories. 

THE HUNTING DINNER. 

I WAS once at a hunting dinner given by a w’orthy fox-hunt- 
ing old Baronet, who kept bachelor s hall in jovial style, in an 
ancient rook-haunted family mansion, in one of the middle 
counties. He had been a devoted admirer of the fair sex in his 
* young days; but, having travelled much, studied the sex in 
various countries with distinguished success, and returned home 
profoundly instructed, as he supposed, in the ways of woman, 
and a perfect master of the art of pleasing,, he had the mortifi- 
cation of being jilted by a little boarding-school girl, who was 
scarcely versed in the accidence of love. 

The Baronet was completely overcome by such an incredible 
defeat; retired from the world in disgust; put himself under the 
government of his housekeeper ; and took to fox-hunting like 
a perfect Nimrod. Whatever poets may say to the contrary, a 
Hian will grow out of love as he grows old; and a pack of fox- 
hounds may chase out of his heart even the memory of a board- 
ing-school goddess. The Baronet was, when I saw him, as 
merry and mellow an old bachelor as ever followed a hound; 
and the love he had once felt for one woman had spread itself 
over the whole sex; so that there was not a pretty face in the 
whole couritiy round but came in for a share. 

The dinner was prolonged till a late hour; for our host hav- 
ing no ladies in his liousehokl to summon us to the drawing- 
room, the bottle maintained its tme bachelor sway, unrivalled 
by its potent enemy the tea-kettle. The old hall in which we 
dined echoed to bursts of robustious fox-hunting merriment that 
made the ancient antlers shake on the wails. By degrees. 
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hovrever, the wine and the wassail of mine host began to operate 
upon bodies already a little jaded by the chase. The choice 
spirits which flashed up at the beginning of the dinner sparkled 
for a time, tlien gradually w^ent out one after another, or only 
emitted now and then a faint gleam from the socket. Some of 
the briskest talkers, who had given tongue so bravely at the 
first bui’st, fell fast asleep ; and none kept on their way but 
certain of those ioiig-winded prosers, wdio, like sliort-Iegged 
hounds, worry on unnoticed at the bottom of conversation, but 
are sure to be in at the death. Even these at length subsided into 
silence ; and scarcely anything was heard but the nasal com- 
munications of two or three veteran masticators, who, having 
been silent wdiile awake, were indemnifying the company in 
their sleep. 

At length the announcement of tea and coffee in the cedar 
parlour roused all hands from this temporary torpor. Every 
one awoke marvellously renovated, and while sipping the re- 
freshing beverage out of the Baronet’s old-fashioned hereditary 
china, began to think of departing for tlieir several homes. But 
here a sudden difficulty arose. While -we had been prolonging 
our repast, a heavy winter storm had set in, w ith snow,, rain, and 
sleet, driven by such bitter blasts of wind, that they threatened 
to penetrate to the very bone. 

“ It’s all in vain,” said our hospitable host, ‘‘to think of putting 
one’s head out of doors in such weather. So, gentlemen, Ihold 
you my guests for this night at least, and will have your quar- 
ters prepared accordingly.” The unruly weather, which becam® 
more and more tempestuous, rendered the hospitable suggestion 
unanswerable. The only question was, whether such an unex- 
pected accession of company to an already crowded house would 
not put the housekeeper to her trumps to accommodate tliem. 

“ Pshaw,” cried mine host, “ did you ever know" of a bache- 
lor’s hall that was not elastic, and able to accommodate twice 
as many ns it could hold ?” So, out of a good-humoured pique, 
tlie housekeeper was simimoned to a consultation before us all. 
The old lady a|)peared in her gala suit of faded brocade, which 
rustled with flurry and agitationj for in spite of our hosts bra- 
vado, she was a little perplexed. But in a bachelor’s Ijouse, 
and w'ith bachelor guests, these matters are readily managed. 

Tiiei e is no lady of the house to stand upon squeamish points 
about lodging gentlemen in odd holes and corners, and exposing 
the shabby parts of the establishment. A bachelor’s house- 
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keeper is used to shifts and emergencies ; so, after much worry- 
ing to and fro, and divers consultations about the red-roora, 
and the blue-room, and the chintz-room, and the damask -room, 
and the little room with the bow window, the matter was 
finally arranged. 

When ail this was done, we were once more summoned to tim 
standing rural amusement of eating. The time that had been 
consumed in dozing after dinner, and in the refreshment and 
consultation of the cedar-parlour, was sufficient, in the opinion 
of the rosy-faced butler, to engender a reasonable appetite fu' 
supper. A slight repast had, therefore, been tricked up from 
the residue of dinner, consisting of a cold sirloin of beef, hashed 
venison, a devilled leg of a turkey or so, and a few other <d* 
those light articles taken by country gentlemen to ensure sound 
sleep and heavy snoring. 

The nap after dinner had brightened up every one’s wit; and 
a great deal of excellent humour was expended upon the per- 
plexities of mine host and his housekeeper, by certain married 
gentlemen of the company, wlio considered tliernselves privileged 
in joking witii a bachelor’s establishment. From this the banter 
turned as to what quarters each would find, on being thus sud- 
denly billeted in so antiquated a mansion. 

‘‘By rnysoul,” said an Irish captain of dragoons, one of the 
most merry and boisterous of the party, “ by my soul, but I 
should not be surprised if some of those good-looking gentle- 
folks that hang along the walls should walk about the rooms of 
this stormy night ; or if I should find the ghost of one of those 
long-waisted ladies turning into my bed in mistake for her grave 
in the churchyard.” 

“ Do you believe in ghosts, then ?” said a thin, hatchet-faced 
gentleman, with projecting eyes like a lobster, 

I had remarked this last personage during dinner-time for oiif} 
or those incessant questioners, who have a craving*, iinliealtiiy 
appetite in conversation. He never seemed satisfied with the 
whole of a story; never laughed when others laughed ; but 
always put the joke to the question. He never could enjoy the 
kertrel of tlic nut, but pestered himself to get more out of the 
shell.” — “Do you believe in ghosts, then?” said the inquisitive 
gentleman, — “ Faith but I do,” replied the jovial Irishman. I 
was brought up in the fear and belief of tliem. We had a Ben- 
shee in our own hunilj, honey.” — Benshee, and what’s 
tliat ?” cried the questioner — Vvliy, an old lady ghost tluit 
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tends upon your real Milesian families, and waits at tlieir window 
to let them know wdien some of them are to die.” 

A mig-hty pleasant piece of information!” cried an elderly 
gentleman with a knowing look, and wdth a flexible nose, to 
which he could give a whimsical twist when he wished to be 
w^aggish . 

By my soul, but I’d have you to know it’s a piece of dis- 
tinction to be waited on by a Bensbee, It’s a proof that one has 
pure blood in one’s veins. But i’faitli, now we are talking of 
ghosts, there never was a house or a night better fitted than the 
present for a ghost adventure. Pray, Sir John, haven’t you 
such a thing as a haunted chamber to put a guest in?” 

‘‘Perhaps,” said the Baronet, smiling, “I might accommo- 
date you even on that point.” — “Oh, I shoula like it of all 
tldngs, my jewel. Some dark oaken room, with ugly, wo- 
begone portraits, that stare dismally at one ; and about -which 
the housekeeper has a powder of delightful stories of love and 
murder. And then a dim lamp, a table with a rusty sword across 
it, and a spectre all in white, to diaw aside one’s curtains at 
midnight ” 

“ In truth,” said an old gentleman at one end of the table, 

“ you put me in mind of an anecdote ’’ — “ Oh, a ghost story ! 

a ghost story I” was vociferated round the board, eveiy one edg- 
ing his chair a little nearer. The attention of the whole com- 
pany was now turned upon the speaker. He was an old gentle- 
man, one side of whose face -was no match for the other. The 
eyelid drooped and hung down like an unhinged window-shutter. 
Indeed, the -whole side of his head was dilapidated, and seemed 
like the -wing of a house shut up and haunted. Pli warrant that 
side was stuffed with ghost stories. There w-as an universal 
demand for the tale. — “ Nay,” said the old gentleman, “ it’s a 
mere anecdote, and a very common-place one; but such as it is 
you shall have it. It is a story that I once heard my uncle tell 
as having happened to himself. He -v\"as a man very apt to meet 
-with strange adventures. I have heard him tell of others much 
more singular.” 

“ What kind of a man was your xmcle?” said the questioning 
gentleman. — “Why, he was rather a dry, slire-^vd kind of body; 
a great traveller, and fond of telling his adventures.” — “ Px'ay, 
how old might he have been -when that happened?” — “When 
what happened?” cried the gentleman with the flexible nose, im- 
patiently, — “Egad, you have not given anything a chance to 
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iijippeu. Come, never mind our uncle’s age; let us have his ad- 
ventures.” — The inquisitive gentleman being for the nioment 
silenced, the old gentleman with the haunted head proceeded. 

THE ADVENTURE OF MY HNCLE. 

Many years since, some time before the French revolution, 
my uncle had passed several months at Paris. The English 
and French were on better terms in those days than at present, 
and mingded cordially together in society. The English went 
abroad to spend money then, and the French were always ready 
fo help them: they go abroad to save money at present, and 
that they can do without French assistance. Perhaps the 
travelling English were fewer and choicer then than at present, 
when the whole nation has broke lose and inundated the conti- 
nent. At any rate, they circulated more readily and currently 
in foreign society, and my uncle, during his residence in Paris, 
made many very intimate acquaintances among the French 
noblesse. 

• Some time afterwards, he was making a journey in the winter 
time in that part of Normandy called the Pays de Caux, when, 
as evening was closing in, he perceived the turrets of an 
ancient chateau rising out of the trees of its walled park ; each 
turret, with its high conical roof of grey slate, like a candle 
with an extinguisher on it. To whom does that chateau 
belong, friend?” cried my uncle to a meagre but fiery postilion, 
who with tremendous jack-boots and cocked hat was fiounder- 

ing on before him. — “ To Monseigneur the Marquis de 

said the postilion, touching his hat, partly out of respect to 
my uncle, and partly out of reverence to the noble name pro- 
nounced. 

My uncle recollected the Marquis for a particular friend in 
Paris, who had often expressed a wish to see him at his paternal 
chateau. My uncle was an old traveller, one who knew how to 
turn things to account. He revolved for a few moments in his 
mind how agreeable it would be to his friend the Marquis to be 
surprised in this sociable way by a pop visit ; and how much 
more agreeable to himself to get into snug quarters in a cha- 
teau, and have a relish of the Marquis’s well-known kitchen, 
and a smack of his superior Champagne and Burgundy, rather 
than put up with the miserable lodgement and miserable fare 
of a proHncial inn. In a few minutes, therefore, the meagre 
postilion was cracking his whip like a very devil, or like ts 
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true Frencbmaii, up the long* straight avenue that led to the 
chateau. 

You have no doubt all seen French chateaux, as every body 
travels in France now-a-days. This was one of the oldest ; stand- 
ing naked and alone in the midst of a desert of gravel walks and 
cold stone terraces ; with a cold-looking formal garden, cut 
into angles and rhomboids; and a cold leafless park, divided 
geometrically by straight alleys ; and two or three cold- looking 
noseless statues ; and fountains spouting* cold water enough to 
make one’s teeth chatter. At least such was the feeling they 
imparted on the wintry day of my uncle’s visit ; though, in hot 
summer weather, I’ll warrant there was glare enough to scorch 
one’s eyes out. 

The smacking of the postilion’s whip, which grew more and 
more intense the nearer they approached, frightened a flight of 
pigeons out of the dove-cote, and rooks out of the roofs, and 
flnaily a crew of servants out of the chateau, with the Marquis 
at tlieir head. He was enchanted to see my uncle, for his cha- 
teau, like the house of our worthy host, had not many more 
guests at the time than it could accommodate. So he kissed 
my uncle on each cheek, after the French fashion, and ushered 
him into the castle. 

The Marquis did the honours of his house with the urbanity 
of his country. In fact,* he was proud of his old family chateau, 
for part of it was extremely old. There was a tower and chapel 
which had been built almost before the memory of man ; but 
the rest was more modern, the castle having been nearly de- 
molished during the wars of the league. The Marquis dwelt 
upon this event with great satisfaction, and seemed really to 
entertain a grateful feeling towards Henry the Fourth, for 
having thought his paternal mansion worth battering down. 
He liad many stories to tell of the prowess of his ancestors ; and 
several skull-caps, helmets, and ci*oss-bows, and divers huge 
boots, and buff jerlvins, to show, which had been worn by the 
leag’uers- Above all, there was a two-handled sword, which he 
could liardly wield, but which be displayed, as a proof that there 
had been giants in his family. 

In truth, he was but a small descendant from such great war- 
riors. When you looked at their bluff visages and brawny 
limbs, as depicted in their portraits, and then at the little Mar- 
quis, with his spindle shanks, and his sallow lantern visage, 
flanked with a pair of pow^dered earlocks, or ailes de pigeon^ 
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that seemed ready to £y away with it, you could hardly helieve 
him to be of the same race. But -when you looked at the eyes, 
that sparkled out like a beetle’s from each side of his hooked 
nose, you saw at once that he inherited all the fiery spirit of his 
forefathers. In fact, a. Frenchman’s spirit never exhales, how- 
ever his body may dwindle. It rather rarifies, and grows more 
inflammable, as the earthly particles diminish ; and I have seen 
valour enough in a little fiery-hearted French dwarf to have fur- 
nished out a tolerable giant. 

When once the Mai*quis, as he was wont, put on one of the 
old helmets that were stuck up in his hall, though his head no 
more filled it than a dry pea its peascod, yet Ids eyes flashed 
from the bottom of the iron cavern with the brilliancy of car- 
buncles; and when he poised the ponderous two-handled swmrd 
of his ancestors, you would have thought you saw the doughty 
little David wielding the sword of Goliah, which was unto him 
like a weaver’s beam, 

flowever, gentlemen, I am dwelling too long on this descrip- 
tion of the Marquis and his chateau, but you must excuse me; 
he was an old friend of my uncle ; and wlienever my uncle told 
the story, he was always fond of talking a great deal about his 
host. — Poor little Marquis! He “was one of that handful of 
gallant courtiers who made such a devoted but hopeless stand 
in the cause of their sovereign, in the chateau of the Tuileries, 
against the irruption of the mob, on the sad tenth of August. 
He displayed the valour of a preux French chevalier to the last ; 
flourished feebly his little court sword with a 9a“9a! in face of a 
whole legion of sans culottes; but was pinned to the wall like a 
butterfly, by the pike of a poissarde, and his heroic soul 
borne np to heaven on his ailes de pigeon. 

But all this has nothing to do with my story. To the point 
then. — When the hour arrived for retiring for the niglit, my uncle 
was shown to his room, in a venerable old tower. It was the 
oldest part of the chateau, and had in ancient times been the 
donjon or strong hold ; of course the chamber was none of the 
best. The Marquis had put him there, however, because he 
Imew him to be a traveller of taste, and fond of antiquities ; and 
also because the better apartments were already occupied. In- 
deed, he perfectly 7 ‘econciled my nncle to his quarters by men- 
tioning the great personag-es who had once inhabited them, ail 
of whom were, in some way or other, connected with the family, 
Jf you would take his word for it, John Baliol, or as he called 
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Mm, Jean de Bailleul, had died of chagrin in this very chamher, 
on hearing of the success of his rival, Eobert the Bruce, at the 
battle of Bannockburn. And when he added that the Dukede 
Guise had slept in it, my uncle was fain to felicitate himself on 
being honoured with such distinguished quarters. 

1’he night was shrewd and windy, and the chamber none of 
the warmest. An old long-faced, long-bodied servant, in quaint 
li\'ery, who attended upon my uncle, tlirew^ down an armful of 
wood beside the fireplace, gave a queer look about the room, 
and then wished him hon repos with a grimace and a shrug that 
would have been suspicious from any other than an old french 
servant. 

The chamber had indeed a wild crazy look, enough to strike 
any one who had read romances wdth apprehension and fore- 
boding. The windows were high and narrow*', and had once 
been loopholes, hut had been rudely enlarged, as w'ell as the ex- 
treme thickness of the walls would permit ; and the ill-fitted 
casements rattled to every breeze. You would have thought, 
on a windy night, some of the old leaguers were tramping and 
clanking about the apartment in their huge boots and rattling 
spurs. A door which stood ajar, and, like a true French door, 
would stand ajar in spite of every reason and effort to the con- 
trary, opened upon a long dark corridor, that led the Lord knows 
whither, and seemed just made for ghosts to air themselves in, 
when they turned out of their graves at midnight. The wind 
wTiuld spring up into a hoarse murmur through this passage, and 
creak the door to and fro, as if some dubious ghost w^ere balanc- 
ing in its mind whether to come in or not. In a word, it was pre- 
cisely the kind of comfortless apartment that a ghost, if ghost there 
were in the chateau, would single out for its favourite lounge. 

My uncle, however, though a man accustomed to meet with 
strange adventures, apprehended none at the time. He made 
several attempts to shut the dooi*, but in vain. Not that he ap- 
prehended anything, for be was too old a traveller to be daunted 
by a wild-looking apartment ; but the night, as I have said, 
was cold and gusty, and the wind howled about the old turret 
pretty much as it does round this old mansion at this moment ; 
and the breeze from the long dark corridor came in as damp and 
chilly as if from a dungeon. My uncle, therefore, since he could 
not close the door, threw a quantity of wood on the fire, w^hieh 
soon sent up a flame in the great wide-mouthed chimney, that 
illumined the whole chamher, and made the shadow of the tongs 
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on tli8 opposite wall look like a long'-ie^i^gecl giant. My uncle 
now clambered on the top of the half score of mattresses which 
form a French bed, and which stood in a deep recess ; then 
tucking liimseif snugly in, and burying himself up to the chin 
in the bed-clothes, he lay looking at the fire, and listening to 
the wind, and thinking hovv knowingly he had come over his 
friend the marquis for a night^s lodging — and so he fell asleep. 

He had not taken above half of his first nap when he was 
awakened by the clock of the chateau, in the turret over his 
chamber, which struck midnight. It was just such an old clock 
as ghosts are fond of. It had a deep, dismal tone, and struck so 
slowly and tediously that my uncle thought it would never have 
done. He counted and counted, till he was confident he had 
counted thirteen, and then it stopped. 

The fire had burnt low, and the blaze of the last faggot was 
almost expiring, burning in small blue flames, which now and 
then lengthened up into little wdiite gleams. My uncle lay with 
his eyes half-closed, and his nightcap drawn almost down to his 
nose. His fancy was already wandering, and began to mingle 
Tip the present scene with the crater of Vesuvius, the French 
Opera, the Coliseum at Rome, Dolly’s chop-house in London, 
and all the farrago of noted places with which the brain of a 
traveller is crammed ; — in a word, he was just falling asleep. 

Suddenly he was aroused by the sound of footsteps that ap- 
peared to be slowly pacing along the corridor. My unclej as I 
have often heard him say himself, was a man not easily ffiglit- 
ened. So he lay quiet, supposing that this might be some other 
guest, or some servant on his way to bed. The footsteps, how- 
ever, approached the door ; the door gently opened ; whether of 
its own accord, or whether pushed open, my uncle could not dis- 
tinguish : a figure aU in white glided in. It was a female, tail 
and stately in person, and of a most commanding air. Her dress 
was of an ancient fashion, ample in volume, and sweeping the 
floor. She walked up to the fireplace, without regarding my 
uncle, who raised his nightcap with one band, and stared 
earnestly at her. She remained for some time standing by the 
fire, w^hich flashing up at intervals, cast blue and white gleams 
of light, that enabled my uncle to remark her appearance mi- 
nutely. 

Her face was ghastly pale, and ]->erhaps rendered still more so 
by the bluish light of the fire. It possessed beauty, but its 
beauty was saddened by care and anxiety. There was the look 
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of one accustomed to trouble, but whom trouble could not cast 
down or subdue; for there was still the predominating air of proud, 
unconquerable resolution. Such at least was the opinion formed 
by my uncle, and he considered himself a great physiognomist. 

The figure remained, as I said, for some time by the fire, 
putting out first one hand, then the other ; then each foot alter- 
nately, as if warming itself ; for your ghosts, if ghost it really 
was, are apt to be cold. My uncle, furthermore, remarked that 
it wore high-heeled shoes, after an ancient fashion, with paste 
or diamond buckles, that sparkled as though they were alive. 
At length the figure turned gently round, casting a glassy look 
about the apartment, wliich, as it passed over my uncle, made 
his blood run cold, and chilled the very marrow in his bones. 
It then stretched its arms towards heaven, clasped its hands, and 
wringing them in a supplicating rhanner, glided slowly out of the 
room. My uncle lay for some time meditating on this visitation, 
for (as he remarked when he told me the story) though a man of 
firmness, he was also a man of reflection, and did not reject a 
thing because it was out of the regular course of events. How- 
ever, being, as I have before said, a great traveller, and ac- 
customed to strange adventures, he drew his nightcap resolutely 
over his eyes, turned his back to the door, hoisted the bed- 
clothes high over his shoulders, and gradually fell asleep. 

How long he slept he could not say, when he was awakened 
by the voice of some one at his bed-side. He turned round, 
.and beheld the old French servant, with his ear-locks in tight 
buckles on each side of a long lantern face, on which habit had 
deeply wrinkled an everlasting smile. He made a thousand 
grimaces, and asked a thousand pardons for disturbing' Monsieur, 
but the morning was considerably advanced. While my uncle 
was dressing, he called vaguely to mind the visitor of the pre- 
ceding night. He asked the ancient domestic what lady was 
in the habit of rambling about this part of the chateau at night. 
The old valet shrugged his shoulders as high as his head, laid 
one hand on his bosom, threw open the other with every finger 
extended, made a most wliimsical grimace, which he meant to 
be complimentary — 

It was not for him to know anything of les bonnes fortunes 
of Monsieur/’ 

My uncle saw there was nothing satisfactory to be learnt in 
this quarter.-— After breakfast, he was walking with the Marquis 
through the modem apartments of the chateau, sliding over 
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the well-waxed doors of silken saloonSy amidst furniture rich in 
gilding and brocade, until they came to a long picture gallery, 
containing many portraits, some in oil and some in chalks. 

Here was an ample field for the elocjuence of his host, who 
had the pride of a nobleman of the ancien righne. There was 
not a grand name in Normandy, and hardly one in France, 
which was not, in some way or other, connected with his house. 
My uncle stood listening with inward impatience, resting some- 
times on one leg, sometimes on the other, as the little Marquis 
descanted, with his usual fire and vivacity, on the achievements 
of his ancestors, whose portraits hung along the wall; from the 
martial deeds of the stern warriors in steel, to the gallantries 
and intrigues of the blue- eyed gentlemen, with fair smiling 
faces, powdered ear-locks, laced ruffles, and pink and blue silk 
coats and breeches; — not forgetting the conquests of the lovely 
shepherdesses, with hopped petticoats and w’^aists no thicker than 
an hour-glass, who appeared ruling over their sheep and their 
swains, with dainty crooks decorated with fluttering ribands. 

In the midst of his friend’s discourse, my uncle was startled 
on beholding a full-length portrait, which seemed to him the 
very counterpart of his visitor of the preceding night. 

Methinks,” said he, pointing to it, I have seen the original 
of this portrait.” — Pardonnez moi,” replied the Marquis, po- 
litely, “ that can hardly be, as the lady has been dead more 
than a hundred years. That was the beautiful Duchess de 
Longuevilie, who figured during the minority of Louis the 
Fourteenth.” — “ And was there anything remarkable in her 
history?” 

Never was question more unlucky. The little Marquis im- 
mediately threw himself into the attitude of a man about to tell 
a long story. In fact, my uncle had pulled upon himself the 
whole history of the civil vrar of the Fronde, in wliich the 
beautiful Duchess had played so distinguished a part. Turenne, 
Coligni, Mazarine, were called up from their graves to grace 
his narration; nor were the afiairs of the Earricadoes, nor the 
chivalry of the Port Cocheres forgotten. My uncle began to 
wish himself a thousand leagues off from the Marquis and his 
merciless memory, when suddenly the little man’s recollections 
took a more interesting turn. He was relating the imprison- 
ment of the Duke de Longuevilie with the Princes Conde and 
Conti in the chateau of Vincennes, and the ineffectual efforts of 
the Duchess to rouse the sturdy Normans to their rescue. He 


THE ADVENTURE OF MT UNCLE 13 

had come to that part where she was invested by the royal 
forces in the Castle of Dieppe. 

.• ^*The spirit of tlie Duchess,” proceeded the Marquis, ^^rose 
with her trials. It was astonishing to see so delicate and beautiful 
a being buffet so resolutely with hardships. She determined on 
a desperate means of escape. You may have seen the chateau 
in which she was mewed up ; an old ragged wart of an edifice, 
standing on the knuckle of a bill, just above the rusty little town 
of Dieppe. One dark, unruly night she issued secretly out of a 
small postern gate of the castle, which the enemy had neglected 
to guard. The postern gate is there to this very day ; opening 
upon a narrow bridge over a deep fi^sse between the castle and 
the brow of the hill. She was followed by her female attend- 
ants, a few domestics, and some gallant cavaliers, who still re- 
mained iaithful to her fortunes. Her object was to gain a small 
port about two leagues distant, 'where she had privately provided 
a vessel for her escape in case of emergency. 

The little band of fugitives were obliged to perform the dis- 
tance on foot. When they arrived at the port the wind was high 
and stormy, the tide contrary, the vessel anchored far off in the 
road, and no means of getting on board but by a fishing shallop 
that lay tossing like a cockleshell on the edge of the surf. The 
Duchess determined to risk the attempt. The seamen endea- 
voured to dissuade her, but the imminence of her danger on 
shore, and the magnanimity of her spirit, urged her on. She 
had to- be borne to the shallop in the arms of a mariner. Such 
was the violence of the winds and waves that he faltered, lost 
his foot-holdj and let his precious burden fall into the sea. 

The Duchess was nearly drowned, but partly through her 
own struggles, partly by the exertions of the seamen, she got to 
land. A s soon as she had a little recovered strength, she insisted 
on renewing the attempt. The storm, however, had by this time 
become so violent as to set all efforts at defiance. To delay, was 
to be discovered and taken prisoner. As the only resource left, 
she proc'ured horses ; mounted with her female attendants, 
croupe, behind the gallant gentlemen 'who accompanied her; and 
scoured the country to seek some temporary asylum. 

While the Duchess,” continued the Marquis, laying his fore- 
finger on my uncle’s breast to arouse his flagging attention, 
while the Duchess, poor lady, was wandering amid the tempest 
in this disconsolate manner, she arrived at this chateau. Her 
8.pproach caused some uneasiness ; for the clattering of a troop 
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of horse at dead of night up the avenue of a lonely chateau, in 
those unsettled times, and in a troubled part of the country, was 
enough to occasion alarm. 

A tall, broad-shouldered chasseur, armed to the teeth, gal- 
loped a-head, and announced the name of the visitor. All un- 
easiness was dispelled. The household turned out with flam- 
beaux to receive her, and never did torches gleam on a more 
weatherbeaten, travel-stained band than came tramping into the 
court. Such pale, careworn faces, such bedraggled dresses, as 
the poor Duchess and her females presented, each seated behind 
her cavalier; while the half-drenched, half-drows}’- pages and at- 
tendants seemed ready to fall from their horses with sleep and 
fatigue. 

‘‘ The Duchess was received with a hearty welcome by my . 
ancestor. She was ushered into the hall of the chateau, and the 
fires soon crackled and blazed to cheer herself and her train; and 
every spit and stewpan was put in requisition to prepare ample 
refreshment for the wayfarers. 

She had a right to our hospitalities,’’ continued the Marquis, 
drawing himself up with a slight degree of stateliness, “for she 
was related to our family. Fil tell you how it was. Her father, 
Henry de Bourbon, Prince of ConcM ’’ 

‘^But, did the Duchess pass the night in the chateau?” said 
my uncle, rather abruptly, tenafied at the idea of getting involved 
in one of the Marquis’s genealogical discussions. 

Ob, as to the Duchess, she was put into the very apartment 
you occupied last night, which at that time was a kind of state 
apartment. Her followers were quartered in the chambers 
opening upon the neighbouring corridor, and her favourite page 
slept in an adjoining closet. Up and down the corridor w^aiked 
the gi’eat chasseur who had announced her arrival, and who 
acted as a kind of sentinel or guard. He was a dark, stern, 
powerful looking fellow; and as the light of a lamp in the cor- 
ridor fell upon his deeply-marked face and sinewy form, he 
seemed capable of defending the castle w'ltli his single arm. 

“ It was a rough, rude night; about this time of the year — 
apropos! — now I think of it, last night was the anniversary of 
her visit. I may well remember the precise date, for it was a 
niglifc not to be forgotten by our house. There is a singular 
tradition concerning it in our family.” Here the marquis hesi- 
tated, and a cloud seemed to gather about his bushy eyebrows. 

There is a tradition — that a strange occurrence took place 
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tliat night. — A strange, mysterioub', inexplicable occurrence — ’* 
here he checked himself and paused. — Did it relate to that 
lady?” inquired my uncle, eagerly, — It was past the hour of 
midnight,” resumed the marquis, — “ when the whole cha- 
teau— ” Here he paused again. My uncle made a move- 

ment of anxious curiosity. — ‘‘ Excuse me,” said the marquis, a 
slight blush streaking his sallow visage. ‘'‘There are some cir- 
cumstances connected with our family history which I do not 
like to relate. That was a rude period. A time of great crimes 
among great men : for you know high blood, when it runs 
wrong, will not run tamely like blood of the canaille — ^poor 
tndy ! — But I have a little family pride, that — excuse me — we 
will change the subject, if you please ” 

Mv uncle’s curiosity was piqued. The pompous and magni- 
ficent introduction had led him to expect something wonderful 
in tile story to which it served as a kind of avenue. He had no 
idea of being cheated out of it by a sudden fit of unreasonable 
squeamishiiess. Besides, being a traveller in quest of information, 
he consid(?red it Ins duty to inquire into everything. 

The Marquis, however, evaded every question. — “ Well,” said 
my uncle, a little petulantly, “ whatever you may think of it, I 
saw that lady last night.”— The marquis stepped back and gazed 
at him with surprise. — ‘‘ She paid me a visit in my bedchamber.” 

The Marquis pulled out his snuff-box with a shmg and a 
smile ; taking this no doubt for an awkward piece of English 
pleasantry, which politeness requii*ed him to be charmed with. 

My uncle went on gi'avely, however, and related the whole 
circumstance. The Marquis heard him through with profound 
attention, holding his snuff-box unopened in his hand. When 
the story was fiiiished, lie tapped on the lid of his box deli^ 

berately, took a long, sonorous pinch of snuff 

Bah !” said the Marquis, and walked towards the other end 
of the gallery. 

Here the narrator paused. The company waited for some time 
for him to resume his narration; but he continued silent. 

“ Well,” said the inquisitive gentleman, ‘‘ and what did your 
uncle say then?” — “ Notliing,” replied the other. — “ And what 
did the Marquis say further?” — ^Nothing.” — ‘‘ And is that all?” 
— ‘‘ That is all,” said the narrator, filliiig a glass of wine.—"*' I 
surmise,” said the shrewd old gentleman' with the waggish 
nose, “I surmise the ghost nmst have been the old housekeeper 
walking her luunds to see that all was right.” 
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’ •* Ball!’’ said the nan-ator. Mj uncle was too much ac-* 

customed to strange sights not to know a ghost from a house- 
keeper!” — There ■was a murmur round the table half of merri- 
ment, half of disappointment. I was inclined to think the old 
gentleman had really an afterpart of his story in reserve; but 
he. sipped his wine and said nothing more; but there was an odd 
expression about his dilapidated countenance that left me in 
doubt whether he ivere in drollery or earnest. 

“ Egad,” said the knowing gentleman, wdth the flexible nose, 
this story of your uncle puts me in mind of one that used to 
he told of an aunt of mine, by the mother's side ; though I don’t 
know that it wnll bear a comparison, as the good lady was not 
so prone to meet with strange adventures. But at any rate you 
shall have it.” 

THE ADVENTURE OF MY AUNT. 

My aunt was a lady of large frame, strong mind, and great 
resolution: slie was what might be termed a very manly woman. 
My uncle was a thin, puny, 'little man, very meek and acqui- 
escent, and no match for my aunt. It was observed that he 
dwindled and dwindled gradually away, from the day of his mar- 
riage. His wife’s powerful mind was too much for him; it wore 
him out. My aunt, however, took ail possible care of him; 
had half the doctors in town to prescribe for him ; made liim 
take all their prescriptions, and dosed him with physic enough to 
cure a whole hospital. Ail was in vain. My uncle* grew worse 
and worse the more dosing and nursing he underwent, until in 
the end he added another to the long list of matrimonial vic- 
tims who had been killed with kindness. — And was it his 
ghost that appeared to her?” asked the inquisitive gentleman, 
who had questioned the former story-teller. 

You shall hear,” replied the narrator. — My aunt took on 
miglitily for the death of her poor dear husband. Perhaps she 
felt some compunction at having given him so much physic, and 
nursed him into the grave. At any rate, she did all that a 
widow could do to honour his memory. She spared no expense 
in eitiier the quantity or equality of her mourning weeds; she 
wore a miniature of him about her neck as large as a little sun- 
dial ; and she had a full length portrait of him always hanging 
in lier bed-chamber. All the world extolled her conduct to tim 
skies ; and it was determined that a wminan who behaved so well 
to the memory of one husband deserved soon to get another. 
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It was not long after this that she went to take up her resi- 
dence in an old countiy seat in Derbyshire, which had long been 
in the care of merely a steward and housekeeper. She took 
most of her servants with her, intending to make it her princi- 
pal abode. The house stood in a lonel}^, wild part of the 
country, among the grey Derbyshire hills, with a murderer 
hanging in chains on a bleak height in full view. 

The sei'vants from town were half frightened out of their 
wits at the idea of living in such a dismal, pagan-looking place; 
especially when they got together in the servants’ hall in the 
evening, and compared notes on all the hobgobblin stories they 
liad picked up in the course of the day. They were afraid to 
A-enture alone about the gloomy, black-looking chambers. My 
lady’s maid, who was troubled with nerves, declared she could 
never sleep alone in such a “gashly rummaging old building;” 
and the footman, who was a kind-hearted young fellow, did all 
ill his power to cheer her up. 

My aunt herself seemed to be struck wdth the lonely appear- 
ance of the house. Before she went to bed, therefore, she ex- 
amined well the fastnesses of the doors and windows ; locked 
up the plate with her own hands, and carried the keys, together 
witli a little box of money and jewels, to her own room ; for 
she was a notable woman, and always savy to all things herself- 
ITaving put the keys under her pillow, and dismissed her maid, 
she sat by her toilet arranging her hair ; for being, in spite of 
her grief for my uncle, ratlier a buxom widow, slie was some- 
what particular about her person. She sat for a little while 
looking at her face in the glass, first on one side, then on the 
other, as ladies are apt to do when they would ascertain whether 
tliey have been in good looks; for a roystering country squire 
of the neighbourhood, with whom she had flirted when a girl, 
liad called that day to welcome her to the country. 

All of a sudden she thought she heard something move be- 
liind her. She looked hastily round, but there was nothing to 
be seen. Notliing but tiie grimly painted portrait of her poor 
dear man, which had been hung against the wall. 

^She gave a heavy sigh to Ins memory, as she was accustomed 
to do whenever she spoke of him in company, and then went on 
adjusting her night-dress, and thinking' of the squire. Her 
sigh was re-echoed, or answered by a long drawn breath. 
She looked rountl again, but no one was to be seen. She 
ascribed these sounds to the wind oozing through the rat4ioIe« 
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of the old mansion, and proceeded leisurely to put her hair in 
paj'iers, when, all at once, she thought slie perceived one of the 
eyes of the portrait move. — The back of her head being to- 
ward it!” said the story-teller with the ruined head ; good !’* 
Yes, sir !” replied drily the narrator, her back being to- 
ward the portrait, but her eyes fixed on its reflection in the 
glass.” Well, as I was saying, she perceived one of the eyes of 
the portrait move. So strange a circumstance, as you may well 
suppose, gave her a sudden shock. To assure herself of the fact, 
she put one hand to her forehead as if rubbing it; peeped 
through her fingers, and moved the candle with the other hand. 
The light of the taper gleamed on the eye, and vriis reflected 
from it. She was sure it moved. Nay more, it seemed to give 
her a wink, as she had sometimes known her husband t('> do 
when living ! It struck a momentary chili to her heart ; for she 
was a lone woman, and felt herself fearfully situated. 

The chili was but transient. My aunt, who was almost as 
resolute a personage as your uncle, sir (turning to the old 
story-teller), became instantly calm and collected. She went on 
adjusting her dress. She even hummed an air, and did not make 
a single false note. She casiudiy overturned a dressing-box ;, 
took a candle and picked up the ai'ticles one by one from the fioor; 
pursued a rolling pincushion that was making the best of its way 
under the bed; then opened the door; looked for an instant into 
the corridor, as if in doubt whether to go; and then walked 
quietly out. She hastened down stairs, ordered the servants to 
arm themselves with the weapons that first came to hand, placed 
herself at their head, and returned almost immediately. 

Her hastily levied army presented a formidable force. The 
steward had a rusty blunderbuss, the coachman a loaded whip, 
the footman a pair of horse-pistols, the cook a huge chopping- 
knife, and the butler a bottle in each band. My aunt led the 
van with a red-hot poker, and, in my opinion, she was the most 
formidable of the party. The waiting-maid, who dreaded to 
stay alone in the servants’ hall, brought up the rear, smelling to 
a broken bottle of volatile salts, and expressing her terror of the 
ghosteses. 

Ghosts!” said my aunt, resolutely. “ Fll singe their whiskers 
for them !” They entered the chamber. All was still and un- 
disturbed as when she had left it. They approached the portrait 
of my uncle. 

“ Pull down that picture!” cried my aunt A heavy groan, 
and a sound like the chattering* of teeth, issued from the por- 
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trait. The servants shrunk hack; the maid uttered a faint shriek, 
andclutjg* to the footman for support. Instantly!” added my 
aunt, with a stamp of the foot. 

The picture was pulled down, and from a recess behind it, in 
which had foi nierly stood a clock, they hauled forth a round* 
shouldered, black- bearded varlet, with a knife as long as my arm, 
but trembling ail over like an aspen-leaf. — Well, and who was 
he? No ghost, I suppose,” said the inquisitive gentleman. 

A Knight of the Post,” replied the narrator, who had been 
smitten with the worth of the wealthy widow; or rather maraud- 
ing Tarquin, who had stolen into her chamber to \iolate her 
purse, and rifle her strong box, when all the house should be 
asleep. In plain terms,” continued he, the vagabond was a 
loose idle fellow of the neighbourhood, who had Once been a 
servant in the house, and had been, employed to assist in arrang- 
ing it for tlie reception of its mistress. He confessed that he 
had contrived this hiding-place for his nefarious purposes, and 
had borrowed an eye from the portrait by way of a reconnoitring 
hole.” 

And what did they do with him? — did they hang him?” re- 
sumed the questioner. — Hang him! — ^how could they?” ex- 
claimed a beetle-browed barrister, with a hawk’s nose. The 
offence was not capital. No robbery, no assault had been com- 
mitted. No forcible entry or breaking into the premises 

“ My aunt,” said the narrator, “ was a woman of spirit, and 
apt to tak'e the law in her own hands. She had her own notions 
of cleanliness also. She ordered the fellow to be drawn through 
the horse- pond, to cleanse aw^ay all offences, and then to be well 
rubbed down with an oaken towel.” 

And what became of him afterwards?” said the inquisitive 
gentleman. — I do not exactly know. I believe he was sent on 
a voyage of improvement to Botany Bay.” — “ And your aunt,” 
said the inquisitive gentleman ; I’ll ■warrant she took care to 
make her maid sleep in the room with her after that.” — No, sir, 
she did better; she gave her hand shortly after to the roystering 
squire; for she used to observe, that it was a dismal thing for a 
woman to sleep alone in the country.” — She was right,” ob- 
seiwed the inquisitive gentleman, nodding sagaciously ; “ but I 
am sorry they did not hang that fellow.” 

It was agreed on all hands that the last narrator had brought 
his tak to the most satisfactory conclusion, though a country 
clergyman present regretted that the uncle and aunt, -who figured 
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i'll the different stories, had not been married together : they ; 
certainly would have been well matched. | 

But I don’t see, after all,” said the inquisitive gentleman, | 
^‘that there was any ghost in this last story.” — ‘H)h ! if it’s | 
ghosts you want, honey,” cried the Irish Captain of Dragoons, \ 
^‘if it’s ghosts you want, you shah have a whole regiment of 
them. And since these gentlemen have given the adventures 
of their uncles and aunts, faith and I’ll even give you a chapter 
out of my own family history.” 

THE BOLD DRAGOON; OR, THE ADVENTURE OF 
MY GRANDFATHER. 

My grandfather was a bold Dragoon, for it’s a profession, d’ yti 
see, that has mn in the family. Ail iny forefathers have been 
Dragoons, and died on the field of honour, except myself, and I 
hope my posterity may be able to say the same; however, 1 don’t 
mean to be vain-gloiious. Well, my grandfather, as I said, w'as 
a bold Dragoon, and had served in the Low Countries. In fact, 
he was one of that very army which, according to my uncle 
Toby, swore so tenibly in Flanders. He could swear a good 
stick himself ; and, moreover, was the very num that introduced 
the doctiine Corporal Trim mentions of radical heat and radical 
moisture ; or, in other words, the mode of keeping out the damps 
of ditch-water by burnt brandy. Be that as it may, it’snotliing 
to the purport of my story. I only tell it to show you that my 
grandfather was a man not easily to be humbugged. He had 
seen service, or, according to his own phrase, he had seen the 
devil — and that’s saying everything. 

Well, gentlemen, my grandfather was on his way to England, 
fi)r which he intended to embark from Osteiid — bad luck to the 
place ! — for one where I was kept by storms and head winds for 
three long days, and the devil of a jolly companion or pretty face 
to comfort me. Well, as I w’as saying, my grandfather was on 
his way to England, or rather to Ostend — no matter which, it's 
ail the same. So one evening*, towards nightfall, he rode joilily 
into Bruges. Very like you all know Bruges, gentlemen ; a 
queer, old-fashioned Flemish town, once, they say, a great place 
for trade and money-making in old times, when the Mynheers 
were in their glory, but almost as large and as empty as an Irish- 
man’s pocket at the present day. Well, g'entlemen, it was at 
the time of the annual fair. All Bruges was crowded; and the 
canals swarmed with Dutch boats, and he streets sivarmed with 
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Dutch merchants ; and there was hardly any getting along for 
goods, wares, and merchandises, and peasants in hig breecho', 
and women in half a score of petticoats. 

My grandfather rode jollily along, in his easy slashing wa}’, 
for he was a saucy sun-shiny fellow — staring about him at the 
motley crowd, and the old houses with gable ends to the street, 
and storks’ nests on the chimneys ; winking at the yafrows who 
showed their faces at the windows, and joking the women right 
and left in the street ; all of whom laughed, and took it in 
amazing good part ; for though lie did not know a word of the 
iangniage, yet he had always a knack of making himself under” 
tsood funong the -women. 

Well, gentlemen, it being the time of the annual fair, all the 
town -was cro-vvded. every inn and tavern full, and my grandfather 
ap?)iied in vain from one to the other for admittance. At length 
he rode up to an old raclcety inn that looked ready to fall to 
pieces, and which all the rats would have run away from, if they 
could have found room in any other house to put their heads. 
It was just such a queer building as you see in Dutch pictures, 
witli a tali roof that reached up into the clouds, and as many 
garrets one over the other as the seven heavens of Mahomet. 
Nothing had saved it from tumbling down but a stork’s nest on 
the chimney, which always brings good luck to a house in the 
Low Counti’ies ; and at the very time of ray grandfather’s arri- 
val tliere w’ere two of these long-legged birds of grace standing 
like ghosts on the chimney top. Faith, but they’ve kept the 
house on its legs to this very day, for you may see it any time 
you pass throug’h Bruges, as it stands there yet, only it is turned 
into a brewery of strong Flemish beer — at least, it was so wdien 
I came that way after the battle of Waterloo. 

My grandfather eyed the house curiously as he approached. 
It might not have altogether struck his fancy, had he not seen 
in large letters over the door — 

HEER VERKOOPT MAN GOEDEN DRANK. 

My grandfather had learnt enough of the language to know that 
the sign promised good liquor. “This is the house forme.’' 
said he, stopping short before the door. 

The sudden appearance of a dashing dragoon -was an event in 
an old inn, frequented only by the peaceful sons of traffic. A 
rich burgher of Antwerp, a stately ample man id a broad Flemish 
hat, and who was the great man, and great patron of the esta« 
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Llishnimifc, sat smoking a clean long- pipe on one side of tlie door i 
a fat little distiller of Geneva, from Scliiedam, sat smoking on 
tlie other ; and the bottle-nosed host stood in the d(‘or. and the 
comely hostess, in crimped cap, beside him ; and the hostess’s 
tianghter, a plump Flanders lass, with long gold pendants in her 
ears, was at a side window. 

“ Humph 1” said the rich onrgher of Antwerp, with a sulky- 
glance at the stranger. — ^‘Der duyvel!” said the fat little distiller 
of Schiedam. The landlord saw, with the quick glance of a pub- 
iican, that the new guest was not at all, at all to the taste of the 
old ones ; and, to tell the truth, he did not himself like my grand- 
father’s saucy eye. He shook his head. “ Not a garret in the - 
house but was full.” — Not a garret!” echoed the landlady. — 
‘‘Not a garret 1” echoed the daughter. 

The burgher of Antwerp, and tlie little distiller of Scliiedam, 
continued to smoke their pipes sullenly, eying tlie enemy askance 
from under their broad hats, but said nothing. My grandfather 
was not a man to be browbeaten. He threw the reins on his 
horse's neck, cocked his head on one side, stuck one arm a-kimbo, 

“ Faith and troth !” said he, ‘‘ but I’ll sleep in this house this 
very night.” — As he said this he gave a slap on his thigh, by 
way of emphasis — the slap -went to the landlady’s heart. 

He followed up the vow by jumping off his horse, and making 
his way past the staring Mynheers into the public room. May 
be you’ve been in the bar-room of an old Flemish inn — faith, but 
a handsome chamber it was as you’d wish to see; with a brick 
floor, and a great fireplace, with the whole Bible history in 
glazed tiles ; and then the mantel-piece, pitching itself head fore- 
most out of the wall, with a whole regiment of cracked teapots 
and earthen jugs paraded on it; not to mention half a dozen 
great delft platters, hung about the room by way of pictures ; , 
and the little bar in one corner, and the bouncing barmaid inside 
of it, with a red calico cap and yellow ear-drops. 

My grandfather snapped his fingers over his head, as he cast 
an eye round the room — “Faith this is the very house I’ve been 
looking after,” said he. There was some further show of resist- 
ance on the part of the garrison ; but my grandfather was an old 
soldier, and an Irishman to boot, and not easily repulsed, espe- 
cially after he had got into the fortress. So he blarneyed the 
landlord, kissed the landlord’s wife, tickled the landlord’s daugh- 
ter, chucked the barmaid under the chin ; and it was agreed 
on all hands that it would be a thousand pities, and a burning 
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slianie into tlie baro'ain, to turn sucli a bold drao^oon into the 
streets. So they laid their heads tog-ether, tlmt is to say, my 
grandfatlier and the landlady, and it was at length agreed to ac- 
commodate him with an old chamber that had been for some 
time shut up. 

Some says it’s haunted,” whispered the landlord's daughter; 
“ but you are a bold dragoon, and I dare say don’t fear ghosts.’^ 

“ The divil a bit !” said my grandfather, pincliingher plump 
cheek. “ But if i should be troubled by ghosts, I’ve been to the 
Red Sea in my time, and have a pleasant way of laying them, 
my darling.” 

And then he whispered something to the girl which made her 
laugli, and give him a good-liumoured box on the ear. In short, 
tliere was nobody knew better how to make his way among the 
petticoats than my grandfatlier. 

In a little while, as was his usual way, betook complete pos- 
session of the house, swaggering all over it ; into the stable to 
look after his horse, into the kitchen to look after his supper. He 
had something to say or do with every one ; smoked with the 
Dutchmen, drank with the Germans, slapped the landlord on the 
shoulder, romped with his daughter atid the barmaid: — never 
since the days of Alley Croaker had such a rattling blade been 
seen. The landloi d -stared at him with astonishment ; the land- 
lord’s daughter hung her head and giggled whenever he came 
near; and as he swaggered along the corridor, with his sword 
trailing by his side, the maids looked after him, and whispered 
to one another, “ What a proper man!’’ 

At supper, my grandfather took command of the table-d’hote 
as though he had been at home; helped everybody, not forget- 
ting himself; talked with every one, whether he understood their 
language or not; and made his way into the intimac}' of the rich 
burgher of Antwerp, who liad never been known to be sociable 
witii any one during his life. In fact, he revolutionised the whole 
establishment, and gave it such a rouse that the very house reeled 
with it. He outsat every one at table excepting the little fat 
distiller of Scliiedanu who sat soaking a long time before he broke 
forth; but when he did, he wuis a very devil incarnate. He took 
a violent affection for my grandfather ; so they sat drinking and 
smoking, and telling stories, and singing Dutch and Irish songs, 
without understanding a word each other said, until the little 
Hollander was fairly swamped with his own gin and water, 
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carried off to bed, whooping and hiccuping, and trolling the 
burthen of a low Dutch love song. 

Well, gentlemen, my gi-andfather was sliowm to his quarters 
up a large staircase, composed of loads of iiewn timber; and 
through long rigmarole passages, hung with blackened paint- 
ings of fish, and fruit, and game, and country frolics, and huge 
kitchens, and portly burgomasters, such as you see about old- . 
fashioned Flemish inns, till at length he arrived at his room. 

An old-times chamber it was, sure enough, and crowded %v5th 
all kinds of trumpery. It looked like an infirmary for decayed 
and superannuated furniture, where everything diseased or dis- 
abled was sent to nurse or to be forgotten. Or rather it might 
be taken for a general congress of old legitimate moveables, 
where every kind and country had a representative. No two 
chairs were alike. Such liigh backs and low backs, and leather 
bottoms and worsted bottoms, and straw bottoms and no bot- 
toms; and cracked marble tables with curiously -carved legs, 
holding balls in their claws, as though they were going to play 
at nine -pi ns. 

My gTandffithor made a how to the motley assemblage as he 
entered, and, having undressed himself, placed his light in the 
fireplace, asking pardon of the tongs, which seemed to be 
making love to the shovel in the chimney ‘corner, and whisper- 
ing soft nonsense in its ear. The rest of the guests were 
by this time sound asleep, for your Mynheers are huge sleepers. 
The housemaids, one by one, crept up yawning to their attics, 
and not a female head in the inn was laid on a pillow tliat night 
without dreaming of the bold dragoon. 

My grandfather, for his part, got into bed, and drew over 
him one of those great hags of down, under which they smother 
a man in the Low Countries ; and there he lay, melting between 
two feather beds, like an anchovy sandwich between two slices 
of toast and butter. He was a warm-complexioned man, and 
this smothering played the very deuce with him. So, sure 
enough, in a little time it seemed as if a legion of imps were 
twitching at him, and ail the blood in his veins was in a fever 
heat. 

He lay still, however, until all the house was quiet, excepting 
the snoring of the Mynheers from the different chambers ; who 
answered one another in all kinds of tones and cadences, like so 
many bullf-’Ags in a swamp. The quieter the house became, 
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the more unquiet became my grandfather. He vvaxed warmer 
and warmer, until at length the bed became too hot to hold 
him. 

May be the maid had w^armed it too much ?” said the curi* 
ous gentleman, inquiring'ly. — “I rather think the contrary,” re- 
plied the Irishman. But, be that as it may, it grew too hot 
for my grandfather ” — Faith, there’s no standing this any 
longer,” says he. So he jumped out of bed, and went strolling 
about the house. — What for said the inquisitive gentleman. 
— Why, to cool himself, to be sure — or perhaps to find a more 
comfortable bed — or perhaps — but no matter what he went for 
— he never mentioned — and there’s no use in taking up our 
time in conjecturing.” 

Well, my grandfather had been for some time absent from 
his room, and was returning, perfectly cool, when just as he 
reached the door he heard a strange noise within. He paused 
and listened. It seemed as if some one were trying to hum a 
tiirje in defiance of the asthma. He recollected the report of 
the room being haunted ; but he was no believer in ghosts, so 
he pushed the door gently open and peeped in. 

Egad, gentlemen, there was a gambol carrying on within 
enough to have astonished St. Anthony himself. By the light 
of the lire lie saw a pale, weaK:en-faced fellow ir a long hannel 
gown and a tall white nightcap with a tassel to it, who sat by 
the fire with a bellows under his arm by way of bagpipe, from 
which be forced the asthmatical music that had bothered my 
grandfather. As he played, too, he kept twitching about with 
a thousand queer contortions, nodding his head, and bobbing 
about his tasselled nightcap. 

My grandfather thought this very odd and mighty presump- 
tuous, and was about to demand what business he had to play 
his wind instrument in another gentleman’s quarters, when a 
new cause of astonishment met his eye. From the opposite 
side of the room a long-backed, bandy-legged chair, covered 
with leather, and. studded all over in a coxcombical fashion 
with little brass nails, got suddenly into motion, thrust out first 
a claw foot, then a crooked arm, and at length, making a leg, 
glided gracefully up to an easy chair of tarnished brocade, with a 
hole in its bottom, and led it gallantly out in a ghostly minuet 
about the floor. 

The musician now played fiercer and fiercer, and bobbed his 
head and his nightcap about like mad. By degrees the daric* 
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ing mania seemed to seize upon all the other pieces of furniture. 
The antique, long-bodied chairs paired off in couples, and led 
down a country dance ; a three-legged stool danced a hornpipe, 
though horribly puzzled by its supernumerary leg ; while the 
amorous tongs seized the shovel round the waist, and whirled it 
about the room in a German waltz. In short, all the moveables 
got into motion ; pirouetting, hands across, right and left, like 
so many devils ; all except a great clothes press, which kept 
curtsying and curtsying, in a corner, like a dowager, in exqui- 
site time to the music ; being rather too corpulent to dance, or, 
perhaps, at a loss for a partner. 

My grandfather concluded the latter to be the reason ; so being, 
like a tiaie Irishman, devoted to tlie sex, and at all times ready 
for a frolic, he bounced into the room, called to the musician to 
strike up Paddy O’ Rafferty, capered up to the clothes-jwess, and 

seized upon two handles to lead her out: when — whirr! the 

whole revel was at an end. The chairs, tables, tongs, and 
shovel slunk in an instant as quietly into tlieir places as if no- 
thing had happened, and the musician vanished up the chimney, 
leaving the bellows behind him in his hurry. My grandfather 
found himself seated in the middle of the floor with the clothes- 
press sprawling before him, and the two handles jerked off, and 
in his hands. 

“Then, after all, this was a mere dream!” said the inquisi- 
tive gentleman. — “The devil a bit of a dream!” replied the 
Irishman. “ There never was a truer fact in this world. Faith, 
I should have liked to see any man tell my grandfather it was 
a dream.” 

Well, gentlemen, as the clothes-press was a might heavy 
body, and my grandfather likewise, particularly in rear, you 
may easily suppose that two such heavy bodies coming to the 
ground would make a bit of a noise. Faith, the old mansion 
shook as though it had mistaken it for an earthquake. The 
whole garrison was alarmed. ‘ The landlord, who slept below, 
hurried up with a candle to inquire the cause, but with all bis 
baste his daughter had hurried to the scene of uproar before 
him. The landlord was followed by the landlady, wlio was fol- 
lowed by the bouncing barmaid, ■ who was followed by the 
simpering chambermaids, all holding together, as well as they 
could, such garments as they bad first lain hands on; but all in 
a terrible hurry to see what the deuce was to pay in the chamber 
of the bold Dragoon. 
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My grao-dfatlier related the marvellous scene be had witnessed, 
and the broken handles of the prostrate clothes-press bore testi- 
mony to the fact. There was no contesting such evidence; 
particularly with a lad of my grandfather s complexion, who 
seemed able to make g<iod every word either with sword or 
shilieiah. So the landlord scratched his head and looked silly, 
as lie was apt to do when puzzled. The landlady scratched — no, 
she did not scratch her head, but she knit her brow, and did not 
seem half pleased with the explanation. But the landlady’s 
daughter corroborated it by recollecting that the last person 
who had dwelt in that chamber was a fimous juggler who had 
died of St. Vitus’s dance, and had no doubt infected ail the furni- 
ture. This set all things to rights, particularly -when the chamber- 
maids declared that they had all witnessed strange carryings on 
in that room; and as they declared this ‘^upon their honours,” 
there could not remain a doubt upon the subject. — “ And did 
your graiidfacher go to bed again in that room ?” said the 
inquisitive gentleman. — That’s more than I can tell. Where 
he passed tlie rest of the night was a secret he never disclosed. 
In ihct, though he had seen much service, he was but indif- 
ferently acquainted with geography, and apt to make blunders 
in bis travels about inns at night which it would have puzzled 
him sadly to account for in the morning.” — “ Was he ever apt to 
walk in Ids sleep?” said the knowing old gentleman. — Never, 
that I heard of.” 

There was a little pause after this rigmarole Irish romance, 
when the old gentleman in the haunted head observed, that the 
stories hitherto related had rather a burlesque tendency. ‘‘ I 
recollect an adventure, however,” added he, “ which I heard of 
during a residence at Paris, for the truth of which I can 
undertake to vouch, and which is of a very grave and singular 
nature.” 

THE ADVENTURE OF THE GERMAN STUDENT. 

On a stormy night, in the tempestuous times of the French 
revolution, a young (German was returning to his lodgings, at 
a late hour, across the old part of Paris. The lightning 
gleamed, and the loud claps of thunder rattled through the 
lofty, narrow streets — ^l)ut I should first tell you sometliing about 
tliis young* German. 

Gottfried W^olfgaiig 'was a young man of g*ood family. He 
had studied for some time at Gottingen, but being of a visionary 
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niid enthusiastic character, he had wandered into those wild and 
speculative doctrines which have so often bewildered German 
students. His secluded life, his intense application, and the 
singular nature of his studies, had an effect on both mind and 
body. His health was impaired; his imagination diseased. He 
had been indulging' in fanciful speculations on spiritual essences 
until, like Swedenborg, he had an ideal world of his own around 
him. He took up a notion, I do not know from what cause, 
that there was an evil influence lianging over him; an evil 
genius or spirit seeking to ensnare him and ensure his perdition. 
Such an idea working on his melancholy temperament produced 
the most gloomy effects. He became haggard and desponding. 
His friends discovered the mental malady that was preying 
upon him, and determined that the best cure was a change of 
scene; he was sent, therefore, to flnisli his studies amidst the 
splendours and gaieties of Paris. 

Wolfgang arrived at Paris at the breaking out of the revolu- 
tion. The popular delirium at first caught his enthusiastic 
mind, and he was captivated by the political and philosophical 
theories of the day; but the scenes of blood wdiich follow'ed 
shocked his sensitive nature, disgusted him witli society and 
the world, and made him more than ever a recluse. He shut 
himself up in a solitary apartment in the Pays Latin^ the 
quarter of students. There, in a gloomy street not far from the 
monastic walls of the Sorbonue, he pursued his favourite specu- 
lations. Sometimes he spent hours together in tbe great 
libraries of Paris, those catacombs of departed authors, rum- 
maging among their hoards of dusty and obsolete works in 
quest of food for his unhealthy appetite. ITe was, in a manner, 
a literary goul, feeding in the charnel-house of decayed litera- 
ture. 

Wolfgang’, though solitary and recluse, was of an ardent tem- 
perament, but for a time it operated merely upon his imagina- 
tion. He wms too shy and ignorant of the world to make any 
advances to the fair, but he was a passionate admirer of female 
beauty, and in his lonely chamber would often lose himself in 
reveries on forms and faces which he had seen, and his fancy 
would deck out images of loveliness far surpassing the reality. 

While his mind was in this excited and sublimated state, he had a 
dream which produced an extraordinary effect u|)on 1 lim. It was ot 
a female face of transcendent beauty. So strong was the impres- 
sion it made, that he dreamt of it again and again. It haunted 
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his thoughts by day, his slumbers by night ; in tine, he became 
passionately enamoured of this shadow of* a dream. This lasted 
so long, that it became one of those fixed ideas which haunt the 
minds of rneianciioly men, and are at times mistaken for madness. 

Such was Gottfried Wolfgang, and such his situation at the 
time I mentioned. He was returning home late one stormy night, 
through some of the old and gloomy streets of the Marais^ the 
ancient part of Paris. The loud claps of thunder rattled among the 
high houses of the nari'ow streets. H e came to the Place de Greve, 
the square where public executions are performed. The lightning 
quivered about the pinnacles of the ancient Hotel de Ville, and 
shed dickering gleams over the open space in front. As Wolf- 
gang was crossing the square, he sbi-unk back with horror at find- 
ing himself close by the guillotine. It was the height of the reign 
of terror, when this dreadful instrument of death stood ever ready, 
and its scafibld was continually running* with the blood of the vir- 
tuous and the brave. It had that very day been actively employed 
in the work of carnage, and there it stood in grim array amidst 
a silent aud sleeping city, waiting for fresh victims. 

AYoifgang’s heart sickened within him, and he was turning 
shuddering from the horrible engine, when he beheld a shadowy 
form cowering as it were at the foot of the steps which led up to 
the scafibld. A succession of vivid flashes of lightning revealed 
it more distinctly. It was a female figure, dressed in black , She 
was seated on one of tbe lower steps of the scafibld, leaning for- 
ward, her face hid in her lap, and her long dishevelled tresses 
hanging to the ground, streaming with the rain which fell in 
torrents. Wolfgang paused. There was something awful in 
this solitary monument of woe. The female had the a[)pearanee 
of being above the common order. He knew the times to be full 
of vicissitude, and that many a fair head, which had once been 
pillowed on down, now wandered houseless. Perhaps this was 
some poor mourner whom the dreadful axe had rendered desolate, 
and who sat here heartbroken on the strand of existence, from 
which all that was dear to her had been launched into eternity. 

He approached, and addressed her in the accents of sympathy. 
She raised her head, and gazed wildly at him. What was his 
astonishment at beholding, by the bright glare of tbe liglitning, 
the very face which had liaiuited him in his dreams. It was pale 
and disconsolate, but ravisbingly beautiful. 

Trembling with violent aud conflicting emotions, Wolfgang 
again accosted her. He spoke something of her being exposed at 
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Bucli an hour of the night, and to the fury of such a storm, and 
offered to conduct her to her friends. She pointed to the guil- 
lotine with a gesture of dreadful signification. 

I have no friend on earth !” said she. — But you have a 
home,” said Wolfgang*. — Yes — ^in the grave I” The heart of 
the student melted at the words. 

“ If a stranger dare make an offer,” said he, without danger 
of being misunderstood, I would offer my humble dwelling as a 
shelter ; myself as a devoted friend. I am friendless myself in 
Paris, and a stranger in the land ; but if my life could be of 
service, it is at your disposal, and should be sacrificed before 
harm or indignity should come to you.” 

There was an honest earnestness in the young man’s manner 
that had its effect. His foreign accent, too, was in his favour; 
it showed him not to be a hackneyed inhabitant of Paris. In- 
deed there is an eloquence in true enthusiasm that is not to be 
doubted. The honieless stranger confided herself implicitly to 
the protection of the student. 

He suppox’ted her faltering steps across the Pont Neiif, and 
by the place where the statue of Henry the Fourth had been 
overthrown by the populace. The storm had abated, and the 
thunder rumbled at a distance. All Paris was quiet ; that great 
volcano of human passion slumbered for awhile, to gather fresh 
strength for the next day’s eruption. ’I'he student conducted 
his charge through the ancient streets of the Fays Laiin^ and 
by the dusky walls of the Sorbonne to the great, clingy hotel 
which he inhabited. The old portress who admitted them stared 
with surprise at the unusual sight of the melancholy Wolfgang 
with a female companion. 

On entering his apartment, the student, for the first time, 
blushed at the scantiness and indifference of his dwelling. He 
had but one chamber — an old fashioned saloon — heavily carved 
and fantastically furnished with the remains of former magni- 
ficence, for it was one of those hotels in the quarter of the 
Luxembourg palace which had once belonged to nobility. It 
was lumbei’ed with books and papers, and all the usual appa- 
ratus of a student, and his bed stood in a recess at one end. 

When lights were brought and W^olfgang had a better oppor- 
tunity of contemplating the stranger, he was more than ever in- 
toxicated by her beauty. Her face was pale, but of a dazzling 
fairness, set off by a profusion of raven hair that hung clustering 
about it. Her eyes were large and brilliant, with a singular 
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c^ 3 Epression tliat approached almost to wildness. As far as her 
black dress permitted her shape to be seen, it was of perfect 
symmetry. Her wliole appeai’ance was highly striking, though 
she was dressed in tlie simplest style. The only thing approach- 
ing to an ornament which she wore was a broad, black band 
round her neck, clasped by diamonds. 

The perplexity now commenced with the student how to dis- 
pose of the helpless being thus thrown upon his protection. He 
thou^Iit of abandoning his chamber to her, and seeking shelter 
for himself elsewhere. Still he was so fascinated by her charms, 
there seemed to be such a spell upon his thoughts and senses, 
that he could not tear himself from her presence. Her manner, 
too, was singular and unaccountable. She spoke no more of 
the guillotine. Her grief had abated. The attentions of the 
student had first won her confidence, and then, apparently, her 
heart. She was evidently an enthusiast like himself, and enthu- 
siasts soon understand each other. 

In the infatuation of the moment Wolfgang avowed his pas- 
sion for lier. He told her the story of his mysterious dream, 
and how she had possessed his heart before he had even seen 
her. She was« strangely afiected by his recital, and acknowledged 
to have felt an impulse toward him equally unaccountable. It 
was the time for wild theory and wild actions. Old prejudices 
and superstitions were done away; everything was under the 
sway of the Goddess of Reason.” Among other rubbish of 
the old times, the forms and ceremonies of marriage began to 
be considered superfluous bonds for honourable minds. Social 
compacts were the vogue. Wolfgang was too much of a theorist 
not to be tainted by the liberal doctrines of the day. 

“ Why should we separate?” said he: our hearts are united, 
in the eye of reason and honour we are as one. What need 
is there of sordid forms to hind high souls together?” Tlie 
sti'anger listened with emotion: she had evidently received illu- 
mination at the same school, — “You have no home nor family,” 
continued he; “ let me be everything to you, or rather let us he 
everything to one another. If form is necessary, form shall be 
observed — there is my hand. I pledge myself to you for ever.” 
— “ For ever ?” said the stranger, solemnly. — “ For ever!” re- 
peated Wolfgang. 

The stranger clasped the hand extended to her : “ Then 1 am 
yours,” murmured she, and sunk upon liis bosom, flho next 
morning the student left his bride sleeping, and. sallied foith at 
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change in bis situation. When be returned, be found tbe stranger 
lying with her bead banging over tbe bed, and one arm thrown 
over it. He spoke to her but received no reply. He advanced 
to awaken her from her uneasy posture. On taking her band, 
it was cold — ^tbere w'as no pulsation — her face was pallid and 
ghastly. Ill a word, she was a corpse. 

Horrided and frantic, be alarmed the bouse. A scene of con- 
fusion ensued. Tbe police was summoned. As the officer of 
police entered tbe room, be started back on beholding tbe corpse. 

Great heaven I” cried be, ‘‘bo'w did this woman come here?*’ 
— ‘'‘Bo you know anytliiug about her?” said Wolfgang, eagerly. 
— “ Do I?” exclaimed tlio police officer: “ she was guillotined 
yesterday!” He stepped fonvard ; undid tlie black collar round 
the neck of the corpse, and tbe bead rolled on tbe dodr! 

The student burst into a frenzy. “ The fiend ! the fiend has 
gained possession of me!” shrieked he : “ I am lost for ever!” — • 
They tried to soothe him, but in vain. He was possessed with 
the frightful belief that an evil spirit bad re-animated tbe dead 
body to ensnare him. He went distracted, and died in a mad- 
house. 

Here tbe old gentleman with the haunted bead iiiusbed bis 
narrative. — ‘‘ And is this really a fact?” said the inquisitive 
gentleman. — A fact not to be doubted,” replied the other, 
“ I had it from the best authority. The student told it me 
himself. I saw him in a madhouse at Paris.”*’ 

THE ADVENTURE OF THE MYSTERIOUS 
PICTURE. 

As one story of the kind produces another, and as all the 
company seemed fully engrossed by the subject, and disposed to' 
bring their relatives and ancestors upon the scene, there is no 
knowing how many more strange adventures we might have 
heard, had not a corpulent old fox-hunter, who bad slept souikUv 
through the w-hole, now suddenly awakened, with a loud and 
long-drawn yawn. The sound broke the charm: the ghosts 
took to flight as though it had been cock-crowing, and there 
was an universal move for bed. 

“ And now for the haunted chamber,” said the Irish Captain, 
taking’ Ids candle. — “ Ay, who’s to he the hero of the night : 

* Tlio latter part of the above story is founded on an nneedote related to iiifjj 
and said to exist in print in French. I bave not met with it iu print. 
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said tlie g-entleman with the ruined head. — That we shall see 
in the morning,” said the old gentleman with the nose : “ who- 
em* looks pale and grizzly will have seen the ghost.’’ — Well, 
gentlemen,” said the baronet, ‘‘there’s many a true thing said 

in jest. In fact, one of you will sleep in the room to-night 

— What — a haunted room? — a haunted room? — I claim the 
adventure — and I — and I — and I,” said a dozen guests, talking 
and laughing at the same time. 

“No, no,” said mine host; “ there is a secret about one of my 
Tooms on which I feel disposed to try an experiment : so, gen- 
tlemen, none of you shall know who has the haunted chamber 
imdi circumstances reveal, it. I will not even know it myself, 
but will leave it to chance and the allotment of the housekeeper. 
At the same time, if it will be any satisfaction to you, I will 
observe, for the lionour of my paternal mansion, that there’s 
scarcely a cluimber in it but is well worthy of being haunted.” 

We now separated for the night, and each went to his 
allotted room. Mine was in one wing of the building, and I 
could not hut smile at the resemblance in style to those event- 
ful apartments described in the tales of the supper table. It 
was spacious and gloomy, decorated with lamp-black portraits ; 
a bed of ancient damask, with a tester sufficiently lofty to 
grace a couch of state, a? id a number of massive pieces of old- 
fashioned furniture. I drew a great claw-footed arm-chair be- 
fore the wide fireplace; stirred up the fire; sat looking into it, 
and musing upon the odd stories I had heard, until, partly over- 
come by the fatigue of the day’s hunting, and partly by the 
wine and wassail of mine host, I fell asleep in my chair. 

The uneasiness of my position made my slumber troubled, and 
laid me at the mercy of all kinds of wild and fearful dreani? 
No%v it was that ray perfidious dinner and supper rose in re- 
bellion against my peace. I was hag-ridden by a fat saddle of 
mutton ; a plum pudding weighed like lead upon my conscience; 
the merry- thox\ght of a capon filled me with horrid suggestions; 
and a deviled- leg of a turkey stalked in all kinds of diabolical 
shapes through my imagination. In short, had a violent fit 
of the nightmare. Some strange indefinite evil seemed hang- 
ing over me that I could not avert, something terrible and 
loathsome 0].>pressed me that I could not shake offi I was con- 
scious of being asleep, and strove to rouse myself, but every effort 
redoubled tlie evil; until gasping, struggling, almost strangling, 
i suddenly sprang bolt u[jright in my chair and awoke. 
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The light on the mantel-piece had humt low, and the wick 
was divided ; there was a great winding-sheet made by the 
dripping wax on. tlie side towards me. The disordered taper 
emitted a broad flaring flame, and threw a strong light on a 
painting over the fireplace winch I had not hitherto observed. 
It consisted merely of a head, or rather a face, that appeared to 
be staring fall upon me, and with an expression that was 
startling. It was without a frame, and at the first glance I 
■ could hardly persuade myself that it was not a real face thrust- 
ing itself out of the dark oaken panel. I sat in my chair 
gazing at it, and the more I gazed tlio more it disquieted me. 
I had never before been affected in the same way by any ].)aint- 
ing. The emotions it caused were strange and indefinite. They 
were sometlnng like what I have heard ascribed to the eyes of 
the basilisk, or like that mystei'ious influence in reptiles termed 
fascination. T passed my hand over my eyes several times, as 
if seeking instinctively to brush away the illusion — in vain. 
They instantly reverted to the picture, and its chilling, creeping 
influence over my flesh and blood was redoubled. I looked 
round the room on other pictures, either to divert my attention, 
or to see whether the same effect wculd be produced by them. 
Some of them were grim enough to produce the effect, if the 
mere grimness of the painting produced it. No such thing — 
my eye passed over them all with perfect indifference, but the 
moment it reverted to this visage over the fireplace, it was as if 
an electric shock darted through me. The other pictures were 
dim and faded, but this one protruded from a plain background 
in the strongest relief, and with wonderful truth of colouring. 
The expression was that of agony — the agony of intense bodily 
pain : but a menace scowled upon the brow, and a few sprink- 
lings of blood added to its ghastliness. Yet it was not all these 
characteristics ; it was some }]orror of the mind, some inscru- 
table antipathy awakened by this picture, wdiich harrowed up my 
feelings. 

I tried to persuade myself that this was chimerical ; that my 
brain w*as confused by the fumes of mine host’s good cheer, and 
in some measure by the odd stories about paintings which had 
been told at supper. I determined to shake off these vapours 
of my mind ; rose from my chair ; w^alked about the room ; 
snapped my fingers ; rallied myself ; laughed aloud. It was a 
forced laugh, and the echo of it in the old chamber jarred upon 
my ear. I walked to the window, and tried to discern the land- 
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scape tlirougli tlie glass. It was pitch darkness, and howling 
storm without ; and as I heard the wind moan among the trees, 
I caught a reflection of this accursed visage in the pane of glass, 
as though it were staring through the "window at me. Even the 
reflection of it was thrilling. 

How was this vile nervous flt, for such I now persuaded my- 
self it was, to be conquered? I determined to force myself not 
to look at the painting, but to undress quickly and get into bed. 
I began to undress, but in spite of every effort I could not keep 
myself’ from stealing a glance every now and then at the picture; 
and a glance was now sufficient to distress me. Even when my 
back was turned to it, the idea of this strange face behind me, 
peefiing over my shoulder, was insupportable. I threw off my 
clothes and hurried into bed, but still this visage gazed upon me, 
I had a full view of it from my bed, and for some time could not 
take my eyes from. it. I had grown nervous to a dismal degree. 
I put out the light, and tried to force myself to sleep — ail in 
vain. The Are gleaming up a little, threw an uncertain light 
about the room, leaving, however, the region of the picture in 
deep shadow. What, thought I, if this be the chamber about 
which mine host spoke as having a mystery reigning over it ? I 
had taken his words merely as spoken in jest ; might they have 
a real import ? I looked around. The faintly-lighted apartment 
had all the qualifications requisite for a haunted chamber. It 
began in my infected imagination to assume strange appearances 
—the old portraits turned paler and paler, and blacker and 
blacker; the streaks of light and shadow thrown among the 
quaint articles of furniture gave them more singular shapes and 
characters. There was a huge dark clothes-press of antique 
form, gorgeous in brass and lustrous with wax, that began to 
grow opi'wressive to me. 

“ Am 1 then,” thought I, “ indeed the hero of the haunted 
room ? Is there really a spell laid upon me, or is this ail some 
contrivance of mine liost to raise a laugh at my expense ?” The 
idea of being hag-ridden by my owm fancy all night, and then 
bantered on my haggard looks the next day, was intolerable ; 
but the very idea 'svas sufficient to produce the effect, and to ren- 
der me still more nervous. Pish,” said I, “ it can be no such 
thing. Ho\v could my worthy host imagine that I, or any man, 
would be so wonied by a mere picture? It is my own diseased 
imagination tliat torments me.” 

i turned in bed, and shifted from side to side to try to fall 
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asleep; but a, 11 in vain. Wlien one cannot get asleep by lying quiet, | 
't is seldom that tossing about will effect tlie purpose. The fire \ 
gradually went out, and left the room in darkness. Still I had I 
the idea or that inexplicable countenance gazing and keeping ^ 
watch upon me through the gloom — nay, what was worse, the 
very darkness seemed to magnify its terrors. It was like havina’ 
an unseen enemy hanging about one in the night. Instead of 
having one picture now to worry me, I had a hundred. I fancied 
it in every direction — “ And there it is/’ thought I, ‘^and there! 
and there ! with its horrible and mysterious expression still gazing 
and gazing on me ! No — I must suffer tliis strange and dis- 
mal influence, it were better face a single foe than thus be 
haunted by a thousand images of it.” 

Whoever has been in a state of nervous agitation, must know 
that the longer it continues the more uncontrollable it grows. 
The very air of the chamber seemed at length infected by the 
Daleful presence of this picture. I fancied it hovering over me. 

I almost felt the fearful visage from the wall approaching my 
face-— it seemed breathing upon me. This is not to be borne,” 
said I, at length, springing* out of bed : I can stand this no 
longer — I shall only tumble and toss about here all night ; make 
a very s|)ectre of myself^ and become the hero of the haunted 
chamber in good earnest. Whatever be the ill consequence, Til 
quit this cursed room and seek a night’s rest elsewhere — they 
can but laugh at me, at all events, and they’ll be sure to have 
the laugh upon me if I pass a sleepless night-, and show them a 
haggard and wo-begone visage in the morning.” 

All this was half-muttered to myself, as I hastily slipped on 
my clothes, which having done, I groped my way out of the 
room, and down stairs to the drawing-room. Here, after tum- 
bling over two or three pieces of furniture, I made out to reach 
a sofa, and stretching myself upon it, determined to bivouac 
there for tbe night. The moment I found myself out of tlie 
neighbourhood of that strange picture, it seemed as if the charm 
were broken. All its induence was at an end. I felt assured 
that it was confined to its own dreary cnamber, for I had, with 
a sort of instinctive caution, turned the key when I closed the 
door. I soon calmed down, therefore, into a state of tranquil- 
lity ; from that into a drowsiness, atid, finally, into a deep sleep, 
out of which I did not awake, until the housemaid, with her be- 
som and her matin song, came to put the room in order. She 
stared at finding me stretched unon the sofa, but I presume cir- 
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cumstances of the kind were not uncommon after hunting din- 
ners in her rnaster^s bachelor establishment, forshe went on with 
her soog* and her work, and took no further heed of me. 

I had an unconquerable repugnance to return to my chamber, 
so I found my way to the butler’s quarters, made my toilet in 
tlie best way circumstances would permit, and was among the 
first to a})pear at the breakfast-table. Our breakfast was a sub- 
s :ani:ial fox-hunter’s repast, and the company generally assembled 
at ii. When ample justice had been done to the tea, coffee, cold 
meats, and humming ale, for all these were furnished in abun- 
dance, according to the tastes of the different guests, the con- 
versation beg’an to break out 'with all the liveliness and freshness 
of morning mirth. 

But who is the hero of the haunted chamber, who saw the 
ghost last night?” said the inquisitive gentleman, rolling his 
lobster eyes about the table. — The question set every tongue in 
motion ; a vast deal of bantering, criticising of countenances, 
of mutual accusation and retort, took place. Some had drunk 
deep, and some w^ere unshaven ; so that there were suspicious 
faces enough in the assembly. I alone could not enter with 
ease and vivacity into the joke — 1 felt tongue-tied, embarrassed. 
A recollection of what I had seen and felt the preceding night 
still haunted my mind. It seemed as if the mysterious picture 
still held a thrall upon me. I thought also that our host s eye 
was turned on me with an air of curiosity. In 'short, I was con- 
scious that I was the hero of the night, and felt as if every one 
might read it in my looks. The joke, how^ever, passed over 
and !io suspicion seemed to attach to me. I was just congra 
tulating myself on my escape, when a servant came in, saying 
that the gentleman who had slept on the sofa in the drawing 
room had left his watch under one of the pillows. My repeate: 
%vas in his hand. 

Wliat !” said the inquisitive gentleman, did any gentle- 
man sleep on the sofa?” — “Soho! soho! — a hare — a hare!” 
cried the old gentleman with the flexible nose. — I could not 
avoid acknowledging the watch, and was rising in great con- 
fusion, when a boisterous old squire who sat beside me ex- 
claimed, slapping me on the shoulder, “ ’Sbiood, lad, thou’rt the 
man as has seen the ghost!” , 

The attention of the company was immediately turned to 
me : if my face had been pale the moment before, it now glowed 
almost to burning. I tried to laugh, but could only make a 
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grimace, and found the muscles of my fice twitching at sixes j 
and sevens, and totally out of all control. v 

It takes but little to raise a laugh among a set of fox- I 
hunters ; there was a world of merriment and joking on the \ 
subject, and as I never relished a joke overmuch when it was i 
at my own expense, I began to feel a little nettled. I tried to ... 
look cool and calm, and to restrain my pique ; but the coolness 
and calmness of a man in a passion are confounded treacherous. 
Gentlemen,” said I, with a slight cocking of the chin and 
a bad attempt at a smile, “ this is all very pleasant— ha ! ha! — 
very pleasant - but I’d have you know, I am as little super- 
stiuoiis as any of you— ha! ha! — and as to anything like 
timidity — you may smile, gentlemen, but I trust tliere’s no one 
here means to insinuate, that — as to a room’s being haunted— 

I repeat, gentlemen (growing a little warm at seeing a cursed 
grin breaking out round me), as to a room’s being, haunted, I 
have as little faith in such silly stories as any one. But, since 
you put the matter home to me, I will say that I have met with 
something in my room strange and inexplicable to me. (A 
shout of laughter.) Gentlemen, I am serious ; I know well 
what I am saying; I am calm, gentlemen (striking my fist upon 
the table) ; by Heaven, I am calm. I am neither trifling, nor . 
do I wish to be trifled with. (The laughter of the company 
suppressed, and with ludicrous attempts at gravity.) There is 
a picture in the room in which I was put last night that has had 
an effect upon me the most singular and incomprehensible,” 

A picture?” said the old gentleman with the haunted head, 

— “ A picture 1” cried the narrator with the nose. — A picture ! 
a picture !” echoed several voices. Here there was an ungo« 
vernable peal of laughter. I could not contain myself. I 
started up from my seat ; looked round on the company with 
fiery indignation ; thrust l3oth my hands into my pockets, and 
strode up to one of the windows as though I would have walked 
through it. I stopped short, looked out upon the landscape 
without distinguishing a feature of it, and felt my gorge rising 
almost to suffocation. Mine host saw it was time to interfere. 

He had maintained an air of gravity through the whole of the 
scene ; and now stepped forth as if to shelter me from the over** 
whelming merriment of my companions. 

Gentlemen,” said he, “ I dislike to spoil sport, but you have 
had your laugh, and the joke of the haunted chamber has been 
enjoyed. I must now take the Part of my guest. I must not 
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only vindicate liira from your pleasantries, but I must reconcile 
him to himself, for I suspect lie is a little out of humour with 
his own feelings ; and, above all, I must crave his pardon for 
having made him the subject of a kind of experiment. Yes, 
gentlemen, there is something strange and peculiar in the 
chamber to which our friend was shown last night ; there is a 
picture in my house which possesses a singular and mysterious 
influence; and with which there is connected a very cuiious 
story. It is a picture to which I attach a value from a variety 
of circumstances ; and though I have often been tempted to de- 
stroy it, from the odd and uncomfortable sensations which it 
produces in every one that beholds it, yet I have never been able 
to prevail upon myself to make the sacrifice. It is a picture I 
never like to look upon myself, and which is held in awe by all 
my servants. I have therefore banished it to a room but rarely 
used, and should have had it covered last night, had not the 
nature of our conversation, and the whimsical talk about a 
haunted chamber, tempted me to let it remain, by way of experi- 
ment, to see whether a stranger, totally unacquainted with its 
Story, would bo affected by it.” 

The words of the baronet had turned every thought into a 
different channel. All were anxious to hear the story of the 
mysterious picture ; and for myself, so strangely were my feel- 
ings interested, that I forgot to feel piqued at the experiment 
which my host had made upon my nerves, and joined eagerly 
in the general entreaty. As the morning was stormy, and 
denied ail egress, my host was glad of any means of entertain- 
ing his company ; so drawing his arm-chair towards the fire, he 
began. 

THE ADVENTURE OF THE MYSTERIOUS 
STRANGER. 

Many years since, when I was a young man, and had just 
left Oxford, I was sent on the grand tour to finish rny educa- 
tion, I believe my parents had tried in vain to inoculate me 
with wisdom ; so they sent me to mingle with society, in hopes 
I might take it the natural w^ay. Such, at least, appears the 
reason for which nirje-tenths of our youngsters are sent abroad. 
In the course of my tour I remained some time at Venice. The 
romantic character of the place delighted me ; I was very much 
amused by the air of adventure and intrigue that prevailed in 
this region of masks and gondolas; and 1 was exceedingly 
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smitten by a pair of languisliing black eyes, that played upon 
my heart from under an Italian mantle : so I persuaded myself 
that I was lingering at Venice to study men and maimers; — at 
least, I persuaded my fiieads so, and that answered all my 
purpose. 

I was a little prone to be struck by peculiarities in character 
and conduct, and my imagination was so full of romantic asso« 
ciations with Italy, that I was always on the look out for adven- 
ture. Everything chimed in with such a humour in this old 
mermaid of a city. My suite of apartments were in a proud, 
melancholy palace on the grand canal, formerly the residence of 
a magnihco, and sumptuous with the traces of decayed grandeur. 
My gondolier was one of the shreivdest of his class, active, merry, 
intelligent, and, like his brethren, secret as the grave ; that is 
to say, secret to all the world except his master. I had not had 
him a week before he put me behind all the curtains in Venice. 
I liked the silence and mystery of the place, and when 1 some- 
times saw from my window a black gondola gliding mysteriously 
along in the dusk of the evening, with nothing visi!»lo but its 
little glimmering lantern, I would jump into my owii zendaletta, 
and give a signal for pursuit. — “ But I am running away from 
my subject with the recollection of youthful follies,” said the 
baronet, checking himself. “ Let us come to the point ” 

Among my familiar resorts was a Cassino under the arcades 
on one side of the grand square of St. Mark. Here i used fre- 
quently to lounge and take my ice, on those warai summer 
nights when in Italy everybody lives abroad until morning, I 
was seated here one evening, when a group of Italians took their 
seat at a table on the opposite side of the saloon. Their con- 
versation was gay and animated, and carried on with Italian 
vivacity and gesticulation. 1 remarked among them one young 
man, however, who appeared to take no share, and find no 
enjoyment in the conversation, though he seemed to force him- 
self to attend to it. He was tall and slender, and of extremely 
prepossessing appearance. His features were fine, though ema- 
ciated. He had a profusion of black glossy hair that curled 
lightly about his head, and contrasted with the extreme paleness 
of his countenance. His brow was haggard ; deep furrows 
seemed to have been ploughed into his visage by care, not by 
age, for he was evidently in the prime of youth. His eye was 
full of expression and fire, but wild and unsteady. He seemed 
to be tormented by some strange fancy or apprehension. In 
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spite of every effort to fix his attention on the conversatiou oi 
his cojnpanirnis, I noticed that every now and then he would turn 
his Iiead slowly round, give a glance over his shoulder, and then 
withdraw it with a sudden jerk, as if something painful had met 
Ms eye. This was repeated at interv’'als of about a minute, and 
he appeared hardly to have recovered from one shock before I 
saw him slowly preparing to encounter another. 

After sitting some time in the Cassino, the party paid for the 
refreshment they had taken, and departed. The young man 
was the last to leave the saloon, and 1 remarked him glancing 
behind him in the same way, just as he passed out of the door. 
I could not resist the impulse to rise and follow him; for 1 was 
at an age wlien a romantic feeling of curiosity is easily awakened. 
The party walked shnvly down the arcades, talking and laugh- 
ing as they went. They crossed the Piazzetta, but paused in 
the middle of it to enjoy* the scene. It was one of those moon- 
light niglits so brilliant and clear in the pure atmosphere of Italy. 
'Fhe moonbeams streamed on the tall tower of St. Mark, and 
lighted up the inagnifieent front and swelling domes of the cathe- 
dral. The party expressed their delight in animated terms. I 
kept rny eye upon tlie ygung man. He alone seemed abstracted 
and seif-occaf)ied. I noticed the same singular, and, as it were, 
furtive glance, over the shoulder, which had attracted my atten- 
tion in the Cassino. The party moved on, and I followed; they 
passed along the walk called the Broglio, turned the corner of the 
Ducal Palace, and getting into a gondola, glided swiftly away. 

The countenance and conduct of this young man dwelt upon 
ray mind. There was something in his appearance that interested 
me exceedingly, I met him a day or two after in a gallery of 
paintings. He was evidently a connoisseur, for he always singled 
out the most masterly productions, and the few remarks drawn 
Morn him by his companions showed an intimate acquaintance 
with the art. His own taste, however, ran on singular extremes. 
On Salvator Rosa in his most savage and ^solitary scenes; on 
Raphael, Titian, and Correggio, in their softest delineations of 
female beauty; on these he would occasionally gaze with transient 
enthusiasm. But this seemed only a momentary forgetfulness. 
Still would recur that cautious glance behind, and always quickly 
withdrawn, as though something terrible had met his view. 

I encountered him frequently afteiwards at the theatre, at balls, 
at concerts; at the promenades in the gai’dens of San Georgia; at 
the grotesque exhibitions in the square of St. Mark; among the 
tlirong of merchants on the exehanjgre by the Rialto. He seemed, 
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ill fact, to secii crowds; to hunt after bustle and amusement; yet 
never to take any interest in either the business or gaiety of the 
scene. Ever an air of painful thought, of wretched abstraction; 
and ever that strange and recurring movement of glancing fear- 
fully over the shoulder. I did not know at first but this might 
be caused by apprehension of arrest ; or, perhaps, from dx’ead of 
assassination. But if so, why should he go thus continually abroad ; 
why expose himself at aU times and in ail places ? 

I became anxious to know this stranger. 1 was drawn to him 
by that romantic sympathy which sometimes draws young men 
towards each other. His melancholy tlirew a charm about him 
in my eyes, which was no doubt heightened by the touching ex- 
pression of his countenance, and the manly graces of his person ; 
for manly beauty has its effect even upon men, I had an Eng- 
lishman’s habitual diffidence and awkwardness of address to con- 
tend with; but I subdued it, and from frequently meeting him in 
the Cassino, gradually edged myself into his acquaintance, I 
had no reserve on his part to contend with. He seemed, on the 
contrary, to court society ; and, in fact, to seek anything rather 
than he alone. 

When he found that I really took an interest in him, he threw 
himself entirely on my friendship. He clung to me like a 
drowning man. He would walk with me for hours up and down 
the place of St, Mark — or he would sit, until night was far ad- 
vanced, in my apartments. He took rooms under the same 
roof -with me ; and his constant request was, that I would per- 
mit him, when it did not incommode me, to sit by me in my 
saloon. It was not tha,t he seemed to take a particular delight 
in my conversation, but rather that he craved the vicinity of a 
human being; and, above all, of a being that sympathised with 
him. “ 1 have often heard,” said he, “ of the sincerity of 
Englishmen — ^thank God I have one at length for a friend !” 

Yet he never seemed disposed to avail himself of my sympathy 
other than by mere companionship. He never sought to unbo- 
som himself to me : there appeared to be a settled corroding an- 
guish in his bosom that neither could be soothed “ by silence 
nor by speaking,” 

A devouring melancholy preyed upon his heart, and seemed 
to be drying up the very blood in his veins. It was not a soft 
melancholy, the disease of the affections, hut a parching, wither- 
ing agony. I could see at times that his mouth was dry and 
feverish ; he panted rather than breathed ; his eyes were blood- 
shot ; his cheeks pale and livid ; with now and then faint streaks 
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af red athwart tlicni, balefai gleams of the fire that was con- 
suming Ids heart. As my arm was within his, I felt him press 
it at times with a convulsive motion to his side ,* his hands would 
clench themselves involuntarily, and a kind of shudder would 
run through his frame. 

I reasoned with him about bis melancholy, and sought to draw 
from him the cause ; he shrunk from all confiding. “ Do not 
seek to know it,’^ said he, you could not relieve it if you knew 
it ; you would not even seek to relieve it. On the contrary, I 
should lose your sympathy, and that,’^ said he, pressing my hand 
convulsively, that I feel has become too dear to me to risk.” 

I endeavoured to awaken hope within him. He was young; 
life had a thousand pleasures in store for him; there is a healthy 
reaction in the youthful heart ; it medicines all its own wounds — 
Come, come,” said I, there is no grief so great that youth 
cannot outgrow it.” — No! no !” said he, clenching his teeth and 
striking repeatedly, with the energy of despair, on his bosom — 
‘^it is here! here! deep rooted; draining my heart’s blood. It 
grows and grows, 'while my heart withers and withers. I have a 
dreadful monitor that gives me no repose— that follows me step 
by step — and will follow me step by step, until it pushes me into 
my gmve !” 

As he said this, he involuntarily gave one of those fearful 
glances over his shoulder, and shrunk back with more than usual 
horror. I could not resist the temptation to allude to this move- 
ment, which I supposed to be some mere malady of the nerves* 
The moment I mentioned it, his face became crimsoned and con- 
vulsed; he grasped me by both hands — 

“ For God’s sake,” exclaimed he, with a piercing voice, ‘^never 
allude to that again. Let us avoid this subject, my friend; you 
cannot relieve me, indeed you cannot relieve me, hut you may add 
to the torments I suffer. At some future day you shall know all.” 
k I never resumed the subject ; for however much my curiosity 
>' might be roused, I felt too true a compassion for his sufferings 
5 to increase them by my intrusion. I sought various ways to divert 
his mind, and to arouse him from the constant meditations in 
which he was plunged. He saw my efforts, and seconded them 
as far as in his power, for there was nothing moody nor wayward 
in his nature. On the contrary, there was something frank, 
generous, unassuming in his whole deportment. All the senti- 
ments that he uttered were noble and lofty. He claimed no in- 
dulgence; he asked no toleration. He seemed content to carry 
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his load of miser}’- in silence, and only sought to carry it by my 
side. There was a mute beseeciniig manner about him, as if he 
craved companionship as a charitaMe boon; and a tacit thank- 
mltiess in his looks, as if he felt grateful to me for not repuls- 
ing him. 

I felt this melancholy to be infectious. It stole over my spirits ; 
intei'fered with ail my gay pursuits, and gradually saddened my 
life ; yet I 'could not prevail upon myself to shake off a being wdio 
seemed to hang upon me for supjjort. In truth, the generous 
traits of character that beamed through all this gloom had pene- 
trated to my heart. His bounty was lavish and open-handed : 
bis charity melting and spontaneous. Not confined to mere do- 
nations, which humiliate as nmch as they relieve. The tone of 
his voice, the beam of his eye, enhanced every gift, and surprised 
the poor suppliant with that rarest and sweetest of charities, the 
charity not merely of the hand but oF the heart. Indeed his libe- 
rality seemed to have something in it of self-abasement and ex- 
piation. He, in a manner, humbled himself before the mendicant. 

What right have I to ease and affluence’’ — would he murmur 
to himself — when innocence wanders in misery and rags f’ 

The carnival time arrived. I hoped that the gay scenes which 
then presented themselves might have some cheering effect* I 
mingled with him in the motley throng that crowded the place 
of St. Mark. We frequented operas, masquerades, balls —all in 
vain. The evil kept growing on him. He became more and more 
haggard and agitated. Often, after we have returned from one 
of these scenes of revelry, I have entered his room and found him 
lying on his face on the sofa; his hands clenched in his fine hair, 
and his whole countenance bearing traces of the convulsions of 
his mind. 

The carnival passed away; the time of Lent succeeded; passion- 
week arrived; we attended one evening a solemn service in one 
of the churches, in the course of which a grand piece of vocal 
and instrumental music was performed, relating to the death of 
our Saviour. 

1 had remarked that he was always powerfully affected by 
music; on this occasion he was so in an extraordinary degree. 
As the pealing notes swelled through the lofty aisles, he seemed 
to kindle with fervour ; his eyes rolled upwards, until notliing but 
the w'hites were visible ; his hands were clasped together, until 
the fino^ers were deeply imprinted in the fiesh. When the music 
expressed the dying agony, his face gradually sunk upon his 
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knees ; and at the toiiclung* words resounding through the churchy 

Jes/^ mor^^ sobs burst from him tmcontrolled. I had never 
seen him weep before. His had ahvays been agony rather than 
sorrow. I augured well from the circumstance, and let him weep 
on nninteiTupted. When the service was ended, we left the 
church. He hung on my arm as we walked homewards with 
something of a softer and more subdued manner, instead of that 
nervous agitation I had been accustomed to witness. He alluded 
to the service we had heard. Music, said he, ‘Hs indeed the 
voice of heaven; never before have I felt more impressed by the 
story of the atonement of our Saviour. Yes, my friend/’ said he, 
clasping his hands with a kind of transport, ‘‘ I know that my 
Hedeemer llvetli 1” 

We parted for the nigiit. His room ’was not far from mine, 
and I heal'd Iiim for some time busied in it. I fell asleep, but 
was awakened before dayiigiit. The young man stood by my 
bedside, dressed for travelling. He held a sealed packet and a 
large ]jarcel in his hand, wliicb he laid on the table. 

Fai'owell, my friend,” said he, I am about to set forth on 
a long journey ; hut before I go, I leave with you these re- 
membrances. In this packet you will find the particulars of my 
stoiy. When you read them I shall be far away ; do not re- 
member me with aversion. You have been indeed a friend to 
me. You ha^'e poured oil into a broken heart, hut you could not 
heal it. Farewell! let me kiss your hand — I am unworthy to 
embrace you.” He sunk on his knees — seized my hand in de- 
spite of my efforts to the contrary, and covered it with Ivisses. 1 
was so surprised by all the scene, that I had not been able to say 
a word. But we shall meet again,” said I, hastily, as I saw him 
huriying towards the door. — “ Never, never, in this ’world!” said 
he, solemnly. He sprang once more to my bedside — seized my 
hand, pressed it to his heart and to his lips, and rushed out of 
the room. Here the baronet paused. He seemed lost in thought, 
and sat looking upon the Moor, and drumming ’with Ms fingers 
on tlie arm of his chair. 

And did tins mysterious personage return ?” said the in qui- 
sitive g'entloman. — Never !” replied the baronet, with a pensive 
shake of the liead — I never saiv him again.” — “ And pray 
what has all this to do with the picture inquired the old gen- 
tleuKin ’with the nose. — True,” said the questioner — is it 
the portrait of that crack-brained Italian ?” — “ No,” said the 
baronet, dryly, not half liking the appellation given to his hero 
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' — “ but this picture was enclosed in the parcel he left with me. 
The sealed packet contained its explanation. There was a re- 
quest on the outside that I would not o|ien it until six months 
had elapsed. I kept my promise, in spile of my curiosity. I 
have a translation of it by me, and had meant to read it by way 
of accounting for the mystery of the chamber ; but I fear 1 have 
already detained the company too long.” 

Here there was a general wish expressed to have the manu- 
scKpt read, particularly on the part of tlie inquisitive gentleman ; 
so the worthy baronet drew out a fairly -written manuscript, and, 
wdping his spectacles, read aloud the following story. 

THE STOIIY OF THE YOUNG ITALIAN. 

I WAS born at Naples. My parents, though of noble rank, 
were limited in fortune, or rather, my hither was ostentatious 
beyond his means, and expended so much on his palace, his 
equipage, and his retinue, that he was continually straitened in 
his pecuniary circumstances. I was a younger son, and looked 
upon with indifference by my father, wlio, irom a principle of 
family pride, wished to leave all his property to my eider brother. 
I showed, when quite a child, an extreme sensibility. Every- 
thing affected me violently. While yet an infant in rny mother’s 
arms, and before I had learnt to talk, I could be wrought upon 
to a wonderful degree of anguish or delight by the power of music. 
As I grew older, my feelings remained equally acute, and I was 
easily transported into paroxysms of pleasure or rage. It was the 
amusement of nrr relations and of the domestics to play upon 
this irritable temperament. I was moved to tears, tickled to 
laughter, provoked to fury, for the entertainment of company^ 
who were amused by such a tempest of mighty passion in a pigmy 
frame — ^they little thought, or perhaps little lieeded, the dan- 
gerous sensibilities they were fostering. I thus became a little 
creature of passion before reason was developed. In a short time 
I gre-w too old to be a play thing, and then I became a torment. 
The tricks and passions I had been teased into became irksome, 
and I was disliked by my teachers for the very lessons they had 
taught me. My mother died ; and rny power as a spoiled child 
w’as at an end. There was no longer any irecessity to liumonr 
or tolerate me, for there was nothing to be gained by it, as I was 
no favourite of my father. I thei’efore experienced the fate of 
a spoiled child in such ssituation, and was neglected, or noticed 
only to be crossed and contradicted. Such was the early treat- 
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ment of a heart, wliicb, if I can judge of it at all, was naturally 
disposed to the extremes of tenderness and affection. 

M j father, as I have already said, never liked me — in fact, he 
never understood me ; he looked upon me as wdlful and wayward, 
as deficient in natuial affection. It was the stateliness of his 
mm manner, the loftiness and grandeur of his own look, that had 
repelled me from his arms. I always pictured him to myself as 
I had seen him, clad in his senatorial robes, rustling with pomp 
and pride. The magnificence of his person had daunted my 
.young* imagination. I could never approach Mm with the con- 
fiding affection of a child. 

My father’s feelings were wrapped up in my elder brother. 
He was to be the inheritor of the family title, and the fiimily 
dignity, and everything was sacrificed to him — I, as well as 
everything else. It was determined to devote me to the church, 
that so my humours and myself might be removed out of the 
way, either of tasking my father’s time and trouble, or interfer- 
ing with the interests of my^ brother. At an early age, there- 
fore, before my mind had dawned upon the world and its delights, 
or known anything of it beyond the precincts of my father’s 
palace, I was sent to a convent, the superior of which was my 
uncle, and was confided entirely to his care. 

My uncle w^as a man totally estranged from the world : he 
had never relished, for he had never tasted, its pleasures ; and 
he considered rigid self-denial as the great basis of Christian vir- 
tue. He considered every one’s temperament like his own; or 
at least he made them conform to it. His cliaracter and habits 
had an iofiuence over the fraternity of which he was superior — 
a more gloomy saturnine set of beings w^ere never assembled to- 
gether. The convent, coo, was calculated to awaken sad and 
solitary thoughts. It was situated in a gloomy gorge of those 
mountains away south of Vesuvius. All distant views were shut 
out by sterile volcanic heights. A mountain-stream I'aved be- 
neath its w'ails, and eagles screamed about its turrets. 

I had been sent to tliis place at so tender an age as soon 
to lose all distinct recollection of the scenes I had left behind. 
As iny iirhid expanded, therefore, it formed its idea of the world 
from the convent and its vicinity, and a dreary world it appeared 
to me. An early tinge of melancholy was thus infused into my 
character; and the dismal stories of the monks, about devils aiid 
evil s})ints, with which they affrighted my young imaginafion, 
gave me a tendeiKy- to .su::erstition which / '‘ould nevei cffec- 
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tiially shake off. Thcj took the same delight to work upon mj 
ardent feelings that had been so mischievously executed by my 
father’s |iousehold. I can recollect the horrors with which they 
fed my lieated fancy during an eruption of Yesuvius. We were 
distant from that volcano, with mountains between us ; but its 
convulsive tliroes shook the solid foundations of nature. Earth- 
quakes threatened to topple down our convent towers. A iiirid, 
baleful light hung in the heavens at night, and showers of ashes, 
borne by the wind, fell in our narrow valley. The monks talked 
of tlie earth being honeycombed beneath us ; of streams of 
molten lava raging through its veins ; of caverns of sulphurous 
iiarnes roaring in the centre, tlie abodes of demons and the- 
damned; of hery gulfs ready to jxiwn beneath our feet. All 
these tales were told to the doleful accompaniment of the moun- 
tain’s thunders, whose low bellowing made the walls of our con- 
vent vibrate. 

One of the monks had been a painter, but had retired from 
tlie world, and embraced this dismal . life in expiation af some 
crime, lie was a nuhinclioly man, wlio pursued bis art in 
the solitude of his cell, but made it a source of penance to him. 
His employment was to portray, either on canvas or in waxcm 
models, the human face and luiinan form, in the agonies of 
death, and in all the stages of dissolution and decay. The fear- 
ful mysteries of the charnel-house vrere unfolded in his labours. 
The loathsome banquet of the beetle and the worm — I turn with 
shuddering even from the recollection of his works. Yet, at the 
time, my strong but ill-dhected imagination seized with ardour 
upon his instructions in his art. Anything was a variety from 
the dry studies and monotonous duties of the cloister. In a 
little while 1 became expert with my pencil, and my gloomy 
productions were thought worthy of decorating some of the 
altars of the chapel. 

In this dismal way 'vas a creature of feeling and hmey brought 
up. Everything genial and amiable in my nature w^as re- 
pressed, and Dotlslng brought out but what was unprofitable and 
ungracimis. I was ardent in my temperament ; quick, mercu- 
rial, impetuous; formed to be a creature all love and adoration; 
but a leaden liand was laid on all my finer qualities. I was 
taught nothing hut fear and hatred. I hated my uncle. I hated 
tlie nifiiiks. 1 hated the convent in which I was immured. I 
hated tlie world ; and 1 almost hated myself for being, as I sup- 
posed, so hating and hateful an animal. 
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‘Wlieii I bad nearly attained tbe age of sixteen, I was suffered, 
on one occasion, to accompany one of the brethren on a mission 
to a distant part of the country. We soon left behind us the 
gloomy valley in which I had been pent up for so many years, 
and, after a short journey among the mountains, emerged upon 
the voluptuous landscape that spreads itself about tlie Bay ot 
Naples. Heavens ! bow transported was I, when I stretched 
my gaz:e over a vast reach of delicious sunny country, gay witfj 
groves and vineyards; with Vesuvius rearing its forked summit 
to my right ; the blue Mediterranean to my left, with its enchant- 
ing coaat, studded with shining towms and sumptuous villas: 
and Naples, my native N aples, gleaming far, far in the distance 

Good God ! was this the lovely world from which I had been 
excluded ? I bad reached that age when the sensibilities are in 
all their bloom and freshness. Mine bad been checked and 
chilled. They now burst forth with the suddenness of a retarded 
spring. My heart, hitherto unnaturally shrunk up, expanded 
into a riot of vague but delicious emotion. The beauty of na- 
ture intoxicated — ^bewildered me. Tbe song of the peasants ; 
tlaeir cheerful looks; their happy avocations; the picturesque 
gaiety of their dresses ; their rustic music; their dances ; ail broke 
upon me. like witchcraft. My soul responded to the music, my 
heart danced in my bosom. All the men appeared amiable, all 
the women lovely. 

I returned to the convent, that is to say, my body returned, 
but my heart and soul never entered^ there again. I could not 
forget this glimpse of a beautiful and a bappy world —a world 
so suited to my natural cbaracter. I had felt so happy while in it; 
so different a being from what I felt myself when in the convent 
— that tomb of the living. I contrasted the countenances of the 
beings I bad seen, full of fire and freshness, and enjoyment, 
with the pallid, leaden, lack-lustre visages of the monks; the 
music of the dance with the droning chant of the chapel. I had 
before found the exercises of the cloister wearisome; they now 
became intolerable. The dull round of duties wore away my 
spirit; my nerves became irritated by the fretful tinkling of tlie 
convent-bell, evermore dinging aniong tbe mountain echoes, 
evermore calling me from my repose at night, my pencil by clay, 
to attend to some tedious and mechanical ceremony of devotion. 

I was not of a nature to meditate long without putting my 
thoughts into action. My spirit had been suddenly aro.ised, 
and was now all awTike within me. I watched an oppor, unity 
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fled from the convent, and made my way on foot to Naples. As 
I entered its g’ay and crowded streets, and beheld the variety 
and stir of life around me, the luxury of palaces, the splendour 
of equipages, and the pantomimic animation of the motley popu» 
lace, I seemed as if awakened to a world of enchantment, and 
solemnly vowed that Nothing should force me back to the mono- 
tony of the cloister. 

I had to inquire my way to my father’s palace, for I had been 
so young on leaving it that I knew not its situation. I found 
some ditlicuity in getting admitted to my father’s presence, for 
tile domestics scarcely kiiew that there was such a being as my- 
self in existence, and my monastic dress did not operate in my 
favour. Even my father entertained no recollection of my per- 
son. I told him my name, threw myself at Ins feet, implored 
his Forgiveness, and entreated that I might not be sent back to 
the convent. 

He received me with the condescension of a patron rather 
tiian the fondness of a parent: listened patiently, but. coldly, to 
ray tale of monastic grievances and disgusts, and promised to 
think what else could be done for me. This coldness blighted 
and drove back all the frank affection of my nature, tliat was 
ready to spring forth at the least warmth of parental kindness. 
All my early feelings towards my father revived. I again 
looked up to him as the stately magnificent being that had 
daunted my childish imagination, and felt as if I had no pre- 
tensions to his sympathies. My brother engrossed all his care 
and love; he inherited liis nature, and carried himself towards 
me wnth a protecting rather than a fraternal air. It wounded 
my pride, which was great. I could brook condescension fi*om 
my hither, for I looked up to him with awe, as a superior being'; 
hut I could not brook patronage from a brother, who I felt was 
intellcctnally my inferior. The servants perceived that I was 
fiji unwelcome intruder in the paternal mansion, and, menial- 
like, they treated me with neglect. Thus baffled in every point, 
my allevtious outraged wherever they would attacli themselves, 

I beoanie sullen, silent, and desponding. My feelings driven 
back u’jon myself, entered and preyed upon my own heart. I 
remained for some days an unwelcome guest rather than a re- 
stored son in my father’s house. I was doomed never to be pro- 
perly known tljere. I w'as made, by wrong treatment, strange 
e\'en to myselft and they judged of me from my strangeness. 

1 w'as startled one day at the sight of one of the monks of my 


the young ITALIAN. 


5i 

convent gliding out of my i^itber’s room. He saw me, but pre- 
tended not to notice me, and this very hypocrisy made me sus- 
pect something. I had become sore and suscej)tihle in my 
feelings; everything inflicted a wound on them, la this state 
of mind I was treated with marked disrespect by a pampered 
minion, the favourite servant of my father. All the pride and 
passion of my nature rose in an instant, and I struck Mm to the 
earth. My father was passing by ; he stopped not to inquire 
the reason, nor indeed could he read the long course of mental 
sufferings which were the I’eal cause. He rebuked me with 
anger and scorn ; he summoned all the haughtiness of his nature 
and grandeur of his look to give weight to the contumely with 
which he treated me. I felt I had not deserved it. I felt that 
I was not appreciated. I felt that I had that within me which 
merited better treatment : my heart swelled against a father’s 
injustice. I broke through my habitual awe of him — I replied 
TO him with impatience : my hot spirit flushed in my cheek and 
kindled in my eye, hut my sensitive heart swelled as quicldy, 
and before I had half vented my passion, I felt it suffocated and 
quenched in my tears. My father was astonished and incensed 
at this turning of the worm, and ordei’ed me to my chamber. I 
retired in silence, choking with contending emotions. 

I had not been long there when I overheard voices in an ad- 
joining apartment. It was a consultation between my father 
and the monk, about the means of getting me back quietly to^ 
the convent. My resolution was taken. I had no longer a 
home nor a father. That very night I left the paternal roof. 
I got on board a vessel about making sail from the harbour, and 
abandoned myself to the wide world. No matter to what port 
she steered ; any part of so beautiful a wmdd was better than my 
convent. No matter where I was cast by fortune ; any place 
would be more a home to me than the home I had left behind. 
The vessel was bound to Genoa, We arrived there after a 
voyage of , a few days, 

As I entered the harbour between the moles which embrace 
it, and beheld the amphitheatre of palaces, and churches, and 
splendid gardens, risimr one above another, I felt at once its title 
to the appellation of Genoa the Superb. I landed on the mole 
an utter stranger, without knowing wdiat to do, or whither to 
direct my steps. No matter; I w^as released from the thraldom 
of the convent and the humiliations of home. When I traversed 
the Strada Balbi and tbe Strada Nuova, those streets of palaces, 
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and jrazed afc tlie wonders of arclntGcture ai\>und me ; when I 
wandered at close of day amid a gny throng of the brilliant and 
the beautiful, tlirough the green alleys of the Aqua Verde, or 
among the colonnades and terraces of the magniiicent Doria 
g-arderis, I thought it impossible to be ever otherwise than 
happy in Genoa. 

A few days sufficed to show me my mistake. My scanty 
purse was exhausted, and for the first time in my life I experi- 
enced the sordid distresses of petiury. I had never known the 
want of money, and had never adverted to the possibility of 
such an evil. . I was ignorant of the world and all its ways; and 
when fii'st the idea of destitution came over my mind, its effect 
was withering. I was wandering penniless through the streets 
whicli no longer delighted my eyes, when chance led my steps 
into tlio inaguiiieent church of the Annuiiciata. 

A celelwated ])ainter of the day was at that moment superin- 
tending the ]>lacing* of one of his pictures over an altar. The 
proficiency w^liieh I had jicquired in his art during my residence 
in the convent had made me an enthusiastic amateur. I was 
struck, at the first glance, with the painting. It was the face 
of a Madonna. So innocent, so lovely, such a divine expression 
of maternal tenderness ! I lost, for the moment, all recollec- 
tion of myself in the enthusiasm of my art. I clasped my hands 
together, and uttered an ejaculation of delight. The painter 
perceived my emotion. He was flattered and gratified by it. 
My air and manner pleased him, and he accosted me. I felt too 
much the %vant of friendship to repel the advances of a stranger ; 
and there was something in this one so benevolent and winning, 
that in a moment he gained my confidence. 

I told him my story and my situation, concealing only my 
name and rank. He appeared strongly interested by my recital, 
invited me to his house, and from that tiine I became his favourite 
pupil. He thought he perceived in me extraoifiinary talents for 
tiie art, and his encomiums iiwalvened all my ardour. What a 
blissful period of my existence was it tliat I passed beneath his 
roof! xVnother being .seeim?d created within me ; or rather, all 
that Avas mnlable and excellent was drawn out. I w'as as re- 
cluse as ever i had been at the convent ; hut how different was 
my seclusion ! My time "was spent in storing my mind witli 
lofty and poetical ideas ; in meditating on all that w'as striking 
and noble in history and fiction ; in studying and tracing all that 
Hiis sublimr. and beautiful in nature. 1 v/as always a visionary, 
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ima,ginative being-, but now my revex'ies and imaginings ali 
elevated me to rapture. I looked up to my master as to a be- 
nevolent genius that had opened to me a region of enchantment. 
He was not a native of Genoa, but had been drawn thitlier by 
the solicitations of several of the nobility, and had resided there 
but a fe-w years, for the completion of certain works he had uii- 
dertaken. His health was delicate, and he had to confide much 
of the filling up of his designs to the pencils of his scholars. He 
considered me as particularly happy in delineating the human 
countenance ; in seizing upon characteristic, though fleeting ex- 
pressions ; and fixing them powerfully upon my canvas. I was 
employed continually, therefore, in sketching faces, and often, 
when some particular grace or beauty was wanted in a counte- 
nance, it was entrusted to my pencil. My benefactor was fond 
of bringing me forward, and partly, perhaps, through my actual 
skill, and partly through his partial praises, I began to he noted 
for the expressions of my countenances. 

Among the various works which he had undertaken, was an 
historical piece for one of the palaces of Genoa, in which were 
to be introduced the likenesses of several of the family. Among 
these was one intrusted to my pencil. It was that of a young 
girl, who as yet was in a convent for her education. She came 
out for the purpose of sitting for the pictui'e. I first saw her in 
an apartment of one of tlie sumptuous palaces of Genoa. She 
stood before a casement that looked out upon the bay; a stream 
of vernal sunsliine fell upon her, and shed a kind of glory round 
her, as it lit up the rich crimson chamber. She was but sixteen 
years of age — and oh, how lovely! The scene broke upon me 
like a mere vision of spring and youth and beauty, I could have 
fallen down and worshipped her. She was like one of those 
fictions of poets and painters, when they would express the beau 
ideal that haunts their minds with shapes of indescribable per- 
fection. I was permitted to sketch her countenance in various 
positions, and I fondly protracted the study that was undoing 
me. The more I gazed on her, the more I became enamoured ; 
there was something almost painful in my intense admiration, 
I was but nineteen years of age, shy, diffident, and inexperi- 
enced. I was treated with attention by her mother ; for my 

f outh and my enthusiasm in my art had won favour for me ; and 
am inclined to think that there was something in my air and 
manner that inspired interest and respect. Still the kindness 
with which I was treated could not dispel the embarra.ssment 
into which my own imagination threw me when in presence of 
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this lovely being. It elevated her into something almost more 
than mortal. She seemed too exquisite for earthly use; too de- 
licate and exalted for human attainment. As I sab tracing her 
charms on my canvas, with my eyes oeeasioiialiy riveted on her 
features, I drank in delicious poison that made me giddy. <Viy 
heart alternately gushed with tenderness, and ached %vith despaii’. 
Now I became more than ever sensible of the violent fires tliat 
bad lain dormant at the bottom of my soul. You who are born 
in a more temperate climate, and under a cooler sky, Iia^'e little 
, lea of the violence of passion in our southern bosoms. 

A few days finished my task. Bianca returned to her con- 
"^ent, but her image remained indelibly impressed upon my heart. 
It dwelt in my imagination; it became ray pervading idea of 
beauty. It had an effect even upon my pencil. I became noted 
for my felicity in depicting female loveliness ; it was but became 
I multiplied the image of Bianca. I soothed and yet fed my 
"ancy by introducing her in all the productions of my master. I 
nave stood, 'with delight, in one of the chapels of the Amiunciata, 
.and heard the crowd extol the seraphic beauty of a saint which 
I had painted. I have seen them bow clown in adoration before 
the painting; they were bowing before the loveliness of Bianca. 

I existed in this kind of dream, I might almost say delirium, 
for upw^ards of a year. Such is tlie tenacity of my imagination, 
that the image which was formed in it continued in ail its 
power and freshness. Indeed I was a solitary, meditative being, 
much given to reverie, and apt to foster ideas which had once 
taken strong possession of me, I was roused from this fond, 
melancholy, delicious dream, by the death of my 'worthy benefactor. 
I cannot descilbe the pangs his death occasioned me. It left me 
alone, and almost broken-hearted. He bequeathed to me his 
little property, ’which, from the liberality of his disposition, and 
his expensive style of living, was indeed but small ; and be most 
particularly recommended me, in dying, to the protection of a 
nobleman who had been his patron. 

The latter was a man who passed for nmnificent. He was a 
lover and an encourager of the arts, and evidently wished to be 
thought so. He fancied he saw in me indications of future ex- 
cellence : ray pencil had already attracted attention ; he took 
me at once under his protection. Seeing that I was over- 
whelmed with grief, and incapable of exerting myself in the 
mansion of my late benefactor, he invited me to sojourn for a 
time at a villa which he possessed on the border of the sea, in 
the picturesque neiglibourhood of iSestri de Ponente. 
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I found at tlio villa tlie count’s only son, Filippo; lie was 
nearly of my age ; prepossessing in his appearance, and fasci- 
nating in his manners ; he attached himself to me, and seemed 
to court my good opinion. I thought there was something of 
profession in his kindness, and of caprice in his disposition ; but 
I had nothing else near me to attach myself to, and my heart 
felt the need of something to repose upon. His education had 
been neglected ; he looked upon me as his superior in mental 
powers and acquirements, and tacitly acknowledged my supe- 
riority. I felt that I was his equal in birth, and that gave in- 
dependence to my manners, which had its effect. The caprice 
and tyranny I saw sometimes exei'cised on others over whom he 
had powder were never manifested towards me. We became in- 
timate friends and frequent companions. Still I loved to be 
alone, and to indulge in the reveries of my own imagination 
among the scenery by which I was surrounded. 

The villa commanded a wide view of the Mediterranean, and 
of the picturesque Ligurian coast. It stood alone in the midst 
of ornamented grounds, finely decorated with statues and foun- 
tains, and laid out into groves and alleys, and shady lawns. 
Everything was assembled here that could gratify the taste, 
or agreeably occupy the mind. Soothed by the tranquillity of 
this elegant retreat, the turbulence of my feelings gradually 
subsided, and blending with the romantic spell which still 
reigned over my imagination, produced a soft, voluptuous me- 
lancholy. 

I had not been long under the roof of the count when our 
solitude was enlivened by another inhabitant. It was the daugh- 
ter of a relative of the count, who had lately died in reduced 
circumstances, bequeathing this only child to his protection. I 
had heard much of her beauty from Filippo, but my fancy had 
become so much engrossed by one idea of beauty, as not to ad« 
mit of any other. W'e were in the central saloon of the villa 
when she arrived. She was still in mourning, and approached, 
leaning on the count’s arm. As they ascended the marble por- 
tico I was struck by the elegance of her figure and movement, 
by the grace with which the mezzaro^ the bewitching veil of 
Genoa, was folded about her slender form. They entered. 
Heavens ! what was my surprise when I beheld Bianca before 
me. It was herself ; pale with grief, but still more iratured in 
loveliness than when I had last beheld her. The tim<^ that had 
elapsed had developed the graces of her person, and the sorrow 
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she had undergone had diffused over her countenance an irre- 
sistible tenderness. 

She blushed and trembled at seeing me, and tears rushed into 
her eyes, for she remembered in whose company she had been 
accustomed to behold me. For my part, I cannot express what 
were my emotions. By degrees I overcame the extreme shyness 
that had formerly paralysed me in her presence. We were 
drawn, together by sympathy of situati{)n. We had each lost 
our best friend in the world ; we were eaclu in some measure, 
thrown upon the kindness of others. When I came to know 
her intellectually, all my ideal pictm'ings of Her were confirmed. 
Her newness to the world, her delightful susceptibility to every- 
thing beautiful and agreeable in nature, reminded me of my own 
emotions when first 1 escaped from the convent : her rectitude 
of thinking delighted my judgment ; the sweetness of her nature 
wrapped itself round my heart, and then her young, and tender, 
and budding loveliness sent a delicious madness to my brain. I 
gazed upon her with a kind of idolatry, as something more than 
mortal ; and I felt humiliated at the idea of my comparative 
unworthiness. Yet she was mortal ; and one of mortality's most 
susceptible and loving compounds; frr she loved me ! 

How first I discovered the transporting truth I cannot recol- 
lect ; I believe it stole upon me by degrees as a wonder past 
hope or belief. We were both at such a tender and loving age; 
in constant intercourse with each other; mingling in the same 
elegant pursuits — ^for music, poetry, and painting, were our 
mutual delights; we w^ere almost separated from society among 
lovely and romantic .sceneiy. Is it strange that two young 
liearts, thus brought together, should readily twine round each 
other? 

O gods ! what a dream — transient dream of unalloyed de- 
light, then pa.5sed over my soul I Then it was that the world 
around me w'as indeed a paradise; for I had woman — ^lovely, 
delicious woman, to share it with me I How often have 1 ram- 
bled along the picturesque shores of Sestri, or climbed its wild 
mountains, with tlie coast genujied with villas and the blue sea 
far below me, and the slender Faro of Genoa on its romantic 
promontory in the di.stanee; and as I sustained the faltering steps 
of Biancti, have tliought there could no unhappiness enter into 
so beautiful a world I How often have we listened together to 
the nightingale, as it poured forth its rich notes among the 
moonlight bowers of the garden, and have wondered that poets 
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Why, oh why is this budding* season of life and tenderness so 
transient ! why is this rosy cloud of love, that sheds such a glow 
over the morning* of our days, so prone to brew up into the 
whirlwind and the storm ! 

I was the first to awaken from this blissful delirium of the af- 
fections. I had gained Bianca’s heart, what was I to do with it ? 
I had no wealth nor prospect to entitle me to her hand ; was I 
to take advantage of her ignorance of the world, of her confiding 
afiection, and draw her down to my o%vn poverty ? Was this 
re{|uitiiig the hospitality of the count ? was this requiting the 
love of Bianca? 

Now fii*st I began to feel that even successful love may have 
its bitterness. A corroding care gathered about my heart. I 
moved about the palace like a guilty being. I felt as if I had 
abused its hospitality, as if I were a thief within its walls. I could 
no longer look with unembarrassed mien in the countenance of 
the count. I accused myself of perfidy to him, and I thought 
he read it in my looks, and began to distrust and despise me. 
His manner had always been ostentatious and condescending; 
it now appeared cold and haughty. Filippo, too, became re- 
served and distant; or at least I suspected him to be so. 
Heavens! was this mere coinage of my brain? Was I to be- 
come suspicious of all the world ? A poor, surmising wretch ; 
watching looks and gestures ; and torturing myself with miscon- 
structions? Or if true, was I to remain beneath a roof where I was 
merely tolerated, and linger there on sufferance ? “ This is not 
to be endured!” exclaimed I: I will tear myself from this 
state of self-abasement — I will break through fhis fascination, 

and fiy Fly! — Whither? from the world? for where is 

the world when I leave Bianca behind me?” 

My spirit was naturally proud, and swelled within me at the 
idea of being looked upon with contumely. Many times I was 
on the point of declaring my family and rank, and asserting my 
equality in the presence of Bianca, when I thought her relations 
assumed an air of superiority. But the feeling was transient. 

I considered myself discarded and contemned by my family ; 
and had solemnly vowed never to own relationship to them until 
they themselves should claim it. 

The struggle of my mind preyed upon my happiness and my 
health. It seemed as if the uncertainty of being loved would 
be less intolerable than thus to be assured of it, and yet not 
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(Inre to enjoy the conviction. I was no long'er tlie enraptured 
admirer of Bianca; I no long'er hung in ecstasy on the tones of 
her voice, nor drank in with insatiate gaze the beauty of her 
countenance. Her very smiles ceased to delight me, for I felt 
culpable in having won them. 

»She could not but be sensible of the change in me, and in- 
quired the cause with her usual frankness and simplicity. I 
could not evade the inquiry, for my heart was full to aching; 
I told her all the conflict of my soul; my devouring passion, my 
hitter solf-upbraidlng. Yes,” said I, I am unworthy of you. 
I am an offcast from my family — a wanderer — a nameless, home- 
less wanderer — with nothing hut poverty for my portion ; aiid yet 
I have dared to love you — have dared to aspire to your love !” 

My agitation moved her to tears, but she saw nothing in my 
situation so hopeless as I had depicted it. Brought up in a 
convent, she knew nothing of the world — its wants — its cares; 
and indeed what woman is a worldly casuist in matters of the 
heart? Nay more — she kindled into a sweet enthusiasm when 
she spoke of my fortunes and myself. We had dwelt together 
on the works of the famous masters : I had related to her their 
hi.stories ; the high reputation, the influence, the magnificence 
to which they had attained. The companions of princes, the 
favourites of kings, the pride and boast of nations. All this she 
applied to me. Her love saw nothing in all their great pro- 
ductions that I was not able to achieve, and w'hen I beheld the 
lovely creature glow with fervour, and her whole countennnce 
radiant with visions of my glory, I was snatched up for tlie 
moment into the heaven of her own imagination. 

I am dwelling too long upon, this part of my story ; yet I 
cannot help lingering over a period of my life, on which, with 
all its cares and conflicts, I look back with fondness, for as yet 
my soul was unstained by a crime. I do not know what might 
have been the result of this struggle between pride, delicacy, 
and jiassion, had I not read in a Neapolitan gazette an account 
of the sudden death of my brother. It was accompanied by an 
earnest inquiry for intelligence concerning me, and a prayer, 
should this meet my eye, that I would hasten to Naples to com- 
fort an infirm and afflieted father. 

I was naturally of an affectionate disposition, but my brother 
had never been as a brother to me. I had long considered my- 
self as disconnected from him, and his death caused me but little 
emotion. The thoughts of mv father, infirm and suffering, 
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toiiclieci roe. however, to the quick, and when I thought of him, 
that loCty, magnificent being, now bowed down and desolate, 
and suing to me for comfort, all my resentment for past neglect 
was subdued, and a glow of filial affection was awakened within 
me. The predominant feeling, however, that oveiq)owered all 
others, was transport at the sudden change in my whole foi’- 
tunes. A home, a name, rank, wealth awaited me ; and love 
painted a still more rapturous prospect in the distance. I has- 
tened to Bianca, and threw myself at her feet. Oh, Bianca!” 
exclaimed I, at length I can claim you for my own. I am no 
longer a nameless adventurer, a neglected, rejected outcast, 
£ook — read — behold the tidings that restore me to my name 
and to myself!” 

I wili not dwell on the scene that ensued. Bianca rejoiced in 
the reverse of my situation, because she saw it lightened my 
heart of a load of care; for her own part, she had loved me for 
myself, and had never doubted that my own merits would com- 
mand both fame and fortune. I now felt all my native pride 
biioyant within me. I no longer walked with my eyes bent to 
the dust; hope elevated them to the skies — my soul was lit up 
with fresh fires, and beamed from my countenance. 

I wished to impart the change in my circumstances to the 
count ; to let him know who and what I was — and to make formal 
proposals for the hand of Bianca; but be was absent on a dis- 
tant estate. I opened my whole soul to Filippo. Now, first, I 
told him of my passion, of the doubts and fears that had dis- 
tracted me, and of the tidings that had suddenly dispelled them. 
He overwhelmed me with congratulations, and with the warmest 
expressions of sympathy. I embraced him in the fulness of my 
heart; — I felt compunctious for having suspected him of coldness, 
and asked him forgiveness for having ever doubted his friendship. 

Nothing is so warm and enthusiastic as a sudden expansion 
Jof the heart between young men. Filippo entered into our 
concerns with the most eager interest. He was our confidant 
and counsellor. It was determined that I should hasten at once 
to Naples, to re-establish myself in my father’s affections, and 
my paternal home; and the moment the reconciliation was 
effected, and my fiither’s consent insured, I should return and 
demand Bianca of the count. Filippo engaged to secure his 
father’s acquiescence; indeed, he undertook to watch over our in- 
terests, and to be the channel through which we might correspond. 
My parting with Bianca was tender — delicious — agonising. 
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It was in a little pavilion of the garden wliicli had been one of 
oiir favourite resoi'ts. How often and often did I return to 
Itave one more adieu, to have her look once more on me in 
speechless emotion ; to enjoy once more the rapturous sight of 
those tears streaming down her lovely cheeks; to seize once more 
on that delicate hand, the franldy-accorded pledge of love, and 
cover it with tears and kisses ! Heavens I There is a delight 
even in the parting agony of two lovers, worth a thousand 
tame pleasures of the world. I ha\'e her at this moment before 
my eyes, at the window of the pavilion, putting aside the vines 
that clustered about the casement, her light form beaming forth 
in virgin light, her countenance all tears and smiles, sending a 
thousand and a thousand adieus after me, as, hesitating, in a 
delirium of fondness and agitation, I faltered my way down the 
avenue. 

As the hark bore me out of tlie harbour of Genoa, how 
eagerly my eye stretched along the coast of Sestri till it dis- 
covered the villa gleaming from among- trees at the foot of 
the mountain. As long as day lasted, I gazed and gazed upon 
it till it lessened and lessened to a mere white speck in the dis- 
tance; and still my intense and fixed gaze discerned it, when all 
other objects of the coast Iiad blended into indistinct confusion, 
or were lost in the evening gloom. 

On arriving* at Naples, I hastened to my paternal home. My 
heart yearned for the long-wit})held blessing of a father’s love. 
As I entered the proud portal of the ancestral palace, my emo- 
tions were so great that I could not speak. No one knew me; 
tlie servants gazed at me with curiosity and surprise. A few 
years of intellectual elevation and development had made a pro- 
digiotis change in the poor fugitive stripling from the convent. 
Still that no one should know me in my rightful home was over- 
powering. I felt like the prodigal son returned. I was a 
stranger in the house of my father. I burst into tears and wept 
aloud, ^¥hen I made myself known, however, all was changed. 
I, who had once been almost re|.)ulsed from its walls, and forced 
to lly as an exile, was welcomed back with acclamatiorz, with 
servility. One of the servants hastened to prepare my fiither 
for my reception ; my eagerness receive the paternal embrace 
was so great, that I could not await his retm-n, but hurried 
after liim. Wliat a spectacle met my eyes as I entered the 
chauiber! My father, whom I had left in the pride of vigox’oiis 
age, whose noble and majestic bearing had so awed my young 
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ifYiagination, was Bowed clown and withered into decrepitude. 
A paralysis had ravaged his stately form, and left it a shaking 
ruin. He sat propped up in his chair, with pale relaxed visage, 
and glassy ivandering eye. His intellects had evidently shared 
in the ravage of his frame. The servant was endeavouring to 
make him comprehend that a visitor was at hand. I tottered 
up to him, and sunk at his feet. All his past coldness and 
neglect were forgotten in his present sufferings. I remembered 
only that he was my parent, and that I had deserted him. I 
clasped his knees : my voice wns almost stifled with convulsive 
sobs! “ Pardon — pardon, oh ! my father !” was all that I could 
utter. His apprehension seemed slowdy to return to him. Pie 
gazed at me for some moments with a vague, inquiring look; a 
convulsive tremor quivered about his lips; he feebly extended 
a sliaking hand ; kid it upon my head, and bui’st into an infan- 
tine flow of tears. 

From that moment lie would scarcely spare me from his sight. 
I appeared the only object that his heart responded to in the 
world ; all else was as a blank to him. He had almost lost the 
powers of speech, and the reasoning faculty seemed at an end. 
He was mute and passive, excepting that fits of child-like weep- 
ing would sometimes come over him without any immediate 
cause. If I left tlie room at any time, his eye was incessantly 
fixed on the door till my return, and on my entrance there was 
another gush of tears. 

To talk with him of my concerns, in this ruined state of mind, 
would have been worse than useless ; to have left him, for ever 
so short a time, would have been cruel, unnatural. Here then 
was a new trial for my affections. I wrote to Bianca on account 
of niy return, and of my actual situation, painting, in colours 
vivid, for they were true, the torments I suffered at our being 
thus separated ; for to the youthful lover every day of absence 
is an age of love lost. I enclosed the letter in one to Filippo, 
who was the channel of our correspondence. I received a reply 
from him full of friendshi]3 and sympathy ; from Bianca, full of 
assurances of affection and constancy. Week after week, month 
after month elapsed, without making any change in my circum- 
stances. Tlie vital flame, which bad seemed nearly extinct 
when first I nset my father, kept flutteiing on without any ap- 
parent diminution. I watched him constantly, faithfully, t had 
almost said patiently. I knew that his death alone would set 
me free — ^}mt 1 never at any moment wished it. I felt too glad 
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to be able to make any atonement for past disobedience ; and, 
denied as I had been all endearments of relationship in my early 
days, my heart yearned towards a father, who in his age and 
helplessness had thrown himself entirely on me for comfort. 

My passion for Bianca gained daily more force from absence : 
by constant meditation it wore itself a deeper and deeper channel. 
I made no new friends nor acquaintances ; sought none of the 
} pleasures of Naples, which my rank and fortune threw open to 
me. Mine was a Iseart that confined itself to few objects, but 
dwelt upon them with the inte user passion. To sit by my father 
— administer to his wants, and to meditate on Bianca in the 
silence of his chamber, was my constant habit. Sometimes I 
amused myself with my pencil, in portraying the image that 
was ever present to my imagination. I transferred to canvas 
ever}^ look and smile of hers that dwelt in my heart. I sho'wed 
them to my fiither, in hopes of awakening an interest in his 
bosom for the mere shadow of my love ; but he was too far sunk 
in intellect to take any more than a cliild-like notice of them. 
Wlum I received a letter from Blanca, it 'was a new source of 
solitary luxury. I ler lettei’s, it is true, were Jess and less frequent, 
but they •were always full of assurances of unabated atfectioii. 
They breathed not t'ne frank and innocent warmth with which 
she expressed herself in conversation, but I accounted for it from 
the embarrassment which inexperienced minds have often to ex- , 
^ress themselves upon paper. Filippo assured me of her un- 
altered constancy. They both lamented, in the strongest terms, 
our continued separation, though they did justice to the filial 
piety that kept me by my fiither’s side. 

Nearly two years elapsed in this protracted exile. To me 
they were so many ages. Ardent and impetuous by nature, I 
scarcely know^ how I should have supported so long an absence, 
had I iKJt felt assured that the faith of Bianca was equal to my 
own. At length ray father died. Life went from him almost 
imperceptibly. I hung over him in mute afiliction, and watched 
the exjuring spasms of nature. His last faltering accents 
whispered repeatedly a blessing on me. Alas! how lias it been 
fultiiled ! 

Wlien I had paid due honours to his remains, and laid them 
In the tomb of our ancestors, I arranged briefly my affairs, put 
them in a posture to be easily at my command from a distance, 
aud embarkif<l once more with a boun ling heart for Genoa. 

Our voyage was propitious, and oh! what was my rapture. 
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wKen first, in the dawa of morning, I saw the shadowy summits 
of the Apennines rising almost like clouds above the horizon. 
The sweet breath of summer just moved us over the long 
wavering billows that were rolling us on towards Genoa. By 
degrees the coast of Sestri rose like a creation of enchantment 
from the silver bosom of the deep. I beheld the line of villages 
and palaces studding its borders. My eye reverted to a well- 
known point, and at length, from the confusion of distant 
objects, it singled out tbe villa which contained Bianca. It was 
a mere speck in the landscape, but glimmering from afar, the 
polar star of my heart. 

Again I gazed at it for a livelong summer’s day, hut oh! 
how different the emotions between departure and return. It 
now kept growing and growing, instead of lessening and lessen- 
ing on my sight. My heart seemed to dilate with it. I looked 
at it through a telescope. 1 gradually defined one feature after 
I another. The balconies of the central saloon where first I met 

; Bianca beneath its roof; the terrace where we so often liad 

' passed the delightful summer evenings ; the awning that shaded 

j her chamber window ; I almost fancied I saw her form beneath 

it. Could she but know her lover was in the bark whose white 
sail now gleamed on the sunny bosom of the sea! My fond 
impatience increased as we neared the coast ; the sHp seemed 
to lag lazily over the billows ; I could almost have sprang into 
the sea, and swam to the desired shore. 

The shadows of evening gradually shrouded the scene ; but 
the moon arose in all her fulness and beauty, and shed the 
tender light so dear to lovers over the romantic coast of Sestri, 
My soul was bathed in unutterable tenderness. I anticipated 
the heavenly evenings I should pass in once more wandering 
with Bianca by the light of that blessed moon. 

It was late at night before we entered the harbour. As early 
next morning as I could get released fiom the formalities ot 
landing, I threw myself on horseback and hastened to the villa. 
As I galloped round the rocky promontory on which stands the 
; Faro, atid saw the coast of Sestri opening upon me, a thousand 
anxieties and doubts suddenly sprang up in ray bosom. There 

I IS something fearful in returning to those we love, while yet 
uncertain wliat ills or changes absence may have effected. The 
turbulence of my agitation shook my very frame. I spurred 
my horse to redoubled speed ; he was covered with foam when 
we both arrived panting at the gateway that opened to the 
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grounds around tlie villa. I left my liorse at a cottage, and 
walked through the grounds, that I might regain tranquillity 
for the approaching interview, i chid myself for having suffered 
mere doubts and surmises thus suddenly to overcome me ; but 
I was always prone to be carried aw^ay by gusts of the feelings. 

On entering the ganlen everything bore the same look as 
when I had left it ; and this unchanged aspect of things re- 
assured me. There were the alleys in which I had so often 
walked with Bianca, as vre listened to the song of the nightin- 
gale ; the same shades under which we had so often sat during 
the noontide heat. There were the same flowers of which she 
was fond, and which appeared still to be under the ministry of 
her hand. Everything looked and breathed of Bianca ; hope 
and joy flushed in my bosom at every step. I passed a little 
arbour, in which we had often sat and I’ead togetlier — a book 
and a glove lay on the bench — It was Bianca’s glove ; it was a 
volume of the Meta-stasio I had given lier. The glove lay in 
my favourite passage. I clasped them to my heart with rapture. 
‘‘All is safe !” exclaimed I; “she loves me, she is still my own!” 

I bounded lightly along the avenue down which I had faltered 
so slowly at my departure. I beheld her favourite pavilion, 
which had witnessed our parting scene. The window was open, 
with the same \ine clambering about it, precisely as when she 
waved and wept me an adieu. 0 how transporting was the 
contrast in my situation ! As I passed near the pavilion, I 
heard the tones of a female voice : they thrilled through me 
with an appeal to my heart not to be mistaken. Before 1 could 
tbink, I fdf, they were Bianca’s. For an instant I paused, 
overpowered with agitation. I feared to break so suddenly upon 
her. I softly ascended the steps of the pavilion. Tlie door was 
open, 1 saw Bianca seated at a table ; her back w^as towards 
me ; she was warbling a soft, melancholy air, and was occupied 
in drawing, A glance sufficed to show mo that she was copy- 
ing one of my own paintings. I gazed on her for a moment in 
a delicious tumult of emotions. She paused in her singing: a 
heavy sigh, almost a sob, followed. I could no longer contain 
myself. “Bianca!” exclaimed I, in a balf-smothered voice. 
She started at the sound, brushed back the ringlets that hung 
clustering about her face, darted a glance at me, uttered a pierc- 
ing shriek, and would have fallen to the earth, had I not caught 
her in rny arras. 

“ Bianca ! my own Bianca I” exclaimed I, folding her to my 
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bosom ; my stifled in sobs of cotivulsire joy. She lay in 
my amis without sense or motion* Alarmed at the eiffeets of 
my precipitation, I scarce ktiew what to do. I tried by a 
tliousand endearing words to call her back to consciousness. She 
slowly recovered, and half-opening her eyes, “Where am I?” 
murmured she, fliintly. “Here I” exclaimed I, pressing her to 
ray bosom ; “ here — close to the heart that adores you— -*in the 
arms of your fliithful Ottavio!’’ — -“Oh no! no! no!” shrieked 
she, starting into sudden life and terror; “away! away! leave 
me ! leave me!” 

She tore herself from my arms; rushed to a corner of the 
saloon, and covered her flice with her hands, as if the very sight 
of me were baleful. I was thimderstruck. I could not believe 
my senses. I followed her, trembling, confounded. I endea- 
voured to take her hand ; but she shrunk from my very touch 
with horror. 

“ Good Heavens, Bianca!” exclaimed I, “what is the mean- 
ing of this? Is this my reception after so long an absence? Is 
this the love you professed for me?” — At the mention of love a 
shuddering ran tiirough her. She turned to me a face wild 
with anguish. “No more of that — no more of that!” gasped 
she : “ talk not to me of love — I — -I — am married !” 

I reeled as if I had received a mortal blow — -a sickness struck 
to my very heart. I caught at a window-frame for support. 
For a moment or two everything was a chaos around me. When 
I recovered I beheld Bianca lying on a sofa, her face buried in 
the pillow, and sobbing convulsively. Indignation for her fickle- 
ness for a moment overpowered every other feeling. 

“Faithless — ^peijuredl” cried I, striding across the room. 
But another glance at that beautiful being in distress checked all 
my wrath. Anger could not dwell together with her idea in my 
soul. “ Oh ! Bianca,” exclaimed I, in anguish, “ could I have 
dreamt of this ? Could I have suspected you would have been 
false to me ?” 

She raised her face all streaming with tears, all disordered 
with emotion, and gave me one appealing look. “ False to you! 

^They told me you were dead !” — “ What,” said I, “in 

spite of our constant correspondence ?” — She gazed wildly at 
me. “Correspondence! what correspondence?” — “Have you 
not repeatedly received and replied to my letters?” — She clasped 
her hands with solemnity and fervour, “ As I hope for mercy# 
never!” 
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A horrible surmise shot through my brain. 

Who told you I was dead It was reported that tho 
ship in which you embarked for Naples perished at sea.’^ — 

“ But who told you the report?” — She paused for an instant and 
trembled : ‘'‘Filippo 1” — “May the God of heaven curse him !” cried 
Ij extending my clenched fists aloft. — “ Oj do not curse him, do 
not curse him!” exclaimed she: “he is — he is — my husband I” 

This was all that was wanting to unfold the perfidy that had 
been practised upon me. My blood boiled like liquid fire in my 
veins. I gasped with rage too great for utterance — I remained 
for a time bewildered by the wliirl of horrible thoughts that 
rushed through my mind. The poor victim of deception before 
me thought it was with her I was incensed. She faintly mur- 
mured forth her exculpation. I will not dwell upon it. I saw 
in it more than she meant to reveal I saw with a glance how 
both of us had been betrayed.-~““ 'Tis well,” muttered I to my- 
self in smothered accents of concentrated fury. “ He shall render 
an account of all this.” 

Bianca overheard me. New terror flashed in her countenance. 

“ For mercy ‘s sake, do not meet him ! Say nothing of what 
has passed — ^for my sake say nothing to him — I only shall be 
the sufferer I” — A new suspicion darted across my mind. 

“ Wliat!” exclaimed I, “do you then. fea7' him? is he unkind to 
you? Tell me,” reiterated I, grasping her hand, and looking her 
eagerly in the face, “ tell me — dares he to use you harshly?” 

“No! no! no!” cried she, faltering and embarrassed— 'hut 
the glance at her face had told me volumes. I saw in her pallid 
and wasted features, in the prompt terror and subdued agony of 
her eye, a wliole history of a mind broken down by tyranny;. 
Great God I and was this beauteous flower sna-tched from me to'^V 
be thus trampled upon ? The idea roused me to madness. I 
clenched my teeth and my hands ; I foamed at the mouth ; every 
passion hcemed to have resolved itself into the fury that like a 
lava boiled within my heart. Bianca slirunk from me in speech- 
less affright. As I strode by the window, my eye darted down 
the alley. Fatal moment! I beheld Filippo at a distance! my 
brain was in delirium — I sprang from the pavilion, and was be- 
fore him with the quickness of lightning. He saw me as I came 
rushing upon Iiim — he turned pale, looked wildly to right and 
left as if he would have fled, and trembling drew his sword. 

“ Wretch !” cried 1, “ well may you draw your weapon I” 

I spake not another word — I snatched forth a stiletto, put b^ 
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the sword which trembled in his hand, and buried my poniard in 
his bosom. He fell with the blow, but my rage was unsated. I 
sprung upon him with the blood-thirsty feeling of a tiger ; re- 
doubled my blows ; mangled him in my frenzy, grasped him by 
the throat, until with reiterated wounds and strangling convul- 
sions he expired in my grasp. I remained glaring on the coun* 
tenance, horrible in death, that seemed to stare back with its 
protruded eyes upon me. Piercing shrieks roused me from my 
delirium, f looked round, and beheld Bianca flying distractedly 
towards us. My brain whirled — I waited not to meet her, but 
fled from the scene of horror. I fled forth from the garden like . 
another Cain — a hell within my bosom, and a curse upon my 
head. I fled without knowing whither, almost without knowing 
why. My only idea was to get farther and farther from the 
horrors I had left behind; as if I could throw space between my- 
self and my conscience. I fled to the Apennines, and wandered 
for days and days among tlieir savage heights. How I existed, 

I cannot tell~~what rocks and precipices I braved, and how 
I braved them, I know not. I kept on and on, trying to out- 
travel the curse that clung to me. Alas! the shrieks of Bianca 
rung for ever in my ears. The horrible countenance of my 
vicfim was for ever before my eyes. The blood of Filippo cried 
to me from the ground. Rocks, trees, and torrents all resounded 
with my crime. Then it was 1 felt how much more insupport- 
able is the anguish of remorse than every other mental pang. 
Oh! could I but have cast off this crime that festered in my 
heart — could I but have regained the innocence that reigned in 
my breast as I entered the garden at Sestri — could I hut have 
restored my victim to life, I felt as if I could look on with 
transport, even tliough Bianca were in his arms. 

By degrees this frenzied fever of remorse settled into a per- 
manent malady of the mind— into one of the most horrible that 
ever poor wretch was cursed with. Wherever I went, the coun- 
tenance of him I had slain appeared to follow me. Whenever I 
turned my head, I beheld it behind me, hideous with the contor- 
tions of the dying moment. I have tried in every way to escape 
from this horrible phantom, but in vain. I know not whether 
it be an illusion to the mind, the consequence of my dismal 
education at the convent, or whether a phantom really sent by 
Heaven to punish me, but there it ever is — ^at all times — ^in all 
places. ' Nor has time nor habit had any effect in familiarizing 
me with its terrors. I have travelled from place to place-— 
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plunged into amusements — tried dissi|)atlon and distraction of 
every kind — all — ^all in vain. I oiice had recourse to iny pencil, 
as a desperate experiment. I painted an, exact resemblance of 
this phantom face. I placed it before me, in hopes that by con- 
stantly contemplating the copy, I might diminish tlie effect of 
the original. But I only doubled instead of diminishing the 
misery. Such is the curse that has clung to my footsteps — tliat 
has made my life a burden, but the thought of death terrible. 
God knows what I have suffered — what dn:ys and days, and 
nights and nights of sleepless torment — what a never-dying 
worm has preyed upon my heart — what an unquenehable fire 
has ])urned within my brain ! He knows the wu*ongs that 
wrought upon my poor weak nature; that converted the ten- 
deresi of affections into the deadliest of fury. He knows best 
whether a frail erring creature has expiated by long-enduring 
torture and measureless remorse ‘the crime of a moment of mad- 
ness. Often, often have I prostrated myself in the dust, and 
iinpiorcd that he would give me a sign of his forgiveness, and 
let me die. 

Thus far had I written some time since. I had meant to 
leave this record of misery and crime with you, to be read when 
I sliould be no more. 

My prayer to Heaven has at length been heard. You were wit- 
ness to my emotions last evening at the church, when the vaulted 
temple resounded with the words of atonement and redemption. 

I heard a voice speaking to me from the midst of the music ; 

I heard it rising above the pealing of the organ and the voices 
of the choir— it spoke to me in tones of celestial melody — it 
promised mercy and forgiveness, hut demanded from me full 
expiation. I go to make it. To-morrow I shall be on my w^ay to 
Genoa, to surrender myself to justice. You w^ho have pitied my 
sufierings, who have poured the halm of sympathy into my 
■wounds, do not shrink from my memory with abhorrence now 
that you know my sfoiy. Recollect, wiieii you read of my crime 
I shall have atoned for it with my blood! 

When the Baronet had finished, there was a universal desire 
expressed to see the painting of this frightful visage. After 
much entreaty the Baronet consented, on condition that they 
sliould only visit it one by one. He called his housekeeper, and 
;iV(i her charge to conduct the gentlemen, singly, to the chain- 
cr. They all returned varying in their stories Some aif*ected 
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ill one %vaY, some In another; some more, some less; but all 
ag-reeino' that there was a certain something about the painting 
that had a very odd effect upon the feelings. 

I stood in a deep bow window with the Baronet, and could 
not help expressing my wonder. ‘‘After all/’ said I, “there 
are certain mysteries in our nature, certain inscrutable impulses 
and influences, which warrant one in being superstitious. Who 
can account for so many persons of different characters being 
thus strangely affected by a mere painting?” — “ And especially 
wdien not one of tliem has seen it !” said the Baronet, with a 
smile.-— “ How!” exclaimed I, “not seen it?” — “Not one of 
them!” replied he, laying his finger on his lips, in sign of secrecy. 
“ I saw that some of them were in a bantering vein, and I did 
not choose that the memento of the poor Italian should be made 
a jest of. So I gave the housekeeper a hint to show them ail 
to a different chamber!” 

Thus end tlie stories of the Nervous Gentleman, 


PART IL 

BUCKTHORNE AND HIS FRIENDS. 

’iriiis world is the best that we live in, 

To lend, or to spend, or to give in ; 

r>u1 to hog, or to borrow, or get a man’s own, 

’Tis tlie very worst world, sir, that ever was known. 

Lixes PEOii AN Inn Window- 


LITERARY LIFE. 

Among other objects of a traveller’s curiosity, I had at one 
time a great craving after anecdotes of literary life; and being at 
London, one of the most noted places for the production of boohs, 
I was excessively anxious to know something of the animals which 
produced them. Chance fortunately threw me in the way of a 
literary man by the name of Biickthorne. an eccentric personage, 
who had lived much in the metropolis, and could give me the 
natural history of every odd animal to be met within that wilder- 
ness of men. He readily imparted to me some useful hints upon 
the subject of my inquiry. 

“ The literary wmrld,” said he, “is made up of little confedera- 
cies, each looking upon its own members as the lights of the 
universe ; ' and considering all others as mere transient meteors. 
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doomed soon to fall and be forgotten, \YbiIe its own iumir.aries 
are to shine steadily, on to immortality,” 

And pray,” said I, “ how is a man to get a peep into those 
confederacies you speak of? I presume an intercourse with 
authors is a Idnd of intf^lJectual exehan<re. where one must bring 
ins cuinmoofities to barter and always give a quid pro qtio>' 

Pooh, pooh! how you mistake,” said Buckthorne, smiling; 
** you must never think to become popular among wits by shin- 
ing. They go into society to shine themselves, not to admire 
the brillianey of others. 1 once thought as you do, and never 
went into literary society without studying my part beforehand : 
the consequence was, I soon got the name of an intolerable proser, 
and should, in a little while, have been completely excommuni- 
cated, had 1 not changed my plan of operations. No, sir, there 
is no character that succeeds so well among wits as that of a good 
listener; or if ever you are eloquent, let it be when tete-a-t^te 
with an author, and then in praise of his own works, or, what is 
nearly as acceptable, in disparagement of tlie works of his con- 
temporaries* If ever he speaks favourably of the productions of 
a particular friend, dissent boldly from him ; pronounce his friend 
to be a blockhead ; never fear his being vexed; much as people 
speak of the irritability of authors, I never found one to take 
offence at such contradictions. No, no, sir, authors are parti- 
culai'ly candid in admitting the faults of their friends. 

Indeed, I would advise you to be extremely sparing of re- 
marks on all modern works, excepting to make sarcastic obser- 
vations on the most distinguished writers of the day.” — “ Faith,” 
said I, “ ni praise none that have not been dead for at least half 
a century.” — “ Even then,” observed Mr. Buckthorne, “ I would 
advise you to be ratlier cautious ; for you must know that many 
old ’writers have been enlisted under the banners of different sects, 
and their merits have become as completely topics of party dis- 
cussion as the merits of living statesmen and politicians. Nay, 
there have been whole periods of literature absolutely taboo'd, to 
use a South Sea plirase. It is, for example, as much as a man’s 
critical reputation is w'orthjin some circles, to say a word in praise 
of any of the writers of the reign of Cliarles the Second, or even 
of Queen Anne, they being* ail declared Frenchmen in disguise.” 

And pray,” said I, “ when am I then to know that I am on 
safe grounds, being totally unacquainted with the literary land- 
marks, and the boundary-line of fashionable taste?” 

‘‘ Oh 1” replied he, there is fortunately one tract of literature 
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whicli forms a Idad of neutral ground, on wlilcli all tbe literary 
meet amicably, and run riot in the excess of their good humour, 
and this is the reigns of Elizabeth and James; here you may 
praise away at random. Here it is ^ cut and come again and 
the more obscure the author, and the more quaint and crabbed 
his style, the more your admiration will smack of the real relish 
of the connoisseur, whose taste, like that of an epicure, is always 
for game that has an antiquated flavour. 

But,” continued he, as you seem anxious to know some- 
thing of literary society, I will take an opportunity to introduce 
you to some coterie, where the talents of the day are assembled. 
1 cannot promise you, however, that they will all be of tlie first 
order. Somehow or other, our great geniuses are 'not gre- 
garious; they do not go in flocks, but fly singly in general 
society. They prefer mingling, like common men, with the 
multitude, and are apt to carry nothing of the author about 
them but the reputation. It is only the inferior orders that herd 
together, acquire strength and importance by their confederacies, 
and bear a-U tlie distinctive characteristics of their species.” 

A LITERARY DINNER. 

A FEW days after this conversation with Mr. Buekthorne, he 
called upon me, and took me with him to a regular literary 
dinner. It was given by a great bookseller, or rather a com- 
pany of booksellers, whose firm surpassed in length that of Sha- 
drach, Meshech, and Abednego. 

I was surprised to find between twenty r A thirty guests 
assembled, most of whom I had never seen before. Mr. Buck- 
thome explained this to me by informing me that this was a 
business dinner, or kind of field-day, which the house gave about 
twice a year to its authors. It is true they did occasionally give 
snug dinners to three or four literary men at a time; but then 
these were generally select authors, favourites of the public, such 
as had arrived at their sixth or seventh editions. There are,” 
said he, certain geographical boundaries in the land of litera- 
ture, and you may judge tolerably well of an author*'^! popularity 
by the wine his bookseller gives him. An author crosses the 
port line about the third edition, and gets into claret; and when 
he has reached the sixth or seventh, he may revel in champagne 
and Burgundy.” — And pray,” said I, how far may these 
gentlemen have reached that I see around me; are any of these 
claret drinkers.^” 
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Not exactly, not exactly. You fimcl at these great dinners 
the common steady run of authors, one, two edition men,* or if 
any others are invited, they are aware that it is a kind of repub- 
lican meeting. You understand me— a meeting of the republic 
of letters ; and that they must expect nothing but plain substan- 
tial fare.’’ 

These hints enabled me to comprehend more fully the arrange- 
ment of the table. The two ends were occupied by tw^o part- 
ners of the house; and the host seemed to have adopted Addison^s 
idea as to the literary precedence of his guests. A popular poet 
had the post of iionour; o[>posite to whom was a hot-pressed 
traveller in quaito with plates. A gTave-looking antiquarian, 
who had produced several solid works, that were much quoted 
and little read, was treated with great respect, and seated next 
to a neat dressy gentleman in black, who had written a thin, 
genteel, hot-'prcssed octavo on political economy, that was get- 
ting into fashion. Several three volume duodecimo men, of fair 
currency, w'ere placed about the centre of the table; while the 
lower end was taken up with small poets, translators, and authors 
who had not as yet idsen into much notoriety. 

The conversation during dinner was by fits and starts ; break- 
ing out here and there in various parts of the table in small 
flashes, and ending in smoke. The poet who had the confidence 
of a man on good terms with the -world, and independent of his 
bookseller, was very gay and brilliant, and said many clever 
things which set the partner next him in a roar, and delighted 
all the company. The other partner, however, maintained his 
sedateness, and kept carving on, with the air of a thorough man 
of business, intent upon the occupation of the moment. His 
gravity was explained to me by my friend Buckthorne. He in- 
formed me that the concerns of the house were admirably dis- 
tributed among the [lartners. Thus, for instance,” said he, 
“^tlie grave gentleman is the carving partner, wdio attends to the 
joints; and the otlier is the laughing partner who attends to the 
jokes.” 

The general conversation w*as chiefly carried on at the upper 
end of the table, as tlie authors there seemed to possess the 
greatest courage of the tongue. As to tlie crew at the lower 
end, if tliey did not make much figure in talking, they did 
in eating. Never -was there a more determined, inveterate, 
tlioroughly sustained attack on the trenclier than by this 
phalanx of masticator?^' When the cloth wcw removed, and the 
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wine began to circulate, they grew very merry and jocose 
among themselves. Their jokes, however, if by chance any of 
them reached the upper end of the table, seldom produced much 
effect. Even the laughing partner did not seem to think it 
necessary to honour them with a smile; which my neighbour. 
Buckthorne accounted for, by informing me that there was a 
certain degree of popularity to be obtained before a bookseller 
could afford to laugh at an author’s jokes. 

Among this crew of questionable gentlemen thus seated below 
the salt, my eye singled out one in particular. He was rather 
shabbily dressed ; though he had evidently made the most of a 
rusty black coat, and wore his shirt frill plaited and puffed out 
voluminously at the bosom. His face was dusky, but florid, 
perhaps a little too florid, particularly about the nose; though 
the rosy hue gave the greater lustre to a twinkling black eye. 
He had a little the look of a boon companion, with that dash of 
the poor devil in it which gives an inexpressibly mellow tone to 
a maffs humour. I had seldom seen a face of richer promise; 
but never was promise so ill kept. He said nothing, ate and 
drank with the keen appetite of a garreteer, and scarcely stopped 
to laugh, even at the good jokes from the upper end of the 
table. I inquired who he was. Buckthorne looked at him 
attentively ; “Gad,’’ said he, “I have seen that face before, but 
where I cannot recollect. He cannot he an author of any note. 
I suppose some writer of sermons, or grinder of foreign travels.” 

After dinner we retired to another room to take tea and 
coffee, where we were reinforced by a cloud of inferior guests, — 
authors of small volumes in boards, and pamphlets stitched in 
blue paper. These had not as yet arrived to the importance of 
a dinner invitation, but wmre invited occasionally to pass the 
evening “ in a friendly way.” They were very respectful to the 
partners, and, indeed, seemed to stand a little in awe of them ; 
but they paid devoted court to the lady of the house, and were 
extravagantly fond of the children. Some few, %vho did not 
feel confidence enough to make such advances, stood shyly off 
in corners, talking to one another ; or turned over the portfolios 
of prints, wdiich they had not seen above five thousand times, 
or moused over the music on the forte-piano. 

The poet and the thin octavo gentleman were the persons 
most current and at their ease in the drawing-room ; being men 
evidently of circulation in tlie west end. They got on each 
side of the lady of the house, and paid her a thousand compli- 
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ments and civilities, at some of which I thou^^ht she would have 
expired with delight. Everything they said and did had the 
odour of fashionable life, “ I looked round in vain for the poor 
devil author in the rusty black coat ; he had disappeared im- 
mediately after leaving the table, having a dread, no doubt, of 
the glaring light of a drawing-room. Finding nothing further 
to interest my attention, I took my departure soon after coffee 
had been served, leaving the poet, and the thin, genteel, hot- 
pressed, octavo gentleman, masters of the Held. 

THE CLUB OF QUEER FELLOWS. 

I THINK, it was the very next evening that, in coming out of 
Coveiit Garden Theatre with my eccentric friend Buckthorne, 
he proposed to give me another peep at life and character. 
Finding me willing for any research of the kind, he took me 
through a variety of the narrow courts and lanes about Covent 
Garden until we stopped before a tavern from which we heard 
the hursts of merriment of a jo vial party. There would be a loud 
peal of laugliter, then au interval, tlioii another peal, as if a 
prime wag were telling a stmy. After a little while there was a 
song, and at the close of each stanza a hearty roar, and a vehe- 
ment thumping on the table. 

^^This is the place,” whispered Buckthorne ; ‘‘'it is the club 
of queer fellows, a great resort of the small wits, third-rate actors, 
and newspaper critics of the theatres. Any one can go in on 
paying a sixpence at the bar for the use of the club.” 

We entered, therefore, without ceremony, and took our seats 
at a lone table in a dusky comer of the room. The club was 
assembled round a table, on which stood beverages of various 
kinds, accox\ling to the tastes of the individuals. The members 
w'ere a set of queer fellows indeed 5 but what was my surprise on 
ree(^gmsing‘ in the prime wit of the meeting the poor devil author 
wdiom I had remarked at tlie bookselleris dinner for his promising 
face and his complete taciturnity. Matters, however, were en- 
tirely changed with him. There he was a mere cipher ; here 
he was ionl of the ascendant, the choice spirit, the dominant 
genius. lie sat at the head of the table witli his hat on, and an 
eye beaming even more luminously than his nose. He had a 
quip and a fillip for every one, and a good thing on every occa- 
sion. Nothing* could be said or done without eliciting a spark 
from him; and I solemnly declare I have heard much worse wit 
even from nobieinen. His jokes, it must be confessed, were 
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rather wet, but they suited the circle over which he presided. 
The company were in that maudlin mood, when a little wit goe,3 
a great way. Every time he opened his lips there was sure to 
be a roar ; and even sometimes before he had time to speak. 

We were fortunate enough to enter in time for a glee com- 
posed by him expressly for the club, and which he sang with two 
boon companions, who would have been worthy subjects for Ho- 
gartlfs pencil. As tf)ey were each provided with a written copy, 
I was enabled to procure the reading of it ; 

Merrily, merrily push round the glass, 

And mcn-rily troll the glee, 

Por he who won’t drink till he wink is an ass, 

So, neighbour, I drink to thee. 

Merrily, merrily fuddle thy nose, 

Until it right rosy shall be j 
Por a jolly red nose— I speak under the rose — 

Is a sign of good company. 

We waited until the party broke up, and no one but the wit 
remained. He sat at the table with his legs stretched under it, 
and wide apart ; his hands in his breeches pockets ; his head 
drooped upon his bi*east ; and gazing, with lack-lustre coun- 
tenance, on an empty tankard. His gaiety was gone, his fire 
completely quenched. 

My companion approached, and startled him from his fit of 
brown study, introducing himself on the strength of their having 
dined together at the bookseller’s. 

By the way,” said he, “ it seems to me I have seen you be- 
fore ; your face is surely that of an old acquaintance, though for 
the life of me I cannot tell whei’e I have known you.” — Very 
likely,” replied he, with a smile ; many of my old friends have 
forgotten me. Though, to tell the truth, my memory in this 
instance is as bad as your own. If, however, it will assist your 
recollection in any way, my name is Thomas Dribble, at your 
service.” — What ! Tom Dribble, who was at old Birchell’s 
school in Warwickshire ?” — “ The same,” said the other, coolly. 

« — Why, then, we are old schoolmates, though it’s no wonder 
you don’t recollect me. I was your junior by several years ; 
don’t you recollect little Jack Buckthome ?” 

Here there ensued a scene of school-fellow recognition, and a 
wmid of talk about old school times and school pranks. Mr. 
Dribble ended by observing, with a heavy sigh, that times 
were sadly changed since tliose days.” 

“Faith, Mr. Dribble,” said I, “you seem quite a different 
man here from what you were at dinner. I had no idea that 
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you had so mueli stuff in you. There you were ali silence, but 
here yon absolutely keep the table in a roar.’’ 

All ! my dear sir,” replied he, with a shake of the head and 
a shrug of the shoulder, “ I’m a mere glowworm. I never shine 
by daylight. Besides, it’s a hard thing for a poor devil of an 
author to shine at the table of a rich bookseller. Who do you 
think would laugh at anything I could say, when I had some of 
the current wits of the day about me? But here, though a 
poor devil, I am among still poorer devils than myself; men 
who look up to me as a man of letters, and a bei-esprit, and all 
my jokes pass as sterling gold from the mint.” 

You surely do ymurseif injustice, sir,” said I ; I have 
certainly heard more good things from you this evening than 
from any of those beaux-espiits by whom you appear to have 
been so daunted.” 

“ Ah, sir ! but they have luck on their side : they are in the 
fashiiui — there’s nothing like being in fashion. A man that has 
once got his character up for a wit is always sure of a laugh, 
say what he may. He may utter as much nonssnse as he 
pleases, and all will pass current. No one stops to question the 
coin of a rich man j but a poor devil cannot pass off either a 
joke or a guinea without its being examined on both sides. Wit 
and coin are always doubted with a threadbare coat.” 

For my part,” continued he, giving his hat a twitch a little 
more on one side, “ for my part I hate your fine dinners ; there’s 
nothing, sir, like the freedom of a chop-house. I’d rather, 
any time, have my steak and tankard among my own set, than 
drink claret and eat venison with your cursed ciwi, elegant corn- 
pan y, who never laugh at a good joke from a poor devil for fear of 
its being vulgar. A good joke grows in a wet soil ; it flourishes 
in low places, but withers on your d — d high, dry grounds. 

I once kept high company, sir, until I nearly ruined myself, I 
grew so dull, and vapid, and genteel. Nothing saved me but 
being arrested by my landlady, and thrown into prison ; wdiere 
a course of catch clubs, eigbt-penny ale, and poor devil com- 
pany, manured my mind, and brought it back to itself again.” 

As it was now growing late, we parted for the evening, 
tliough I felt anxious to know more of this practical philoso- 
pher. I was glad, therefore, when Buckthorn e proposed to have 
another meeting, to talk over old school times, — and inquired 
his schoolmate’s address. The latter seemed at flrst a little shy 
of naming his lodgings ; but suddenly assuming an air of hardi- 
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hood — Green-arboiir-court, sir,” exclaimed he — Number— 
in Green-arbour-court. You must know the place. Classic 
ground, sir, classic ground ! It was there Goldsmith wrote 
his Vicar of Wakefield, I always like to live in literary 
haunts/’ 

I was amused with this whimsical apology for shabby quarters. 
On our way homewards Buckthorne assured me that this Dribble 
had been the prime wit and, great w-ag of the school in tlieir 
boyish days, and one of those unlucky urchins denominated 
bright geniuses. As he perceived me curious respecting* Ins old 
schoolmate, he promised to take me with him in his proposed 
visit to Green-arbour-court. 

A few mornings afterwards be called upon me, and we set 
forth on our expedition. He led me through a variety of 
singular alleys, and courts, and blind passages ; for he appeared 
to be perfectly versed in all the intricate geography of the 
metropolis. At length we came out upon Fleet-market, and 
traversing it, turned up a narrow street to the bottom of a long 
steep flight of stone steps, called Break-neck-stairs. These, he 
told me, led up to Green-arbour-court, and that down them 
poor Goldsmith might many a time have risked his neck. When 
we entered the court, I could not but smile to think in what out 
of the way corners Genius produces her bantlings ! And the 
Musesj those capricious dames, who, forsooth, so often refuse to 
visit palaces, and deny a single smile to votaries in splendid 
studies and gilded drawing-rooms — wBat holes and burrows will 
they frequent to lavish their favours on some ragged disciple! 

This Green-arbour-court I found to be a small square, of 
tail and miserable houses, the very intestines of w^hich seemed 
turned inside out, to judge from the old garments and frippery 
that fluttered from every window. It appeared to be a region 
of washerwomen, and lines were stretched about the little 
square, on which clothes were dangling to dry. 

Just as we entered the square, a scuffle took place between 
two viragos about a disputed right to a washtub, and imme- 
diately the whole community w'as in a hubbub. Heads in 
inob"cabs popped out of every window, and such a clamour of 
tongues ensued, that I was fain to stop my ears. Every amazon 
took part with one or other of the disputants, and brandished 
her arms, dripping with soap-suds, and fired away from her 
window as from the emhrazure of a fortress ; while the swarms 
of children nestled and cradled in every procreant chamber of 
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this hive, waking with the noise, set up their shrill pipes to 
swell the general concert. 

Poor Goldsmith ! what a time must he have had of it, with 
his quiet disposition and nervous habits, penned up in this den 
of noise and vulgarity. How strange, that while every sight 
and sound was sufficient to embitter the heart and fill it with 
misanthropy, his pen should be dropping the honey of Hybla. 
Yet it is more than probable that he drew many of his inimita- 
ble pictures of low life from the scenes which surrounded him 
in this abode. The circumstance of Mrs. Tibbs being obliged 
to %vash her husband^s twm shirts in a neighbour’s house, who 
refused to lend her washtub, may have been no sport of fancy, 
but a fact passing under his own eye. His landlady may have 
sat for the picture, and Beau Tibbs’ scanty wardrobe have been 
Q, facsimile of his own. 

It vras w’ith some difficulty that we found our way to Dribble’s 
lodgings. They were up two pair of stairs, in a room that 
looked upon the court, and when we entered, he was seated on 
the edge of his bed, writing at a broken table. He received 
us, however, with a free, open, poor-devil air that was irresist- 
ible. It is true he did at first appear slightly confused ; but- 
toned up his waistcoat a little higher, and tucked in a stray frill 
of linen. But he recollected himself in an instant; gave a 
half-swagger, half-leer’ as he stepped forth to receive us ; drew 
a three-legged stool for Mr. Buckthorne ; pointed me to a 
lumbering old damask chair, that looked like a dethroned mo- 
narch in exile, and bade us welcome to his garret. 

We soon got engaged in conversation. Buckthorne and he 
had much to say about early school scenes ; and as nothing 
opens a man’s heart more than recollections of the kind, we 
soon drew from him a brief outline of his literary career. 

THE POOE-DEVIL AUTHOR. 

I BEGAN life unluckily by being the wag and bright fellow 
at school ; and I had the further misfortune of heconnng the 
great genius of my native village. My father was a country 
attorney, and intended that I should succeed him in business ; 
but I had too touch genius to study, and he was too fond of 
my genius to force it into the traces ; so I fell into had com- 
pany, and took to bad habits. Do not mistake me. I mean 
that I fell into the company of village literati and village blues, 
and took to writing village poetry, 
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It was quite the fashion in the village to be literary. There 
was a little knot of choice spirits of us, who assembled fre- 
<]uent]y together, formed ourselves into a literary, scieiitifie, and 
philosophical society, and fancied ourselves the most learned 
Philos in existence. Every one had a great character assigned 
liim, suggested by some casual habit or affectation. One heavy 
fellow drank an enormous quantity of tea, rolled in his arm- 
chair, talked sententiously, pronounced dogmatically, and was 
considered a second Dr. Johnson; another, who happened to 
be a curate, uttered coarse jokes, vs^rote doggerel rhymes, and 
was the Swdft of our association. Thus we had also our Popes, 
and Goldsmiths, and Addisons ; and a blue-stocking lady, 
whose drawing-room we frequented, who corresponded about 
nothing with all the world, and wrote letters with the stiffness 
and formality of a pi’inted book, was cried up as another Mrs. 
Montagu. I was, by common consent, the juvenile prodigy, 
the poetical youth, the great genius, the pride and hope of the 
village, through whom it was to become one day as celebrated 
as Stratford-on-Avon. My father died, and left me his blessing 
and his business. His blessing brought no money into my 
pocket ; and as to his business, it soon deserted me, for I was 
busy writing poetry, and could not attend to law; and my 
clients, though they had great respect for my talents, had no 
faith in a poetical attorney. 

I lost my business, therefore, spent my money, and finished 
my poem. It was xhe Pleasures of Melancholy, and was cried 
up to the skies by the whole circle. The Pleasures of Iraagina^ 
tion, the Pleasures of Hope, and the Pleasures of Memory, 
though each had placed its author in the first rank of poets, 
were blank prose in comparison. Our Mrs. Montagu would cry 
over it from beginning to end. It was pronounced by all the 
members of the literary, scientific, and philosophicaf society, the 
greatest poem of the age, and all anticipated the noise it would 
make in the great w'orld- There was not a doubt but the 
London booksellers would he mad after it, and the only fear of 
my friends was, that I would make a sacrifice by selling it too 
cheap. Every time they talked the matter over they increased 
the price. They reckoned up the great sums given for the 
poems of certain popular writers, and determined that mine 
was worth more than all put togetlier, and ought to be paid 
for accordingly. For my part, I was modest in my expec- 
tations, and determined that 1 would be satisfied with a thou- 
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sand guineas. So I put my poem in my pocket, and set olF 
for London. 

My journey was joyous. My heart was light as my purse, 
and my head full of anticipations of fame and fortune. With 
what swelling pride did I cast my eyes upon old London from 
the heights of Highgate. I %vas like a general looking down 
upon a place he expects to conquer. The great metropolis lay 
stretched before me, buried under a home-made cloud of murky 
smoke, that wrapped it from the brightness of a sunny day, and 
formed for it a kind of artificial bad weather. At the outskirts 
of the city, away to the west, the smoke gradually deeri^^^d^ 
until all was clear and sunny, and the view stretched un|ntei'- 
rupted to the blue line of the Kentish hills. 

My eye turned fondly to where the mighty cupola of St. Pfaui 
swelled dimly through this misty chaos, and I pictured to mj*. 
self the solemn realm of leaxming that lies about its base. Hovy 
soon should the Pleasures of Melancholy throw this world qf 
booksellers and printers into a bustle of business and delight f 
Plow soon should I Iiear my name repeated by printers’ deviig 
throughout Paternoster-row^, and Angel-court, and Ave Mari-i- 
lane, until Amen-corner should echo back the sound ! 

Arrived in town, I repaired at once to the most fashionabb 
publisher. Every new author patronises him of course. In facfc^ 
it had been determined in the village circle that he should be 
the fortunate man. I cannot tell you how vain-gloriously f 
walked the streets; my head was in the clouds. I felt the ajs' 
of heaven playing about it, and fancied it already encircled b; a 
halo of literary glory. As I passed by the windows of botk- 
shops, I anticipated the time when my work would be shinei^,^ 
among the hot-pressed wonders of the day; and my face, 
scratched on copper, or cut on wood, figuring in fellowship with 
those of Scott, and Byron, and Moore. 

When I applied at the publishers house, there was something 
in the loftiness of my air and the dinginess of my dress that 
struck the clerks with reverence. They doubtless took me for 
Borne person of consequence, probably a digger of Greek roots, 
or a penetrator of pyramids. A proud man in a dirty shirt is 
always an imposing character in the world of letters : one must 
feel intellectually secure before he can venture to dress sliab- 
oily; noTie but a great genius, or a great scholar, dares to be 
dirty ; so 1 was ushered at once to the sanctum sanctorum of 
this high priest of IMiuerva. 
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The puMisliing of books is a very different affair now-a-days 
from wliat is was in the time of Eerriard Lintot. 1 found the 
publisher a fashionably dressed man, in an elegant drawing- 
room, furnished with sofas and portraits of celebrated authors, 
and cases of splendidly bound books. He was writing letters at 
an elegant table. This was transacting business in style. The 
place seemed suited to the magniheent publications that issued 
fnmi it. I rejoiced at the choice I had made of a publisher, for 
I always liked to encourage men of taste and spirit. 

I stepped up to tlie table with the lofty poetical port that I 
had been accustomed to maintain in our village circle ; though 
I threw in it something of a patronising air, such as one feels 
when about to make a man’s Ibrtune. The publisher paused 
with Ms pen in liis hand, and seemed waiting in mute suspense 
to know what was to be announced by so singular an apparition. 
I put Mm at his ease in a moment, for I felt that I had but to 
come, see, and coiu|ut‘r. I made known my name, and the 
name of my poem ; produced my precious roll of blotted manu- 
script,; laid it on the table with an emphasis, and told him at 
once, to sa\'e time and come directly to the point, the pdce was 
one thousand guineas, 

I had given him no time to speak, nor did be seem so inclined. 
He continued looking at me for a moment with an aii’ of whim- 
sical perplexity; scanned me from head to foot; looked down at 
the manuscript, then up again at me, then pointed to a chair ; 
and whistling softly to himself, went on writing his letter 

I sat for some time waiting his reply, supposing* he was making 
up his mind; but he only paused occasionally to take a fresh dip 
of ink, to stroke his chin, or the tip of his nose, and then resumed 
his writing. It was evident his mind was intently occupied upon 
some other subject; but I had no idea that any other subject 
should be attended to, and my poem lie unnoticed on the table, 
I had supposed that' everytMng would make w’ay for the Plea- 
sures of Sleiancholj. 

My gorge at length rose witlim me. I took up my manu- 
script, thrust it into my pocket, and walked out of the room, 
making some noise as I went out, to let my departure be heard. 
The publisher, however, was too much buried in min ox* concerns 
to notice it. I was suffered to walk down stairs without being 
cal]e(l back. 1 sallied forth into the street, but no clerk was sent . 
after me ; nor did the publisher call aijer me from the drawhig- 
rt)oni window'. I have beexi told since, that he considei jd me 
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eitliex’ a madman or a fool. I leave you to judge how much he 
was ill the wrong in his opinion. 

Wlien I turned the corner iny crest fell. I cooled down in 
my pride and my expectations, and reduced my terms with the 
next bookseller to wliorn I applied. ■ I had no better success; nor 
with a third; nor wdtli a fourth. I then desired tlie booksellers 
to make an offer themselves; but the deuce an offer would they 
make. They told me poetry xras a mere drug ; everybody 
wrote poetry ; the market was overstocked with it. And then 
they said, the title of my poem was not taking: that pleasures 
of ail kinds were worn threadbare, nothing but horrors did now- 
a-days, and even those were almost worn out. Tales of Pirates, 
Bobbers, and Bloody Turks might answer tolerably well; but 
then they must come from some established, well-knomi name, 
or the jiublic would not look at them. 

At last I offered to leave my poem with a bookseller to read 

it and judge for himself. Why, really, my dear Mr. a — 

a — I forget your name,’’ said he, casting an eye at my I’usty 
coat and shabby gaiters, really, sir, we are so pressed with 
business just now, and have so many manuscripts on hand to 
read, that we have not time to look at any new productions; 
but if you can call again in a week or two, or say the middle of 
next month, we may be able to look over your writings, and give 
you an answer. Don’t forget, the month after next; good morn- 
ing, sir; happy to see you any time you are passing this way,” 
So saying, he bowled me out in the ci vilest way imaginable. In 
short, sir, instead of an eager competition to secure my poem, I 
could not even get it read! In the mean time 1 xvas harassed 
by letters from my friends, wanting to know when the work was 
to appear ; who was to be my publisher ; but, above all things, 
warning me not to let it go too cheap. 

There was but one alternative left. I determined to publish 
the poem myself ; and to have my triumph over the bookseliej s, 
when it should become the fashion of the day. I accordingly 
publislied the Pleasures of Melancholy, and ruined myse,lf. Ex- 
cepting the copies sent to the reviews and to my friends in the 
country, not one, I believe, ever left the booksellei’’s warehouse. 
The printei^’s bill drained my purse, and the only notice that was 
taken of my work was contained in the advertisements paid for by 
myself, 

I could have home all Jliis, and have attributed it, as usual, to 
the mismanagement of thejjublisher, or the want of taste in the 
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public,* and could have made the usual appeal to posterity; but 
my village friends would not let me rest in quiet. They were 
picturing me to themselves feasting with the great, communing 
with the literary, and in the high career of fortune and renowti. 
Every little while some one would call on me with a letter of 
introduction from the village circle, recommending him to my 
attentions, and requesting that I would make him known in so- 
ciety; with a hint that an introduction to a celehx’ated literary 
nobleman would be extremely agreeable. I determined, there- 
fore, to change my lodgings, drop my correspondence, and dis» 
appear altogether from the view of my village admirers. Besides, 
X was anxious to make one more poetic attempt. I was by no 
means disheartened by the failure of my first. My poem w^as 
evidently too didactic. The public was wise enough. It no 
longer read for instruction. They want horrors,, do they?” 
said I: ‘‘^Tfaith ! then, they shall have enough of them.” So I 
looked out for some qiuet, retired place, where I might be out of 
reach of my friends, and have leisui’e to cook up some delectable 
dish of poetical hell-broth.” 

I had some difhculty in finding a place to my mind, when 
chance threw me in the way of Canonhury Castle. It is an 
ancient brick tower, hard by ‘‘merry Islington;” the remains of 
a hunting-seat of Queen Elizabeth, where she took the pleasure 
of the country when the neighbourhood was all woodland. What 
gave it particular interest in my eyes was the circumstance that 
it had been the residence of a poet. It w^as here Goldsmith re- 
sided when he wrote his Deserted Village. I was shown the 
very apartment. It w^as a relic of the original style of the 
castle, with paneled wainscots and Gothic wundow* s. I was pleased 
with its air of antiquity, and with its having been the residence of 
poor Goldy. 

Goldsmith was a pretty poet,” said I to myself, “ a veiy 
pretty poet, though rather of the old school. He did not think 
and feel so strongly as is the fashion now-a-days ; but had he lived 
in these times of hot hearts and hot heads, he would no doubt 
have written quite differently.” 

In a few days I was quietly established in my new quarters; 
my books all arranged; my wniting-desk placed by a window 
looking out into the fields, and I felt as snug as Bohinson Crusoe 
when. he had finished his bower. For several days I enjoyed all 
the novelty of change and the charms which grace new lodgings 
before one has found out the defects. I rambled about tltt* fields 
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where I fancied Goldsmith had rambled. I explored merry 
Islington; ate my solitary dinner at the Black Bull, which, 
according to tradition, was a country seat of Sir Walter Raleigh, 
and would sit and sip my wine, and muse on old times, in a quaint 
old room where many a council had been held. 

All this did very well for a few days ; I was stimulated by 
novelty ; inspired by the associations awakened in my mind by 
these curious haunts ; and began to think I felt the spirit of 
composition stirring within me. But Sunday came, and with it 
the whole city world, swarming about Canonhury Castle. I could 
not open my window but I was stunned with shouts and noises 
from the cricket ground; the late quiet road beneath my window 
w'as alive with the tread of feet and clack of tongues; and, to 
complete my miseiy, I found that my quiet retreat wsis absolutely 
a show house,” the tower and its contents being shown to 
strangers at sixpence a head. 

There was a perpetual tramping up stairs of citizens and 
their families, to look about the country from the top of the 
tower, and to take a peep at the city through the telescope, to 
try if they could discern their own chimneys. And then, in the 
midst of a vein of thought, or a moment of inspiration, I was 
interrupted, and all ray ideas put to dight, by my intolerable 
landlady’s tapping at the door, and asking me if I would just 
please to let a lady and gentleman come in, to take a look at Mr. 
Goldsmith’s room.” If you know anything wdiat an author’s 
study is, and what an author is himself, you must know that 
there was no standing this. I put a positive interdict on my 
room being exhibited ; but then it was showm when I was 
absent, and my papers put in confusion ; and on returning home 
one day I absolutely found a cursed tradesman and his daughters 
gaping over my manuscripts, and my landlady in a panic at 
appearance. I tried to make out a little longer, by taking the 
key ill my pocket; hut it would not do. I overheard mine 
hostess one day telling some of her customers on the stairs that 
the room rvas occupied by an author, wdio was always in a tan- 
trum if interrupted ; and I immediately perceived, by a slight 
noise at the door, that they were peeping at me through the key- 
hole. By the head of Apollo, but tills was quite too much! 
With all my eagerness for fame, ami my ambition of the stare 
of the million, I had no idea of being exhibited by retail, at 
ftitxpenee a bead, and that through a key-hole. So I bade 
anieu to Canoiibury Castle, merrv Islington, and the haunts 
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of poor Goldsmith, without having advanced a single line in 
my labours. 

My next quarters were at a small whitewashed cottage, 
which stands not far from Hampstead, just on the brow of a 
hill, looking over Chalk Farm and Camden Town, remarkable 
for the riv^ai houses of Mother Red Cap and Mother Black Cap j 
and so across Crackskuii Common, to the distant city. 

The cottage was in nowise remarkable in itself; but I re- 
garded it with reverence, for it had been the asylum of a per- 
secuted author. Hither poor Steele had retreated, and Jain 
perdu, when persecuted by creditors and bailiifs — those imme- 
monal plagues of authors and free-spirited gentlemen; and 
here he had written many numbers of the Spectator. It was 
from hence, too, that he had despatched those little notes to his 
lady, so full of affection and whimsicality, in which the fond 
husband, the careless gentleman, and the shifting spendthrift, 
were so odly blended. I thought, as I first eyed the window of 
his apartment, that I could sit witloin it, and write volumes. 

1^0 such thing ! It was hay-maldng season, and, as ill-luck 
would have it, immediately opposite the cottage was a little ale- 
house, wdth the sign of the Load of Hay. Whether it was there 
in Steele’s time, I cannot say ; but it set all attempts at con- 
ception or inspiration at defiance. It was the resort of all the 
Irish hay-makers who mow*the broad fields in the neighbour- 
hood ; and of drovers and teamsters who travel that road. Here 
they would gather in the endless summer twilight, or by the 
light of the harvest moon, and sit round a table at the door ; 
and tipple, and laugh, and quarrel, and fight, and sing drowsy 
songs, and daudle away the hours, until the deep solemn notes 
of St. Paul’s clock would warn the varlets home. 

In the day-time I was still less able to write. It was broad 
summer. The hay-makers were at work in the fields, and 
the perfume of the new- mown hay brought with it the recol- 
lection of my native fields. So, instead of remaining in my 
room to write, I went wandering about Piimrose Hill, and 
Hampstead Heights, and Shepherd’s Fields, and all those Ai’ca- 
dian scenes so celebrated by London bards. I cannot tell you 
how many delicious hours I have passed lying on the cocks of 
new-mown hay, on the pleasant slopes of some of those hills, 
inhaling the fragrance of the fields, while the suramer-fiy buzzed 
about me, or the grasshopper leaped into my bosom; and how 
I have gazed with half-shut eye upon the smoky mass of Lon- 
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iif)n, and listened to the distant sound of its population, and 
|)itied the poor sons of earth, toiling in its boweis, like Gnomes 
in the “ dark gold mine.” 

People may say what they please about cockney pastorals, 
but after all, there is a vast deal of rural beauty about the 
western vicinity of London ; and any one that has looked down 
upon the valley of West End, with its soft bosom of green pas- 
turage lying open to the south, and dotted with cattle ; the 
steeple of Hampstead rising among rich groves on the brow of 
the hill; and the learned height of Harrow in the distance; 
will confess that never has he seen a more absolutely rural 
landscape in the vicinity of a great metropolis. Still, however, I 
found myself not a whit the better off for my frequent change of 
lodgings ; and I began to discover that in literature, as in trade, 
the old proverb holds good, “a rolling stone gathers no moss.” 

The tranquil beauty of the country played the very venge- 
ance with me. I could not mount my fancy into the termagant 
vein. I could not conceive, amidst the smiling landscape, a 
scene of blood and murder; and the smug citizens in breeches 
and gaiters put ail ideas of heroes and bandits out of my brain. 
I could think of nothing but dulcet subjects, “ The Pleasures of 
Spring” — The Pleasures of Solitude” — The Pleasm*es of 
Tranquillity” — ‘‘ The Pleasures of Sentiment” — nothing but 
pleasures; and I bad the painful experience of ‘‘The Pleasures 
of Melancholy” too strong'Iy'in my recollection to be beguiled 
by them. 

Chance at length befriended me. I had frequently, in my 
rarnbiiiigs, loitered about Hampstead Hill, whicii is a land of 
Piirnassus of the metropolis. At such times I occasionally took 
isjy dinner at Jack Straw’s Castle. It is a country inn so 
named: the very spot where that notorious rebel and his fol- 
lowers held their council of war. It is a favourite resort of 
Citizens when rurally inclined, as it commands fine fresh air, 
and a good view of the city. I sat one day in the public room 
of this inn, ruminating over a beefsteak and a pint of port, 
when my imagination kindled up with ancient and heroic images. 
I had long wanted a theme and a hero ; both sucldt miy broke 
upon my mind : I determined to write a poem on the history of 
Jack Straw. I was so full of my subject, that I was fearful of 
beiiig anticipated. I wondered that none of the poots of the 
day, in their researches after ruffian heroes, had ever thought 
of Jack Straw. I went to work pell-mell, blotted several sheets 
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of paper with choice iloating thoughts, and battles, and de* 
sciiptions, to be ready at a inoment’s warning. In a few days^ 
time I sketched out the skeleton of my poem, and nothing was 
wanting but to give it flesh and blood. loused to take my 
manuscript and stroll about Caen- wood, and read aloud; and 
would dine at the Castle, by way of keeping up the vein of 
thought. 

I was there one day, at rather a late hour, in the public room: 
there was no other company but one man, who sat enjoying his 
pint of port at a window, and noticing the passers by. He was 
dressed in a green shooting coat. His countenance w’-as strongly 
marked ; he had a hooked nose, a romantic eye, excepting that 
it had something of a squint ; and altogether, as I thought, a 
poetical style of liead. I was quite taken with the man, for you 
must know I am a little of a physiognomist; I set him down at 
once for either a poet or a philosopher. 

As I like to make new acquaintances, considering every man 
a volume of human nature, I soon fell into conversation with 
the stranger, who, I was pleased to find, was by no means diffi- 
cult of access. After I had dined, I joined him at the window, 
and we became so sociable, that I proposed a bottle of wine to- 
gether, to which he most cheerfully assented. 

I was too full of my poem to keep long quiet on the subject, 
and began to talk about the origin of the tavern and the history 
of Jack Straw. I found my new acquaintance to he perfectly 
at home on the topic, and to jump exactly with my humour in 
every respect. I -became elevated with t!)e wine and the con- 
versation. In the fulness of an author’s feelings, I told him of 
my projected poem, and repeated some passages, and he was in 
raptures. He was evidently of a strong poetical turn. 

Sir,” said he, filling my glass at the same time, our poets 
doii't look at home. 1 don’t see wffiy we need go out of old 
England for robbers and rebels to write about. I like your Jack 
Straw, sir — he’s a home-made hero. I like him, sir — I like him 
exeeeflingly. He’s English to the backbone — damme. Give me 
hnnest Old England after all! Them’s my sentiments, sir.” 

I lionour your sentiment,” cried I, zealously; ‘^it is exactly 
my own. An English ruffian is as good a ruffian for poetry as 
any in Italy, or Germany, or the Archipelago; but it is hard to 
make our poets think so.” 

More shame for them !” replied the man in green. What 
a plague wmuld the::^' have? What have we to do wdth theil 
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Archipelagos of Italy and Germany? Haven^fc we heaths and 
commons and highways on our little island — ay, and stout fel- 
lows to pad the hoof over them too? Stick to home, I say-— 
them’s my sentiments. Come, sir, my service to you — I agree 
with you perfectly.” 

Poets, in old times, had right notions on this subject,” con- 
tinued I; “witness the fine old ballads about Robin Hood, 
Allan a’Dale, and other stanch blades of yoi’e.” 

“ Right, sir, nght,” interrupted be ; “ Robin Hood ! he was 
the lad to cry stand I to a man, and never to flinch.” 

“ Ah, sir,” said I, “ they had famous bands of robbers In tlie 
good old times; those were gdorious poetical days. The merry 
crew of Sherwood forest, who led such a roving picturesque life 
^ under the greenwood tree.’ I have often wished to visit their 
haunts, and tread the scenes of the exploits of Friar Tuck, and 
Ciym of the Clough, and Sir William of Cloudeslie.” 

“ Nay, sir,” said the gentleman in green, “ we have had 
several very pretty gangs since their day. Those gallant dogs 
that kept about the great heatlis in the neighbourhood of London, 
about Bagshot, and Hounslow, and Blackheath, for instance. 
Come, sir, my service to you. You don’t drink.” 

“ I suppose,” said I, emptying my glass, “I suppose you have 
heard of the famous Turpin, who was born in this very village 
of Hampstead, and who used to lurk with his gang in Epping 
Forest, about a hundred years since?” 

“ Have I?” cried he, “ to be sure I have I A hearty old 
blade that. Sound as pitch. Old Turpentine! as we used to 
call him. A famous fine fellow, sir.” 

“Well, sir,” continued I, “I have visited Waltham Abbey 
and Chingford Church merely from the stories I heard when a 
boy of his exploits there, and I have searched Epping Forest for 
the cavern where he used to conceal himself. Y'ou must know,” 
added I, “ that I am a sort of amateur of highwaymen. They 
were dashing, daring fellows: the best apologies that we had 
for the knigiit-errants of yore. Ah, sir,! the country has been 
sinking gradually into tameness and common-place. We 
are losing the old English spirit. The bold knights of the Post 
have all dwindled down into lurking footpads and sneaking 
pickpockets; there’s no such thing as a dashing, g*entleman-Iike 
robbery committed now-a-days on the king’s highway: a man 
may roll from one end of England to the other in a drowsy 
coach, or jingling postcliaise, without any other adventure then 
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tlmfc of being occasionally overturned, sleeping in damp sheets, 
or having an. ill-cooked dinner. We hear no more of public 
coaches being stopped and robbed by a well-mounted gang of 
resolute fellows, with pistols in their hands, and crapes over their 
faces. What a pretty poetical incident was it, for example, in 
domestic life, for a family carriage, on its way to a country seat, 
to be attacked about dark ; the old gentleman eased of his purse 
and w^atch, the ladies of their necklaces and earrings, by a po- 
litely-spoken highwayman on a blood mare, who afterwards 
leaped the hedge, and galloped across the country, to the admira- 
tion of Miss Caroline, the daughter, who would write a long and 
romantic account of the adventure to her friend, Miss Juliana, 
in towm. Ah, sir ! we meet with nothing of such incidents now- 
a-days !” 

That, sir/’ said my companion, taking advantage of a pause, 
when I stopped to recover breath, and to take a glass of wine 
which he had just poured out, ‘Hhat, sir, craving your pardon, 
is not owing to any want of old English pluck. It is the effect 
of this cursed system of banking. People do not travel with bags 
of gold as they did formerly. They have post notes, and drafts 
on bankers. To rob a coach is like catching a crow, where yon 
have nothing but carrion flesh and feathers for your pains. But 
a coach in old times, sir, was as rich as a Spanish galloon. It 
turned out the yellow boys bravely. And a private carriage w^as 
a cool hundred or two at least.” 

I cannot express how much I was delighted with the sallies of 
my new acquaintance. He told me that he often frequented the 
Castle, and would be glad to know more of me ; and I promised 
myself many a pleasant afternoon with him, -when I should read 
him my poem as it proceeded, and benefit by his remarks ; for it 
w^as evident he had the true poetical feeling. 

‘‘ Come, sir,” said he, pusliing the bottle. Damme, I like 
you I you’re a man after my own heart. I’m cursed slow in making 
new acquaintances. One must be on the reserve, you know. But 
when I meet with a man of your kidney, damme, my heart jumps 
at once to him. Them’s my sentiments, sir. Come, sir, here’s 
Jack Straw’s health! I presume one can drink it now-a-days 
without treason !” — With all my heart/’ said I, gaily, and 
Dick Turpin’s into the bargain I” 

Ah, sir,” said the man in green, those are the kind of men 
for poetry. The New’gate Calendar, sir ! the Newgate Calendar 
is your only reading I There’s the place to look for bold deeds 
and dashing fellows.” — We were so much pleased with each 
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Other, that we sat until a late hour. I insisted on pa^dng the 
bill, for both ray purse and my heart were full, and I ag-reecl that 
he should pay the score at our next meeting’. As the coaches 
had all gone that run between Hampstead and London, we had 
to return on foot. He was so delighted with the idea of my 
poem, that he could talk of nothing else. He made me repeat 
such passages as I could remember j and though I did it in a very 
mangled manner, having a wretched memory, yet he w.as in 
raptures. 

Every now and then he would break out with some scrap which 
he would misquote most terribly, hut would rub his hands and 
exclaim, By Jupiter, that’s fine, that’s noble! Damme, sir, if 
I can conceive how you hit upon such ideas !” I must confess 
I did not always relish his misquotations, which sometimes made 
absolute nonsense of the passages ; but what author stands upon 
trifles when he is praised? 

Never had I spent a more delightful evening'. I did not per- 
ceive how the time flew. I could not bear to separate, but con- 
tinued walking on, arm in arm, with him, past my lodgings, 
.through Camden Town, and across Crackskull Common, talking 
the whole way about my poem. Wlion we were half-way across 
the common, he interrupted me in the midst of a quotation, by 
telling me that this had been a famous place for footpads, and 
was still occasionally infested by them ; and that a man had re- 
cently, been shot there in attempting to defend himself . — “ The 
more fool he!” cried I; man is an idiot to I'isk life, or even 
limb, to save a paltry purse of money. It’s quite a different case 
from that of a duel, where one’s honour is concerned. For my 
part,” added I, “I should never think of making resistance against 
one of those desperadoes.’’ 

Say you so?” cried my friend in green, turning suddenly 
upon me, and putting a pistol to my breast ; “ why, then, have 
at you, my lad ! — come — disburse 1 empty! unsack I” 

In a word, I found that the Muse had played me another of 
her tricks, and had betrayed me into the hands of a footpad. 
There was no time to parley; he made me turn my pockets inside 
out; and hearing the sound of distant footste|)s, he made one fujl 
swoop upon purse, watch, and all ; gave me a thwack over my un-t 
lucky pate that laid me sprawling on the ground, and scampered 
away with his booty. 

I saw no more of my friend in green until a year or two after- 
wards, when I caught a sight of his poetical countenance among 
crew of scape.£jracesj heavily ironed, who were on the way for 
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transportation. He recognised me at once, tlppe;! me an im- 
pudent wink, and asked me how I came on with the history of 
Jack Straw’s Castle. 

The catastrophe at Crackskiill Common put an end to my 
summer’s campaign. I was cured of my poetical enthusiasm for 
rebels, robbers, and highwaymen. I was put out of conceit of 
ray subject, and, what was worse, I was lightened of my purse, 
in which was almost every farthing I had in the world. So I 
abandoned Sh Richard Steele’s cottage in despair, and crept into 
less celebrated, though no less poetical and airy lodgings in a 
garret in town. 

I now determined to cultivate the society of the literary, and 
to enrol myself in the fraternity of authorship. It is by the con- 
stant collision of mind, thought I, that authors strike out the 
sparks of genius, and kindle up with glorious conceptions. Poetry 
is evidently a contagious complaint : I will keep company with 
poets ; who knows but I may catch it as others have done ? 

I found no difficulty in making a circle of literary acquaint- 
ances, not having the sin of success lying at my door ; indeed, 
the failure of my poem was a kind of recommendation to their 
favour. It is true my new friends were not of the most bril- 
liant names in literature ; but then, if you would take their words 
for it, they were like the prophets of old, men of whom the world 
was not worthy ; and who were to live in future ages, when the 
ephemeral favourites of the day should be forgotten. 

I soon discovered, however, that the more I mingled in lite- 
rary society, the less I felt capacitated to write ; that poetry was 
not so catching as J imagined ; and that in familiar life there 
was often nothing less poetical than a poet. Besides, I wanted 
the esprit du corps to turn these literary fellowships to any ac- 
count. I could not bring myself to enlist in any particular sect : 
I saw something to like in them all, but found that would never 
do, for that the tacit condition on which a man enters into one 
of these sects is, that he abuses all the rest. 

I perceived that there were little knots of authors who lived 
with, and for, and by one another. They considered themselves 
the salt of the earth. They fostered and kept up a conventional 
vein of thinking and talking, and joking on all subjects ; and 
they cried each other up to the skies. Each sect had its particu- 
lar creed, and set up cei’tain authors as divinities, and fell down 
and worshij^ped them ; and considered every one who did not 
worship them, or who worshipped any other, as a heretic and an 
infidel 
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In quoting the writers of the day, I generally found them 
extolling names of which I had scarcely iieard, and talking slight- 
ingly of others who were the favourites of the public. If I men- 
tioned any recent work from the pen of a first-rate author, they 
had not read it ; they had not time to read all that was spawned 
from the press ; he w''rote too much to write well ; — and then they 
would break out into raptures about some Mr. Timson, or Tomson, 
or Jackson, whose works were neglected at the present day, but 
who was to be the wonder and delight of posterity. Alas ! what 
heavy debts is this neglectful w'orld daily accumulating on the 
shoulders of poor posterity ! 

But above all, it w'as edifying to bear with what contempt they 
would talk of the great. Ye gods ! how immeasurably the great 
are despised by the small fry of literature ! It is true, an excep- 
tion was now and then made of some nobleman, with whom, per- 
haps, they had casually shaken hands at an election, or hob or 
nobbed at a public dinner, and wdio was pronounced a deveiish 
good fellow,” and “no humbug;” but, in general, it was enough 
for a man to have a title to be the object of their sovereign dis- 
dain : you have no idea how poetically and philosophically they 
would talk of nobility. 

For my part, this affected me but little; for though I had no 
bitterness against the great, and did not think the worse of a 
man for having innocently been born to a title, yet I did not feel 
myself at present called upon to resent the indignities poured 
upon them by the little. But the hostility to the great writers 
of the day went sorely against the grain with me. I could not 
enter into such feuds, nor participate in such animosities. I had 
not become author sufficiently to hate other authors. I could 
still find pleasure in the novelties of the press, and could find it 
in my heart to praise a contemporary, even though he were suc- 
cessM. Indeed, I was miscellaneous in my taste, and could not 
confine it to any age or growth of writers. I could turn with 
delight from the glowing pages of Byron to the cool and polished 
raillery of Pope ; and, after wandering among the sacred groves 
of Paradise Lost, I could give myself up to voluptuous aban- 
donment in the enchanted bowers of Lalla Rookh. 

I would have my authors,” said I, “as various as my wines, 
and, in relishing the strong and the racy, would never decry the 
sparkling and exhilarating. Port and sherry are excellent 
stand-by’s, and so is Madeira ; but claret and Burgundy may 
be di'unk now and then without disparagement to one’s palate ; 
and champagne is a b<^veragc» bv no means to be despised.” 
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Such was the tirade I uttered one day, when a little Hushed 
with ale, at a literary club. I uttered it, too, with something 
of a flourish, for I thought my simile a clever one. Unluckily, 
ray auditors were men who drank beer and hated Pope ; so ray 
figure about wines went for nothing, and my critical toleration 
was lool^ed upon as downright heterodoxy. In a wmrd, I soon 
became like a freethinker in religion, an outlaw from every sect, 
and fair game for ai!. Such are the melancholy consequences 
of not hating in literature. 

I see you are growing w’eary, so I will be brief with the 
residue of my literary career. I will not detain you with a 
detail of my various attempts to get astride of Pegasus ; of the 
poems I have written which were never printed, the j)lays I have 
presented which were never performed, and the tracts I have 
published which were never purchased. It seemed as if book- 
sellers, managers, and the very public, had entered into a con- 
spiracy to starve me. Still I could not prevail upon myself to 
p;ive up the trial, nor abandon tliose dreams of renown in wdiich 
I had indulg’ed. How should I be able to look the literary 
circle of my native village in the face if I were so completely to 
falsify their predictions? For some time longer, therefore, I 
continued to write for fame, and was, of course, the most miser- 
able dog in existence, besides being in continual risk of starva- 
tion. I accumulated loads of literary treasure on my shelves — 
loads which were to be treasures to posterity ; but, alas ! they 
}}ut not a penny into my purse. What was all this wealth to my 
present necessities ? I could not patch my elbows with an ode ; 
nor satisfy my hunger with blank verse. “ Shall a man fill his 
belly with the east wind ?” says the proverb. He may as well 
do so as wdth poetry. 

I have many a time strolled sorrowfully along, with ,a sad 
heart and an empty stomach, about five o’clock, and looked 
wistfully down the areas in the west-end of the town, and seen 
through the kitchen- window^s the fires gleaming, and the joints 
of meat turning on the spits and dripping -with gravy, and the 
cook-maids beating np puddings, or trussing turkeys, and felt 
for the moment that if I could but have the run of one of those 
kitchens, Apollo and the Muses iniglit have the hungry heights 
of Parnassus for me. Oh, sir ! talk of meditations among the 
tombs — ^they are nothing so melancholy as the meditations of a 
poor devil without penny in pouch, along a line of kitchen- 
windows towards dinner-time. 

At length, when almost reduced to famine and despair, the 
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idea all at once entered my head, that perhaps I was not so ^ 

clever a fellow as the village and myself had supposed. It was \ 

the salvation of me. The moment the idea popped into xny | 

train it brought conviction and comfort with it. I awoke as 
from a dream — I gave up immortal fame to those who could i 

live on air ; took to writing for mere bread ; and have ever 
since had a very tolerable life of it. There is no man of letters 
so much at bis ease, sir, as he who has no character to gain or lose. 

I had to train myself’to it a little, and to clip my wings short 
at first, or they would have carried me up into poetry in spite of 
myself. So I determined to begin by tlie opposite extreme, and 
abandoning the higher regions of the craft, I came plump down ■ 
to the lowest, and turned creeper. 

‘‘^'Creeper 1 and pray what is that?” said I. 

^Oh, sir, I see you are ignox'ant of the language of the craft; 
a creeper is one who furnishes the new'spapers with paragraphs 
at so much a line; one who goes about in quest of misfortunes; 
attends the Bow-street Office, the Courts of J ustice, and every 
other den of mischief and iniquity. We are paid at the rate of a 
penny a line, and as we can sell the same paragraph to almost 
every paper, we sometimes pick up a very decent day’s work. 

Now' and then the muse is unkind, or the day uncommonly quiet, 
and then we rather starve; and sometimes the unconscionable 
editors will clip our paragraphs when they are a little too rhe- 
torical and snip off two pence or tliree pence at a go. I have 
many a time had my pot of porter snipped ofi‘ of my dinner in 
this way, and have had to dine with dry lips. However, I can- 
not complain. 1 rose gradually in the lower ranks of the craft, 
and am now, I think, in tlie most comfortable region of litera- 
ture.” 

And pray,” said I, what may you be at present?” 

“ A't present,” said he, “ I am a regular job-writer, and turn 
my hand to anything. I.work up the writings of others at so 
much aslieet; turn off translations; write second-rate articles to 
fill up reviews and magazines; compile travels and voyages, and 
furnish theatrical criticisms for the newspapers. All this author- 
ship, you perceive, is anonymous; it gives me no reputation 
except among the trade, wdiere 1 am considered an author of 
all w’ork, and am alw^ays sure of employ. That’s the only repu- 
tation I w'ant. I sleep soundly, without dread of duns or critics, 
and leave immortal fame to those that choose to fret and figlit 
about it. Take my word for it, the only happy author in this 
wnrld is he who is below the care of reputation.’ 
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NOTORIETY. 

When we had emerged from the literary iiest of honest 
Dribhlej and had passed safely through the dangers of Break- 
neck-stairs, and the labyrinths of Fleet-market, Buckthorne in- 
dulged in many comments upon the peep into literary life which 
he had furnished me. 

I expressed my surprise at finding it so different a world from 
what I had imagined. It is always so,” said he, with stran- 
gers. The land of literature is a fairy land to those who view it 
from a distance, but like all other landscapes, the charm fades 
on a nearer approach, and the thorns and briars become visible. 
The republic of letters is the most factious and discordant of all 
republics, ancient or modern.” 

“ Yet,” said I, smiling, “you would not have me take honest 
Dribble’s experience as a view of the land. He is hut a mousing 
owl; a mere groundling. We should have quite a different 
strain from one of those fortunate authors whom -we see sporting 
about the empyreal heights of fashion, like swallows in the blue 
sky of a summei'’s day.” 

“ Perhaps we might,” replied he, “ but I doubt it. I doubt 
whether if any one, even of the most successful, were to tell 
his actual feelings, you would not find the truth of friend Drib- 
ble’s philosophy with respect to reputation. One you would 
find carrying a gay face to the world, wdiile some vulture 
critic was preying upon his very liver. Another, who was 
simple enough to mistake fashion for fame, you would find 
watching countenances, and cultivating invitations, more ambi- 
tious to figure in the beau monde than the world of letters, and 
apt to be rendered wretched by the neglect of an illiterate 
peer, or a dissipated duchess. Those who were rising to fame, 
you would find tormented with anxiety to get higher ; and 
those who had gained the summit, in constant apprehension of 
a decline. 

“ Even those who are indifferent to the buzz of notoriety, and 
the farce of fashion, are not much better off, being incessantly 
harassed by intrusions on their leisure, and interruptions of their 
pursuits ; for, whatever may be his feelings, when once an 
author is launched into notoriety, he must go the rounds until 
the idle curiosity of the day is satisfied, and he is thrown aside 
to make way for some new caprice. Upon the whole, I do not 
know but he is most fortunate who engages in the world througli 
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ambition, however tormenting; ‘^‘^^'^S,SnTes2]? 

oblio'ed to loin in the game without being inteiested i - 

oThere^s a constant demand in the fashionable wor d tor 
noveltv; every nine days must have its wonder, no matter nf 
Xtiind. At one time it is an author; at another a hre- 
eater • at another a composer, an Indian juggler, or an Indian 
chief;’ a man from the North Pole or ^F^nds = ®ach 
ficur^ throuo-h his brief term of notoriety, and then makes way 
£ tim Ceding wonder. You must know that we have 

oddity fanciers among our ladies of f ““Xten 

them all kinds of remarkable beings ; fiddlers, statesmen, 
sinn-ers, warriors, artists, philosophers, actors, and poets , eieiy 
land of personage, in shoi-t, who is noted for something peculiar . 
so that^their routs are like fancy balls, where every one come 

^ I*'! chT,l*‘^lCtiGl*«* • • • » 

“ I have had infinite amusement at these parties m noticing 

how industriously every one was playing a part, and acting out 
of Ills natural line. There is not a more complete game at 
doss purposes than the intercourse ^ 

The fine gentleman is always an.vious to he thought a wit, and 

tbe wit a Bne gentleman. ^ it* .;i 

1 iiave noticed a lord endeavouring to look wise and to talk 
learnedly with a man of letters, who was aiming at a tashionable 
air, and^the tone of a man who had lived about town. The peer 
quoted a score or two of learned authors, with whom he wodd 
fain be thought intimate, while the author talked of hir John 
this, and Sir Harry that, and extoUed the Burpndy he had 
drank at Lord Such-a-one’s. Each seemed to forget that he 
could only be interesting to the other m his proper character. 
Had the peer been merely a man of erudition, the author wou 

never have listened to his prosing; and had the_ author known 

all the nobility in the Court Calendar, it would have given him 

uo interest in the eyes of the peer. ^ ... « 

111 the same way I have seen a fine lady , remarkable for 

beauty, weary a philosopher with^ flimsy metaphysics, whi e the 
piiilosopher put on an awkward air of gallantry, played with hei 
fan, and prattled about the Opera. I have heard a sentimental 
■jr) 0 t talk very stupidly with a statesman about the national debt ; 
and on joining a knot of scientific old gentlemen conversing in 
a corner, e.vpectingto hear the discussion of some valuable dis- 
covery, I found they were only amusing themselves with a tat 
Story.” 
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A PRACTICAL PHILOSOPHER. 

The anecdotes I bad heard of Buckthorne’s early schoolmate, 
together with a variety of peculiarities which I had remarked in 
liimself, gave me a strong curiosity to know something of his 
own liistory. I am a traveller of tlie good old school, and am 
fond of the custom laid down in books, according to which, 
whenever travellers met, they sat down forthwith, and gave a 
history of themselves and their adventures. This Buckthorne, 
too, -was a man much to my taste ; he had seen the world, and 
mingled with society, 3- et retained the strong eccentricities of a 
man who had lived much alone. There was a careless dash of 
good-humour about him which pleased me exceeding!}' ; and at 
times an odd tinge of melancholy mingled with his humour, and 
gave it an additional zest. He was apt to run into long specu- 
lations upon society and manners, and to indulge in -whimsical 
\dews of human nature ; yet there was nothing ill-tempered in 
his satire. It ran more upon the follies than the vices of man- 
kind ; and even the follies of his fellow-man were treated with 
tlie lenienc}^ of one wdio felt himself to be but frail. He had 
evidently been a little chilled and buffeted by fortune, without 
being soured thereby : as some fruits become mellower and more 
generous in tlieir flavour from having been bruised and frostbitten. 

I have al'wa}^s had a great relisli for the conversation of prac- 
tical philosophers of this stamp, who have profited the sweet 
uses ” of adversity without imbibing its bitterness ; who have 
learnt to estimate the -world rightly, yet good-humouredly; and 
who, while they perceive the truth of the saying, that ‘‘ all is 
vanit}’-,” are j’et able to do so without vexation of spirit. 

Such a man was Buckthorne. In general a laughing philo- 
sopher ; and if at an}^ time a shade of sadness stole across his 
brow, it was but transient; like a summer cloud, ■which soon 
goes by? and freshens and revives the fields over which it passes. 

I was walking with him one da}^ in Kensington Gardens — 
for he was a knowing epicime in all the cheap pleasures and 
rural haunts within reach of the metropolis. It was a delightful 
warm morning in spring ; and he wns in the happy mood of a 
])astoral citizen, when just turned loose into grass and smashine. 
i le had been watching a lark which, rising finm a bed of daisies 
and yellow-cups, had sung his way up to a bright snowy cloud 
floating in the deep blue sky, 

“ Of all birds,” said he, I should like to be a lark. He 
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revels in tlie brightest time of the day, in the happiest season of 
the year, among fresh meadows and opening flowers ; and when 
he has sated himself with the sweetness of earth, he wings his 
flight up to heaven as if he would drink in the melody of the 
morning stars. Hark to that note! How it comes trilling 
down upon the ear 1 What a stream of music, note falling over 
note in delicious cadence ! Who would trouble his head about 
operas and concerts when he could walk in the fields and hear 
such music for nothing? These are the enjoyments which set 
riches at scorn, and malce even a poor man independent : 

I care not, Fortune, what you do deny 
You cannot rob me of free nature’s c:race ; 

You cannot shut the windows of the sK’y, 

Through which Aurora shows her brlglit’ning face ; 

You cannot bar my constant feet to trace 

The w'oods and lawns by living streams at eve 

Sir, there are homilies in nature’s works worth all the wis- 
dom of tlie schools, if we could but read them rightly ; and one 
of the pleasantest lessons I ever received in a time of trouble, 
was from hearing the notes of a lark.” 

I profited by this communicative vein to intimate to Buck- 
thorne a wish to know something of the events of his life, which 
I fancied must have been an eventful one. 

He smiled when I expressed my desire. “ I have no great 
story, said he, “ to relate. A mere tissue of errors and follies. 
But, such as it is, you shall have one epoch of it, by which you 
may judge of the rest.” And so, without any further prelude, 
he gave me the following anecdotes of his early adventures. 

BUCKTHORNE; OR, THE YOUNG MAN OF GREAT 
EXPECTATIONS. 

I WAS born to very little property, but to great expectations 
— which is, perhaps, one of the most unlucky fortunes that a 
man can be born to. My father was a country gentleman, the 
last of a very ancient and honourable, but decayed family, and 
resided in an old hunting-lodge in Warwickshire, He was a 
keen sportsman, and lived to the extent of his moderate income, 
so that I had little to expect from that quarter; but then I had 
a rich uncle by the mother’s side, a penurious, accumulating 
curmudgeon, who it was confidently expected would make me 
his heir, because he was an old bachelor, because I was named 
after him, and because he hated all the world except myself. 

He was, in fact, an inveterate hater, a miser even in misan- 
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tliropy, and hoarded up a grudge as he did a guinea. Thus, 
though my mother was an only sister, he had never forgiven 
her marriage with my father, against whom he had a cold, 
still, immoveable pique, which had lain at the bottom of his 
heart, like a stone in a well, ever since they had been school- 
boys together. My mother, however, considered me as the 
intermediate being that was to bring everything again into 
harmony, for she looked upon me as a prodigy — God bless 
her! my heart overflows whenever I recal her tenderness. She 
was the most excellent, the most indulgent of mothers. I was 
her only child; it was a pity she had no more, for she had 
fondness of heart enough to have spoiled a dozen 1 

I was sent at an early age to a public school, sorely against 
my motljer’s wishes ; but my father insisted that it was the only 
way to make boys hardy. The school was kept by a con- 
scientious prig of the ancient system, who did his duty by the 
boys intrusted to his care, that is to say, we were flogged 
soundly when we did not get our lessons. We were put into 
classes, and thus flogged on in droves along the highways of 
knowledge, in much the same manner as cattle are driven to 
market, where those that are heavy in gait, or short in leg, 
have to suiFer for the superior alertness or longer limbs of their 
companions. 

For my part, I confess it with shame, I was an incorrigible 
laggard. I have always had the poetical feeling, that is to 
say, I have always been an idle fellow, and prone to play the 
vagabond. I used to get away from my books and school 
whenever I could, and ramble about the fields. I was sur- 
rounded by seductions for such a temperament. The school- 
house was an old-fashioned whitewashed mansion, of wood and 
plaster, standing on the skirts of a beautiful village : close by it 
was the venerable church, with a tall Gothic spire; before it 
spread a lovely green valley, with a little stream glistening 
along through willow groves; while a line of blue hills that 
bounded the landscape gave rise to many a summer day-dream 
as to the fairy land that lay beyond. 

In spite of all the scourgings I suffered at that school to 
make me love my book, I cannot but look back upon the place 
with fondness. Indeed, I considered this frequent flagellation 
as the common lot of humanity, and the regular mode in which 
scholars were made. 

My kind mother used to lament over my details of the sor 3 
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trials I underwent in tlie cause of learning ; but my father 
turned a deaf ear to her expostulations : he had been Oogged 
through school himself, and swore there was no other way of 
making a man of parts; though, let me speak it with all due 
reverence, my father was but an indifferent illustration of his 
theory, for he was considered a grievous blockhead. 

My poetical temperament evinced itself at a very early pe- 
riod. The village church was attended every Sunday by a 
neighbouring squire, the lord of the manor, whose park stretched 
quite to the village, and whose spacious country seat seemed to 
take the church under its protection; indeed, you would have 
thought the church had been consecrated to him instead of to 
the Deity. The parish clerk bowed low before him, and the 
vergers humbled themselves unto the dust in bis presence. Ke 
alwav^s entered a little late, and with some stir; striking his 
cane emphatically on the ground, swaying his hat in his hand, 
and looking loftily to the right and left as be walked slowly up 
liie aisle; and the parson, who always ate his Sunday dinner 
with him, never commenced service until he appeared. He sat 
with hisfjtmily in a huge pew, gorgeously lined, humbling him- 
i^elf devoutly on velvet cushions, and reading lessons of meekness 
and lowliness of spirit out of splendid gold and morocco prayer 
books. Whenever the parson spoke of the difliculty of a rich man’s 
entciing the kingdom of heaven, the eyes of the congregation 
would turn tow^ards the grand pew,” and I thought the squire 
seemed pleased with the application. 

The pomp of this pew, and the aristocratical air of the family, 
struck my imagination wonderfully ; and I fell desperately in 
love with a little daughter of the squire’s, about twelve years of 
age. This freak of fancy made me more truant from my studies 
than ever. I used to stroll about the squire’s park, and would 
lurk near the house, to catch glimpses of this little damsel at the 
windows, or playing about the lawn, or 'walking out with her 
governess. 

I had not enterprise nor impudence enough to venture from 
my concealment; indeed, I felt like an arrant poacher, until I 
read one or two of Ovid s Metamorphoses, when I pictured 
myself as some sylvan deity, and she a coy wood-nymph of whom 
1 was in pursuit. There is something extremely delicious in 
these e<arly awakenings of the tender passion. 1 can feel even 
at this moment the throbbing of my boyish bosom whenever by 
clii-ujvfc I caught a glimpse of her white frock fluttering among 
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tile shrubbery. I carried about in ray bosom a volume of 
Waller, whicli I had purloined from my mother’s library; and I 
a.pplied to ray little fair one ail the compliments lavished upon 
Sacharissa. 

At length I danced with her at a school-hall. I was so awl^- 
ward a booby that I dared scarcely speak to lier : I was filled 
with awe and embarrassment in her presence; but I was so in- 
spired, that my poetical temperament for the first time broke 
out in verse, and I fabricated some glowing lines, in which I 
berliyined the little lady under the favouiite name of Sacharissa. 
I slipped the verses, trembling and blushing, into her hand tlie 
next Sunday avS she came out of church. The little prude 
handed them to her mamma; the mamma handed them to the 
squire; the squire, who had no soul for poetry, sent them in 
dudgeon to the schoolmaster; and the schoolmaster, with a bar- 
barity worthy of the dark ages, gave me a sound and peculiarly 
humiliating hogging for thus trespassing upon Parnassus. This 
was a sad outset for a votary of the muse : it ought to have 
cured me of my passion for poetry; hut it only confirmed it, for 
I felt the spirit of a martyr rising witliin me- What was as 
well, perhaps, it cured me of my passion for the young lady; 
for I felt so indignant at the ignominious horsing 1 had incurred 
in celebrating her charms, that I could not hold up my head in 
church. Fortunately for my wounded sensibility, the MidsuiB ' 
mer holidays came on, and 1 returned home. My mother, as 
usual, inquired into all my school concerns, my little pleasures, 
and cares, and sorrows ; for boyhood has its share of the one as 
well as of the others. I told her all, and she was indignant at 
the treatment I had experienced. She fired up at the arrogance 
of the squire, and the prudery of the daughter; and as to the 
schoolmaster, she wondered where was the use of having school- 
masters, and why boys could not remain at home and be edu- 
cated by tutors, under the eye of their mothers. She asked to 
see the verses I had written, and she was delighted with them; 
for to confess tlie truth, she had a pretty taste in poetry. She 
even showed them to the parson’s wife, wdio protested they were 
charming; and the parson’s three daughters insisted on each 
having a copy of them. 

All this was exceedingly balsamic, and I was still more con- 
soled and encouraged, when the young ladies, who were the 
blue stockings of the neighbourhood, and had read Dr. Johnson’s 
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Lives quite through, assured my mother that great geniuses 
never studied, but were always idle; upon which I began to sur- 
mise that I was myself something out of the common run. My 
father, however, was of a very different opinion; for when my 
mother, in the pride of her heart, showed him my copy of verses, 
he threw them out of the %vindow, asking her ‘‘ if she meant to 
make a ballad-monger of the hoy.’* But he was a careless, 
common -thinking man, and I cannot say that I ever Joved him 
much; my mother absorbed all my filial affection. 

I used occasionally, during holidays, to be sent on short visits 
to the uncle, who was to make me his heir; they thought it 
would keep me in his mind, and render him fond of me. He 
was a withered, anxious-looking old fellow, and lived in a deso- 
late old country seat, which he suffered to go to ruin from 
absolute niggardliness. He kept but one man-servant, who had 
lived, or rather starved, with him for years. No woman was 
allowed to sleep in tlie house. A daughter of the old servant 
lived by the gate, in what had been a portei^’s lodge, and was 
]>ermitted to come into the house about an hour each day, to 
make the beds, and cook a morsel of provisions. The park that 
surrounded the house was all run wild; the trees grown out of 
shape ; the fish-ponds stagnant; the urns and statues fallen from 
their pedestals, and buried among the rank grass. The hares 
and pheasants were so little molested, except by poachers, that 
they bred in great abundance, and sported about the rough 
lawns and weedy avenues. To guard the premises and frighten 
off robbers, of which he was somewhat apprehensive, and visi- 
tors, whom he had in almost equal awe, my uncle kept two or 
three blood-hounds, who were always prowling round the house, 
and were the dread of the neighbouring peasantry. They were 
gaunt and half starved, seemed ready to devour one ff-om mere . 
hunger, and were an effectual check on any stranger*s approach 
to this wizard castle. 

Such was my uncle*s house, which I used to visit now and 
then during the holidays. I was, as I before said, the old man’s 
favourite ; that is to say, he did not hate me so much as he did 
the rest of the world. I had been apprised of his character, and 
cautioned to cultivate his good will ; but I was too young and 
careless to be a courtier, and, indeed, have never been suf- 
ficiently studious of my interests to let them govern my feelings. 
However, we jogged on very w'eil together, and as my visits cost 



BUCKTHOEKE. 


103 

him almost Bothingj they did not seem to be very unwelcome. 
I brought with me my fishing-rod, and half supplied the table 
from the fish-ponds. 

Our meals were solitary and imsocial. My uncle rarely spoke; 
he pointed for whatever he wanted, and the servant perfectly 
understood him. Indeed, his man John, or Iron John, as he 
was called in the neighbourhood, was a counterpart of his master. 
He was a tall, bony old fellow, with a dry wig, that seemed 
made of cow’s tail, and a face as tough as though it had been 
made of cow’s hide. He was generally clad in a long, patched 
livery coat, taken out of the wardrobe of the bouse, and which 
bagged loosely about him, having evidently belonged to some 
corpulent predecessor in the more plenteous days of the mansion. 
From long habits of taciturnity the hinges of his jaws seemed 
to have grown absolutely rusty, and it cost him as much efibrt 
to set them ajar, and to let out a tolerable sentence, as it would 
have done to set open the iron gates of the park, and let out 
the old family carriage that was dropping to pieces in the coach- 
house. 

I cannot say, however, but that I was for some time amused 
with my uncle’s peculiarities. Even the very desoiateness of the 
establishment had something in it that hit my fancy. When 
the weather was fine, I used to amuse myself in a solitary way, 
by rambling about the park, and coursing like a colt across its 
lawns. The hares and pheasants seemed to stare with surprise 
to see a human being walking these forbidden grounds by day- 
light. Sometimes I amused myself by jerking stones, or shoot- 
ing* at birds with a bow and arrows, for to have used a gun 
would have been treason. Now and then my path was crossed 
by a little red-headed, ragged-tailed urchin, the son of the woman 
at the lodge, who ran wild about the premises. I tried to draw 
him into familiarity, and to make a companion of him ; but lie 
seemed to have imbibed the strange unsocial character of every- 
thing around him, and always kept aloof ; so I considered him 
as another Orson, and amused myself with shooting at him with 
my bow and arrows, and he would hold up his bi’eeches with 
one hand, and scamper away like a deer. 

There was something in all this loneliness and wildness 
strangely pleasing to me. The great stables, empty and weather- 
broken, with the names of favourite horses over the vacant stalls ; 
the windows bricked and boarded up ; the broken roofs, gar- 
risoned by rooks and jackdaws, all had a singularly forlorn appear- 
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aiice : one would have concluded tlie house to he totally unin™ 
habited, were it not for a little thread of blue smoke, which now 
and then curled up like a corkscrew from the centre of one of 
the wide chimneys, where my uncle’s starveling meal was cooking. 

My uncle’s,, room was in a remote corner of the building*, 
strongly secured, and generally locked. I was never admitted 
into this stronghold, w'here the old man -would remain for the 
greater part of the time, drawn up like a veteran spider, in the 
citadel of his web. The rest of the mansion, however, was 
open to me, and I wandered about it unconstrained. The 
damp and rain which beat in through the broken window’s 
crumbled the paper from the walls, mouldered the pictures, and 
gradually destroyed the furniture. I loved to roam about the 
wide w’aste chambers in bad weather, and listen to the howling 
of the wind, and the banging about of the doors and window- 
shutters. I pleased myself with the idea how completely, when 
I came to the estate, I would renovate all things, and make 
the old j-iiiilding ring with merriment, till it was astonished at its 
own jocundity. 

The chamber which I occupied on these visits was the same 
that had been my mother’s when a girl. There was still the 
toilet-table of her own adorning, the landscapes of her own 
drawing. She had never seen it since her marriage, but would 
often ask me if everything was still the same. All was just the 
same, for I loved that chamber on her account, and had taken 
pains to put everything in order, arid to mend all the flaws in 
the windows with my own hands. I anticipated the time when 
I should once more welcome her to the house of her fathers, and 
restore her to this little nestling-place of her childhood. 

At length my evil genius, or what, perhaps, is the same thing*, 
the infuse, inspired me with the notion of rhyming again. My 
uncle, who never went to church, used on Sundays to read chap- 
ters out of the Bible ; and Iron John, the woman fx*om the lodge, 
and myself, were his congregation. It seemed to be all one to 
him what he read, so long as it was something from the Bible : 
sometimes, tlierefore, it would be the Song of Solomon, and this 
withered anatomy would read about being “ stayed with flagons, 
and comforted with apples, for he was sicii of love.” Sometimes 
he would hobble, with spectacles on nose, through whole chap- 
ters of hal’d Hebrew names in Deuteronomy, at which the poor 
woman would sigh and groan as if wonderfully moved. His fa- 
vourite book, however, was The Pilgrims Progress;” and when 
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he came to that; part which treats of Doubting Castle and Giant 
Despair, I thought invariably of him and liis desolate old country 
seat. So much did the idea amuse me, that I took to scribbling 
about it under tlie trees in the park, and in a few days had 
made some progress in a poem, in which I had gii^en a descrip- 
tion of the place, under the name of Doubting Castle, and per- 
sonided my uncle as Giant Despair. 

I lost my poem somewhere about the house, and I soon sus- 
pected that my uncle had found it, as he harshly intimated to me 
that I could return home, and that I need not come and see him 
again till he should send for me. 

Just about this time my mother died. I cannot dwell upon 
the circumstance. My heart, careless and wayward as it is, 
gushes with the recollection. Her death was an event that per- 
haps gave a turn to all my after fortunes. With her died all 
that made home attractive. I had no longer anybody w^hom I 
was ambitious to please, or fearful to offend. My father wns a 
good kind of man in his way, but he had bad maxims in educa- 
tion, and we differed on material points. It makes a vast dif- 
ference in opinion about the utility^- of the rod, which end hap- 
pens to fall to one’s share. I never could be brought into my 
father’s w^ay of thinldng on the subject. 

I now, therefore, began to grow very impatient of remaining 
at school, to be flogged for things that I did not like. I longed 
for variety, especially now that I had not my uncle’s to resort 
to, by way of diversifying the dulness of school, with the dreari- 
ness of his country seat. 

I was now almost seventeen, tail for my age, and full of idle 
fancies. I had a roving, inextinguishable desire to see different 
kinds of life, and different orders of society ; and this vagrant 
humour had been fostered in me by Tom Dribble, the prime wag 
and great genius of the school, who had all the rambling pro- 
pensities of a poet. 

I used to sit at my desk in the school, on a fine summer’s day, 
and instead of studying the book which lay open before me, my 
eye was gazing through the window on the green fields and blue 
hills. Plow I envied the happy groups seated on the tops of 
stage-coaches, chatting, and joking, and laugliing, as they were 
whirled by the school-house on their wa}r to the metropolis. 
Even the waggoners, trudging along beside their ponderous 
teams, and traversing the kingdom from one end to the other,^ 
were objects of envy to me : I fancied to myself what adventures 
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they iijust experience, and what odd scenes of life they mnst 
witness. All this was, doubtless, the poetical temperament work* 
iiig within me, and tempting me forth into a world of its own 
creation, which I mistook for the world of real life. 

While my mother lived, this strong propensity to rove W'as 
counteracted by the stronger attractions of home, and by the 
powerful ties of affection which drew me to her side; but now 
that she was gone, the attractions had ceased ; the ties were se- 
vered. I had no longer an anchorage-ground for my heart, but 
was at the mercy of every vagrant impulse. Nothing but the 
narrow allowance on which my father kept me, and the conse- 
quent penury of my purse, prevented me from mounting the top 
of a stage-coach, and launching myself adrift on the great ocean 
of life. 

Just about this time the village was agitated, for a day or two, 
by the passing through of several caravans, containing wild 
beasts, and other spectacles, for a great fair annually held at a 
neighbouring town. 

I had never seen a fair of any consequence, and my curiosity 
was powerfully awakened by this bustle of preparation. I gazed 
with respect and wonder at the vagrant personages who accom- 
panied these caravans. I loitered about the village inn, listen- 
ing with curiosity and delight to the slang talk and cant jokes 
of the showmen and their followers ; and I felt an eager desire 
to witness this fair, which my fancy decked out as something 
wonderfully fine. 

A holiday afternoon presented, when I could he absent from 
noon until evening. A waggon was going from the village to 
the fair : I could not resist the temptation, nor the eloquence of 
Tom Dribble, who was a truant to the very heart's core. We ^ 
hired seats, and set off full of boyish expectation. I promised ^ 
myself that I would but take a peep at the land of promise, and 
hasten back again before my absence should be noticed. 

Heavens ! how happy I was on arriving at the fair! How I 
was enchanted with the world of fun and pageantry around me I 
The humours of Punch, the feats of the equestrians, the magical 
tricks of the conjurors ! But what principally caught my atten- 
tion was an itinerant theatre, where a tragedy, pantomime, and 
farce, were all acted in the course of half an hour ; and more of 
the dramatis personae murdered than at either Drury Lane or 
Covent Garden in the course of a whole evening. I have since 
seen many a play performed by the best actors in the world, but 
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never have I derived half the delight from any that I did from 
this first representation. 

There was a ferocious tyrant in a skull-cap like an inverted 
porringer, and a dress of red baize, magnificently embroidered 
with gilt leather ; with his face so bewhiskered, and his eye- 
brows so knit and expanded with burnt cork, that he made my 
heart quake within me as he stamped about the little stage. I 
was enraptured, too, with the surpassing beauty of a distressed 
damsel in faded pink silk and dirty white muslin, whom he held 
in cruel captivity by way of gaining her affections, and who wept, 
and wrung her hands, and flourished a ragged white handker- 
chief from the top of an impregnable tower of the size of a 
bandbox. 

Even after I bad come out from tbe play, I could not tear my- 
self from tbe vicinity of tbe theatre, but lingered, gazing and 
wondering, and laughing at tbe dramatis personm as they per- 
formed their antics, or danced upon a stage in front of tbe booth, 
to decoy a new set of spectators. 

I was so bewildered by the scene, and so lost in the crowd of 
sensations that kept swarming upon me, that I was like one en- 
tranced. I lost my companion, Tom Dribble, in a tumult and 
scuffle that took place near one of the shows; but I was too nmch 
occupied in mind to think long about him. I strolled about 
until dark, when the fair was lighted up, and a new scene of 
magic opened upon me. The illumination of the tents and booths, 
the brilliant effect of the stages decorated with lamps, with 
dramatic groups flaunting about them in gaudy dresses, con- 
trasted splendidly with the surrounding darkness ; while the up- 
roar of drums, trumpets, fiddles, hautboys, and cymbals, mingled 
with the harangues of the showmen, the squeaking of Punch, and 
the shouts and laughter of the crowd, all united to complete my 
giddy distraction. 

Time flew without my perceiving it. When I came to myself 
and thought of the school, I hastened to return. I inquired for 
the waggon in which I hud come : it had been gone for hours ! 

I asked the time : it was almost midnight! A sudden quaking 
seized me. How was I to get back to school? I was too weary 
to make the journey on foot, and I knew not where to apply for 
a conveyance. Even if I should find one, could I venture to dis- 
turb the school-house long after midnight — ^to arouse that sleeping 
lion the usher in the very midst of his night’s rest? — ^the idea was 
too dreadful for a delinquent school-boy. All the hoiTors of re- 
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turn rusbed upon me. My absence must long before this have 
been remarked, — and absent for a whole night! — a deed of dark- 
ness not easily to be expiated. The rod of the pedagogue budded 
forth into tenfold terrors before my affrighted fancy. I pictured 
to myself punishment and humiliation in every variety of form, 
and my heart sickened at the picture. Alas! how often are the 
petty ills of boyhood as painful to our tender natures, as are the 
sterner evils of manhood to our rohuster minds, 

I wandered about among the booths, and I might have de- 
rived a lesson from my actual feelings, how much the charms of 
this world depend upon ourselves ; for I no longer saw anything 
gay or delightfid in the revelry around me. At length I lay 
down, wearied and perplexed, behind one of the large tents, and, 
covering myself with the margin of the tent cloth, to keep off 
the night chill, I soon fell asleep. 

I liad not slept long, when I was awakened by the noise of 
merrimejit within an adjoining booth. It was the itinerant thea- 
tre, rudely constructed of boards and canvas. I peeped through 
an aperture, and saw the whole dramatis personae, tragedy 
comedy, and pantomime, all refreshing themselves after the final 
dismissal of their auditors. They were merry and gamesome, 
and made the flimsy theatre ring with their laughter, I was 
astonished to see the tragedy tyrant in red baize and fierce whis- 
kers, who had made ray heart quake as he strutted about the 
boards, now transformed into a fat, good-humoured fellow j the 
beaming porringer laid aside from his brow, and his jolly face 
washed from all the terrors of burnt cork. I was delighted, too, 
to see the distressed damsel, in faded silk and dirty muslin, who 
had trembled under his tyranny, and afflicted me so much by 
her sorrows, now seated familiarly on his knee, and quaffing 
from the same tankard. Harlequin lay asleej) on one of the 
benches ; and monks, satyrs, and vestal virgins, were grouped 
together, laughing outrageously at a broad story told by an un- 
happy count, who had been barbarously murdered in the tragedy. 

This was, indeed, novelty to me. It was a peep into another 
planet. I gazed and listened with intense curiosity and enjoy- 
ment. They had a thousand odd stories and jokes about the 
events of the day, and burlesque descriptions and mimickings of 
the spectators, who had been admiring them. Their conversa- 
tion was full of allusions to their adventures at different places 
where they had exliibited ; the characters they had met with in 
different villages ; and the ludicrous difficulties in which they 


BUCKTHORlSrE* 


109 

had occasionally Leen involved. All past cares and troubles 
were now turned, by these thoughtless beings, into matter of 
rnerrixnent, and made to contribute to the gaiety of the moment. 
They had been moving’ from fair to fair about the kingdom, and 
were the next morning to set out on their way to Loiidon. My 
resolution was taken. I stole from my nest ; and crept through 
a hedge into a neighbouring held, where I went to work to 
make a tatterdemailion of myself. I tore my clotlies ; soiled 
them with dirt *, begrimed my face and hands, and, crawling 
near one of the booths, purloined an old hat, and left my new 
one in its place. It was an honest theft, and, I hope, may not 
hereafter rise up in judgment against me. 

I now ventured to the scene of merry-making, and presenting 
myself before the dramatic corps, offered myself as a volunteer. 
I felt terribly agitated and abashed, for never before had I stood 
in such presence.” I had addressed myself to the manager of 
the company. He was a fat man, dressed in dirty wliite, with 
a red sash fringed with tinsel swathed round his body ; his face 
was smeared with paint, and a majestic plume towered from an 
old spangled black bonnet. He wms the Jupiter Tonans of this 
Olympus, and was surrounded by the inferior gods and god- 
desses of his court. He sat on the end of a bench, by a table, 
with one arm akimbo, and the other extended to the handle of 
a tankard, which he had slowly set down from his lips as he 
surveyed me from head to foot. It was a moment of awful 
scrutiDy ; and I fancied the groups around all watching as in 
silent suspense, and waiting for the imperial nod. 

He questioned me as to who I was ; what were niy qualifica- 
tions ; and what terms I expected. I passed myself off for a 
discharged servant from a gentleman’s family ; and as, hap- 
pily, one does not require a special recommendation to get ad- 
mitted into bad company, the questions on that head were easily 
satisfied. As to my accomplishments, I could spout a little 
poetry, and knew several scenes of plays, which I had learnt at 
school exhibitions, I could dance — that was enough ; no fur- 
ther questions were asked me as to accomplishments ; it was the 
very thing they wanted ; and as I asked no wages, but merely 
meat and drink, and safe conduct about the ’world, a bargain was 
struck in a moment. 

Behold me, therefore, transformed on a sudden from a gen- 
tleman student to a dancing buffoon ; for such, in fact, was the 
character in which I made my debut. I was one of those who 
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formed tlie groups in the dramas, and ^as principally employed 
on the stage in front of the booth to attract company. I was 
equipped as a satyr, in a dress of drab frieze that fitted to my 
shape, with a great laughing mask, ornamented with huge ears 
and short horns. I was pleased with the disguise, because it 
kept me from the danger of being discovered whilst w’-e were ir 
that part of the country ; and as I had merely to dance and 
make antics, the character was favourable to a debutant — being 
almost on a par with Simon Snug’s part of the lion, which re- 
quired nothing but roaring. 

I cannot tell you how happy I was at this sudden change in , 
my situation. I felt no degradation, for I had seen too little of 
society to be thoughtful about the difference of rank ; and a 
boy of sixteen is seldom aristocratieal, I had given up no 
friend, for there seemed to be no one in the world that cared 
for me now my poor mother was dead ; I had given up no plea- 
sure, for my pleasure was to ramble about and indulge the fiov/ 
of a poetical imagination, and I now enjoyed it in perfection. 
There is no life so truly poetical as that of a dancing buffoon. 

It may be said that all this argued groveling inclinations. I 
do not think so. Not that I mean to vindicate myself in any 
great degree : I know too well what a whimsical compound I 
am. Butin this instance I was seduced by no love of low com- 
pany, nor disposition to indulge in low vices. I have alw^ays 
despised the brutally vulgar, and I have always had a disgust at 
\ice, whether in Ifigh or low life. I was governed merely by a 
sudden and thoughtless impulse. I had no idea of resorting to 
this profession as a mode of life, or of attaching myself to these 
people as my future class of society. I thought merely of a 
temporary gratification to my cuxiosity, and an indulgence of 
my humours. I had already a strong relish for the peculiarities 
of character and the varieties of situation, and I have always 
been fond of the comedy of life, and desirous of seeing it 
through all its shifting scenes. 

In mingling, therefore, among mountebanks and buffoons, I 
was protected by the veiy vivacity of imagination which had led 
me among them. I moved about, enveloped, as it were, in a 
protecting delusion, which my fancy spread around me. I assi- 
milated to these people only as they struck me poetically ,* their 
whimsical ways and a certain pieturesqueness in tlieir mode of 
life entertained me ; but I was neither amused nor corrupted 
by then' vices. In short, I mingled among them, as Prince 
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Hal did among his graceless associates, merely to gratify my 
humour. 

I did not investig'ate my motives in this manner at the time, 
for I was too careless and thoughtless to reason about the mat- 
ter; but I do so now, when I look back with trembling to think 
of the ordeal to which I unthinkingly exposed myself, and the 
manner in which I passed through it. Nothing, I am con- 
vinced, hut the poetical temperament that hurried me into the 
scrape, brought me out of it without my becoming an arrant 
vagabond. 

Full of the enjoyment of the moment, giddy with the wild- 
ness of animal spirits, so rapturous in a boy, I capered, I 
danced, I played a thousand fantastic tricks about the stage, in 
the villages in which we exhibited ; and I was universally pro- 
nounced the most agreeable monster that had ever been seen in 
those parts. My disappearance from school had awakened my 
father’s anxiety ; for I one day heard a description of myself 
cried before the very booth in which I was exhibiting, with the 
offer of a reward for any intelligence of me. I had no great 
scruple about letting my father suffer a little uneasiness on my 
account ; it would punish him for past indifference, and would 
make him value me the more when he found me again. 

I have wondered that some of my comrades did not recognise 
me in the stray sheep that was cried ; but they were all, no 
doubt, occupied by their own concerns. They were all labour- 
ing seriously in their antic vocation ; for folly was a mere trade 
with most of them, and they often grinned and capered with 
heavy hearts. With me, on the contrary, it was all real. I acted 
con amore^ and rattled and laughed from the irrepressible gaiety 
of my spirits. It is true that, now and then, I started and 
looked grave on receiving a sudden thwack from the wooden 
sword of Harlequin in the course of my gambols, as it brought 
to mind tlie birch of my schoolmaster. But I soon got accus- 
tomed to it, and bore all the cuffing, and kicking, and tumbling 
about, which form the practical wit of your itinerant pantomime, 
with a good humour that made me a prodigious favourite. 

The country campaign of the troop w^as soon at an end, and 
w^e set off for the metropolis, to perform at the fairs which are 
held in its vicinity. The greater part of our theatrical property 
was sent on direct, to be in a state of preparation for the open- 
ing of the fairs ; while a detachment of the company travelled 
siowiy on, foraging among the villages. I was amused with 


112 BUCKTilORNE. 

tlie dei^ultory, haphazard kind of life we led; here to-day and 
gone to-morrow. Sometimes revelling in ale-houses, sometimes 
feasting under hedges in the green iielcis. When audiences 
were crowded, and business profitable, we fared well; and when 
otherwise, w’e fared scantily, consoled ourselves, and made up 
with anticipations of the next day’s success. 

At length the increasing frequency of coaches hurrying past 
us, covered with passengers; the increasing number of carriages, 
carts, waggons, gigs, droves of cattle and flocks of sheep, all 
thronging the road; the snug country boxes with trim flower 
gardens, twelve feet square, and their trees twelve feet high, ail 
powdered with dust; and the innumerable semlnaa'ies for young 
ladies and gentlemen situated along the road, for the benefit of 
country air and rural retirement; all these insignia announced 
that the mighty London was at hand. The hurry, and the crowd, 
and the bustle, and the noise, and the dust, increased as we pro- 
ceeded, until I saw the great cloud of smoke hanging in the air, 
like a canopy of state, over tliis queen of cities. 

In this way, then, did I enter the metropolis a strolling 
vagabond; on the top of a caravan, with a crew of vagabonds 
about me; but I was as happy as a prince; for, like Prince 
Hal, I felt myself superior to my situation, and knew that I 
could at any time cast it off, and emerge into my proper sphere. 

Plow my eyes sparkled as we passed Hyde Park-comer, and 
I saw splendid equipages rolling by with powdered footmen he- 
liind, in rich livenes, with fine nosegays, and gold-headed canes; 
and with lovely women within, so sumptuously dressed, and so 
surpassingly fair! I was always extremely sensible to^ female 
beauty; and here I saw it in all its power of fascination; for 
whatever may he said of beauty unadorned,” there is something 
almost awful in female loveliness decked out in jewelled state. 
The swan-like neck encircled with diamonds; the raven locks 
clustered with pearls ; the ruby glowing on the snowy bosom, 
are objects which I could never contemplate without emotion; 
and a dnzzling white arm clasped with bracelets, and taper, ti cms- 
parent fingers laden with sparkling rings, are to me irresistible. 

My very eyes ached as I gazed at the higii and courtly 
beauty that passed before me. It surpassed all that my imagi- 
nation had conceived of the sex. I shrunk, for a moment, into 
shame at the company in which I was placed, 'Jand repined at 
t!ie vast distance that seemed to intervene between me and these 
magnificent beings. 
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I forbear to g-ive a detail of the hapjjy life I led about the 
skirts of tlie metropolis, playing at tbe various fairs held there 
during tlie latter part of spring and the beginning of summer. 
This continued change from place to place, and scene to scene, 
fed my imagination with novelties, and kept my spirits in a 
perpetual state of excitement. As I was tall of my age, I 
assured, at one time, to play heroes in tragedy; but after two 
or three trials, I was pronounced by the manager totally unfit 
for the line ; and our first tragic actress, who was a large woman, 
and held a small hero in abhorrence, confii-med his decision. 

The fact is, I had attempted to give point to language which 
had no point, and nature to scenes which had no nature. They 
said I did not fill out my characters ; and they were right. The 
characters had all been prepared for a different sort of man. Our 
tragedy hero was a round, robustious fellow, with an amazing 
voice ; who stamped and slapped his breast until his wig shook 
again ! and who roared and bellowed out his bombast until every 
phrase swelled upon tlie ear like the sound of a kettle-drum. I 
might as well have attempted to fill out his clothes as his cha- 
racters. When we had a dialogue together, I was nothing be- 
fore him, with my slender voice and discriminating manner. I 
might as well have attempted to parry a cudgel with a small 
sword. If he found me in any way gaining ground upon him, he 
would take refuge in his mighty voice, and throw his tones like 
peals of thunder at me, until they were drowned in the Still 
louder thunders of applause from the audience. 

To tell the truth, I suspect that I was not shown fiiir play, and 
that there was management at the bottom ; for, without vanity, 
I think I was a better actor than he. As I had not embarked in 
the vagabond line througli ambition, I did not repine at lack of 
preferment ; hut I was grieved to find that a vagrant life was not 
without its cares and anxieties, and that jealousies, intrigues, and 
mad ambition, w^ere to be found even among vagabonds. 

Indeed, as I became more familiar with my situation, and tbe 
delusions of fancy gradually faded away, I began to find that 
my associates were not the happy, careless creatures I had at first 
imagined them. They were jealous of each other’s talents ; 
they quarrelled about parts, the same as the actors on the grand 
theatres ; they quarrelled about dresses ; and there was one robe 
of yellow silk, trimmed with I’ed, and a head-dress of three 
rumpled ostrich feathers, which w^ere continually setting tlie 
ladies of the company by the ears. Even those who had attained 
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the Ihghest honours were not more happy than the rest ; for 
Fiirnsey himseH, our first tragedian, and apparently a jovial, 
good-humoured fellow, confessed to me one day, in the fulness of 
his heart, that he was a miserable man. He had a brother-in- 
law, a relative by marriage though not by blood, who was manager 
of a theatre in a small country town. And this same brother 

a little more than kin but less than kind’’) looked down upon 
him, and ti^eated liim with contumely, because, forsootli, lie was but 
a strolling player. I tried to console him with the thoughts oF the 
vast applause he dail}^ received, but it was all in vain. He declared 
that it gave him no delight, and that he should never be a happy 
man until the name of Flirasey rivalled the name of Crimp. 

How little do those before the scenes know of what passes be- 
Iiind ! how little can they judge, from the countenances of actors, 
of what is passing in their hearts ! I have known two lovers 
quarrel like cats behind the scenes, who were, the moment after, 
to fly into each other’s embraces. And I have dreaded, when 
our Belvidera was to take her farewell kiss of her Jaffier, lest 
she should bite a piece out of his cheek. Our tragedian was a 
rough joker olf the stage ; our prime clown the most peevish 
mortal living. The latter used to go about snapping and 
snarling, with a broad laugh painted on his countenance ; and 
I can assure you, that wliatever may be said of the gravity of a 
monkey, or the melancholy of a gibed cat, there is no more 
melancholy creature in existence than a mountebank off duty. 

The only thing in which all parties agreed, was to backbite 
the manager, and cabal against his regulations. Tliis, how- 
ever, I have since discovered to be a common trait of human 
nature, and to take place in all communities. It would seem 
to be the main business of man to repine at government. In 
all situations of life into which I have looked, I have found 
mankind divided into two grand parties; those who ride, and 
those who are ridden. The great struggle of life seems to be 
which shall keep in the saddle. This, it appears to me, is the 
fundainental principle of politics, whether in great or little life. 
However, I clo not mean to moralize — but one cannot always 
sink the philosopher. 

Well then, to return to myself, it w^as determined, as I said, 
that I was not fit for tragedy, and, unluckily, as my study was 
bad, having a very poor memory, I was pronounced unfit for 
comedy also; besides, the line of young gentlemen was already 
eugros.sed by an actor with whom I could not pretend to enter 
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into competition, lie having filled it for almost half a century, 
I came down again, therefore, to pantomime. In conseciuence, 
ho-wever, of the good offices of the manager's lady, who liad 
taken a liking to me, I was promoted from the part of the satyr 
to that of the lover ; and with my face patched and painted, a 
huge cravat of paper, a steeple-crowned hat, and dangling long- 
skirted sky-blue coat, was metamorphosed into the lover of 
columbine. My part did not call for much of the tender and 
sentimental. I had merely to pursue the fugitive fair one ; to 
have a door now and then slammed in my face; to run my liead 
occasionally against a post; to tumble and roll about with 
pantaloon and the clown ; and to endure the hearty thwacks of 
harlequin’s wooden sword. 

As ill-luck would have it, my poetical temperament began to 
ferment within me, and to work out new troubles. The in- 
flammatory air of a great metropolis, added to the rural scenes 
in which the fairs were held, such as Greenwich Park, Epping 
Forest, and the lovely valley of West End, had a powerful 
effect upon me. While in Greenwich Park, I was witness to 
the old holiday games of running down hill, and kissing in the 
ring; and then the firmament of blooming faces and blue eyes 
that would be turned towards me, as I was playing antics on tlie 
stage ; all these set my young blood and my poetical vein in 
full flow. In short, I played the character to the life, and be- 
came desperately enamoured of columbine. She was a trim, 
well-made, tempting girl, with a roguish dimpling face, and fine 
chestnut hair clustering all about it. The moment I got fairly 
smitten there was an end to all playing. I was such a creature 
of fancy and feeling, that I could not put on a pretended, when 
I was powerfully affected by a real, emotion. I could not sport 
’with a fiction that came so near to the fact, I became too 
natural in my acting to succeed. And then, what a situation 
for a lover! I was a mere stripling, and she played witli my 
passion ; for girls soon grow more adroit and knowing in these 
matters than your awkwaid youngsters. What agonies had I 
to suffer! Every time that she danced in front of the booth, 
and made such liberal displays of her charms, I wjis in toiinent. 
To complete my misery, I had a real rival in harlequin, an 
active, vigorous, knowing vaiiet of six-and-twenty. What had 
a raw, inexperienced youngster like me to hope from such a 
competition ? 

I had still, however, some advantages in my favour. In 

2 
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spite of nsy change of life, I retained that indescrihable some- 
thing wl'iich always distinguishes tlie gentleman ; that some- 
tiling wliich dwells in a man’s air and deportment, and not in 
his clothes; aiid which it is as difficult for a gentleman to put 
off, as for a vulgar ieihuv to put on. The company c;enerally 
felt it, and used to call me Little Gentleman Jack. The girl 
felt it too, and, in spite of her pre(]i]eeti«)n for my powerful 
rival, she liked to dirt with me. This only agcp’sivated my 
troubles by increasing* my passion, and awakening the jealousy 
of her party-coloured lover, 

Alas! think wliat I suffered at being oblig'ed to keep up an 
ineffectual chase after iny colimiLiue through whole pantomimes ; 
to see her carried off in the vigonais aims of the happy harle- 
quin; and to he obliged, instee.d of snatcliing her from him, to 
tumble spravding with pantaloon and the clown; and bear the 
infernal and degrading thuacks of my rivaFs iveapon of latli, 
which, may Heaven confound him ! (excuse my passion) tlie villain 
laid on witli a malicious good-will; ^a3^ I could absolutely hear 
him chuckle and langli beneath his accursed mask™ I beg par- 
don for growing a little warm in my narrative — [ wish to be 
cool, but these recollections will sometimes agitate me. I have 
heard and read of many desperate and deplorable situations of 
lovers, but none, I think, in which true love was ever exposed to 
so severe and peculiar a trial. 

This could not last long: flesh and blood, at least such flesh 
and blood as mine, could not bear it. I had repeated heart- 
burnings and quarrels with my rival, in which lie treated me 
with the mortifying forbearance of a man towards a child. Had 
he quarrelled outright with me, I could have stomached it, at 
least I should have known what part to take; but to be humoured 
and treated as a child in the presence of my mistress, when I felt 
all the bantfim spirit of a little man swelling witlnn me — Gods! 
it was insufferable! 

At length, ^ve were exhibiting one day at West End fair, which 
was at that time a very fashionable resort, and often beleaguered 
with gay equip.'igcs from town. Among tiie spectators that 
filled the front row of onr little canvas theatre one afternoon, 
when I had to figure in a pani.(?mime, w ere a nurnher of young 
ladies from a boaiding'-school, with their governess. Guess my 
confusion when, in the midst of my antics, I beheld among* the 
number my quondam dame; her whom I had berhymed at 
scltool, her for whose charms I had smarted so severely, the cruel 
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Sacliarissa! Wlsat was worse, I fancied slie recollected me, and 
was repeating; tlie story of my liumiliating flagellation, Aw I saw 
lier whispering to her companions and her governess. I lost all 
consciousness of the part I was acting, and of the place where 1 
was. I felt shrunk to nothing, and could have crept into a rat- 
hoie — unluckily, none Tvas open to receive me. Before I could 
recover fi’om my confusion, I was tumbled over by pantaloon 
and the clowm, and I felt the sword of harlequin making vigorous 
assaults in a manner most degrading to my dignity. 

Heaven and earth 1 was I again to suifer martyrdcmi in this 
ignominious manner, in the knowledge and even before the very 
eyes of this most beautiful, but most disdainful of fair ones? All 
my long smothered wrath broke out at once ; the dormant feel- 
ings of the gentleman arose within me, stung to the quick by 
intolerable mortifieation, 1 sprang on my feet in an instant; 
leapjed upon harlequin lik'e a young tiger, tore off his mask, 
buffeted him in the face, and soon shed more blood on the stage 
than had been spilt upon it during a -whole tragic campaign of 
battles and murders. 

As soon as liarlequin recovered from his surprise, he returned 
my assault with interest : I was nothing in his iiands. I was 
game, to be sure, for I was a gentleman ; but he had the clown- 
ish advantage of bone and muscle. I felt as if I could have 
fought even unto the death; and I was likely to do so, for he was, 
according to the boxing phrase, putting my head into chan- 
cery,” when tlie gentle columbine flevv to my assistance. God 
bless the wmmen] they are always on the side of the weak and 
oppressed ! 

The battle now became general; the dramatis personas ranered 
on either side. The manager interposed in vain; in vain were 
his spangled *black bonnet and towering wdiite -feathers seen 
whisking about, and nodding, and bobbing in the thickest of the 
fight. Warriors, ladies, priests, satyrs, kings, queens, godsand 
goddesses, all joined pell-mell in the fray: never, since the con- 
flict under tlie walls of Troy, had there been such a chance- 
medley warffire of combatants, human and divine. The audience 
applauded, the ladies shrieked, and fled from the theatre ; and a 
scene of discord ensued that baffles all description. 

Nothing but the interference of the peace officers restored 
some degree of order. The havoc, however, that had been 
made among dresses and decorations, put an end to all further 
acting for that day. The battle over the next thing was to in- 
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quire why it was begun ; a common question among politicians 
after a bloody and unprofitable war, and one not always easy to 
be answered. It was soon traced to me and my iniaceountable 
transport ’of passion, which they could only attribute to my hav- 
ing Tim a much, Tlie manager was judge, and jury, and 
plaintiff into the bargain ; and in such cases justice is always 
speedily administered. He came out of the fight as sublime a 
wu‘eck as the Santissima Trinidada. His gallant plumes, which 
once towex’ed aloft, \vere drooping about his ears ; his robe of 
state bung in ribands from his back, and but ill concealed the 
ravages he had suffered in the rear. He had received kicks and 
cuffs from all sides during the tumult; for every one took the 
opportunity of slyly gratifying some lurking grudge on liis fat 
carcase. He was a discreet man, and did not choose to declare 
war with all his company, so he swore all those kicks and cuffs 
had been given by me, and I let him enjoy the opinion. Some 
wmimds he bore, however, which were the incontestable traces of 
a woman’s warfare : bis sleek rosy cheek was scored by trickling 
fuiTOWs, which wmre ascribed to the nails of ray intrepid and de- 
voted columbine. The ire of tlie monarch was not to be ap- 
peased : he had suffered in his person, and he had suffered in his 
purse ; his dignity, too, had been insulted, and that went for 
something ; for dignity is always more irascible the more petty 
the potentate. He wrealced his wrath upon the beginners of the 
affray, and columbine and myself were discharged, at once, from 
the company. 

Figure me, then, to yourself, a stripling of little more than 
sixteen, a gentleman by birth, a vagabond by trade, turned 
adrift upon the xvorld, making the best of my way through the 
crowd of West End fair: my mountebank dress fluttering in 
rags about me ; the weeping columbine hanging upon my arm, 
in splendid but tattered finery ; the tears coursing one by one 
dowm her face, ca: ryiiig off* the red paint in torrents, and liter- 
ally preying upon her damask cheek.” 

The crowd made way for us as we passed, and hooted in our 
rear. I felt the ridicule of my situation, but had too much 
gallantry to desert this fair one, who had sacrificed everything 
for me. Having wandered through the fair, we emerged, like 
another Adam and Eve, into unknown regions, and had the 
world before us where to choose.” Never was a more disconso- 
late pair seen in the soft valley of West End. The luckless 
coluiubine cast back many a lingering look at the fair, which 
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seemed to put on a more than usual splendour; its tents, and 
booths, and party-coloured groups, all brightening in the sun- 
shine, and gleaming among the trees ; and its gay flags and 
streamers fluttering in the light summer airs. With a heavy 
sigh she would lean on my arm and proceed, I had no hope 
nor consolation to give her ; but she had linked herself to my 
fortunes ; and she was too much of a woman to desert me. 

Pensive and silent, then, we traversed the beautiful flelcls 
which lie behind Hampstead, and wandered on, until the fiddle, 
and the liautboy, and the shout, and the laugh, were swallowed 
up in the deep sound of the big bass drum, and even that died 
away into a distant rumble. We passed along the pleasant, se- 
questered walk of Niglitingale-iane. For a pair of lovers what 
scene could be more propitious? But such a pair of lovers ! 
Not a nightingale sang to soothe us : the very gipsies, who 
were encamped there during the fair, made no oflfer to tell the 
fortunes of such an ill-omened couple, whose fortunes, I suppose, 
they thought too legibly written to need an interpreter; and the 
gipsy-children crawled into their cabins, and peeped out fear- 
fully at us as we went by. For a moment I paused, and was 
almost tempted to turn gipsy; but the poetical feeling, for the 
present, was fully satisfied, and I passed on. Thus we travelled 
and travelled, like a prince and princess in Nursery Tale, until 
we. had traversed a part of Hampstead-heath, and arrived in the 
vicinity of Jack Straw’s Castle. Here, wearied and dispirited, we 
seated ourselves on the margin of the hill, hard by the very mile- 
stone where Whittington of yore heard the Bow-bells ring out the 
presage of his future greatness. Alas ! no hell rung an invixa- 
tion to us, as we looked disconsolately upon the distant city. 
Old London ^seemed to wrap itself unsociably in its mantle of 
brown smoke, and to offer no encouragement to such a couple 
of tatterdem allions. 

For once, at least, the usual course of the pantomime was re- 
versed. Haiiequiu was jilted, and the lover had cariied off 
colutribine in good earnest. But what was I to do with her? 
I could not take her in my hand, return to mj father, throw 
myself on my knees, and crave his forgiveness and his blessing, 
according to drama tic usage. The very dogs would have chased 
such a draggle-tailed beauty from the grounds. 

In the midst of my doleful dumps, some one tapped me on 
ray shoulder, and, looking up, I saw a couple of rough, sturdy 
fellows standing behind me. Not knowing what to expect, I 
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jumped on my legs, and was preparing again to make battle ^ 
but I was tripped up and secured in a twinkling. 

“ Come, come, young master,” said one of the fellows, in a 
gruff but good-humoured tone, don’t let’s have any of your 
tautriuns; one wmuld liave thought you had had swing’ enough 
for this bout. Comej it’s high time to leave off harlequinad- 
ing, and go home to your father.” 

In fact, I had fallen into the hands of remorseless men. The 
cruel Sacharissa had proclaimed who I was, and that a reward 
had been offered throiighout tlie country for any tidings of me; 
and they bad seen a description of me which had been inserted 
in the public papers. Those harpies, therefore, for the mere 
sake of fflthy lucre, wei-e resolved to deliver me over into the 
hands of my father, and the clutches of my pedagogue. 

It was in vain tlxat 1 swore I would not leave my faithful and 
afflicted columbine. It was in vain that I tore myself ii’oin their 
grasp, and Hew to her ; and vowed to protect her; and wiped 
the tears from her cheek, and with them a whole blush that 
might have vied with the carnation for brilliancy. My persecu- 
tors were inliexible; they even seemed to exult in our distress; 
and to enjoy this tlieatrical display of dirt, and finery, and tri- 
bulation. i was carried off in despair, leaving my columbine 
destitute in the wide world ; but many a look of agony did I cast 
back at her as she stood gazing piteously after me from the brink 
of Hampstead-hill; so- forlorn, so fine, so ragged, so bedraggled, 
yet so beautiful. 

Thus ended my first peep into the world. I returned home, 
rich in good-for-nothing experience, and dreading* the reward I 
was to receive for my improvement. My rece]3tion, howevei', 
was quite different from what I had expected. My father had 
a spice of the devil in him, and did not seem to like me the worse 
for my freak ; which he termed sowing my wild oats.” He 
happened to have some of his sporting friends to dine the very 
day of my return ; they made me tell some of my adventures; 
iind laughed lieartily at them. 

One old fellow, with an outrageously red nose, took to me 
Inigely. I heard him whisper to my father that I was a lad of 
mettle, and might make something clever; to wliicli my father 
replied, that i had good points, but was an ill-bi’oken whelp, 
and required a great deal of the whip. Perhaps this very con- 
versation raised me a little in his esteem, for I found the red- 
nosed old gentleman was a veteran fox- hunter of the neighbour- 
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hood, An’ whose opinion my father had vast dePererice. Indeed, 
I believe iie would have pardoned anything in me more readily 
than poetry, which he called a cursed, sneaking, puling, house- 
keeping eniployment, the bane of all line manhood. He swore 
it was imw'orthy of a youngster oF my expectations, who was one 
day to have so great an estate, and would be able to keep horses 
and hounds, and hire poets to write songs for him into the bar- 
gain. 

I had now satisfied, for a time, my roving propensity. I had 
exhausted the poetical feeling. I had been heartily buffeted out 
of my love for theatrical display. I felt humiliated by my ex- 
posure, and was willing to hide my head anywhere for a season, 
so that I might be out of the way of the ridicule of the world ; 
for I found folks not altogether so indulgent abroad as they 
were at my father’s table, I could not stay at home j the house 
was intolerably doleful now that my mother was no longer there 
to cherish me. Every thing around spoke mournfully of her. The 
little flower-garden, in which she delighted, was all in disorder 
and overrun with weeds. I attempted, for a day or two, to 
arrange it, but my heart grew heavier and heavier as I laboured. 
Every little broken down flower, that I had seen her rear so 
tenderly, seemed to plead in mute eloquence to my feelings. 
There was a favourite honeysuckle which I had seen her often 
training with assiduity, and had heard her say it should be the 
pride of her garden. I found it groveling along the ground, 
tangled and wild, and twining round every worthless weed, and 
it struck me as an emblem of myself, a mere scatterling, run- 
ning to waste and uselessness. I could work no longer in the 
garden 

My father sent me to pay a visit to my uncle, by way of 
keeping the old gentleman in mind of me. I was received, as 
usual, without any expression of discontent, which we always 
considered equivalent to a hearty welcome. Whether he had 
ever heard of my strolling freak or not I could not discover, he 
and his men were both so taciturn. I spent a day or two roam- 
ing about the dreary mansion and neglected park, and felt at 
one time, I believe, a touch of poetry, for I was tempted to 
drown myself in a fish-pond ; I rebuked the evil spirit, however, 
and it left me. I found tlie same red-headed boy running wdld 
about the park, but I felt in no humour to hunt him at present. 
On the contrary, I tried to coax him to me, and to make friends 
with him; but the young savage was uutameable. 
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When I returned from mj uncle’s, I remained at home for 
some time, for ray father was disposed, ho said, to make a man 
of me. He took me out hunting witli him, and I became a 
great favourite of the red-nosed squire, because I rode at every- 
thing j never refused the boldest leap, and was always sure to 
be in at the death. I used often, how^ever, to offend my father 
at hunting dinners, by taking the wrong side in politics. My 
father was amazingly ignorant, so ignorant, in fact, as not to 
kno-w that lie knew nothing. He was stanch, however, to church 
and Idiig, and full of old-fashioned prejudices. Now I had 
picked up a little knowledge in politics and religion, during my 
rambles with the strollers, and found myself capable of setting 
him right as to many of his antiquated notions. I felt it my 
duty to do so ; we were apt, therefore, to differ occasionally in 
the political discussions 'which sometimes arose at those hunting 
dinners. 

I was at that age when a man knows least, and is most vain 
of his knowledge, and when he is extremely tenacious in defend- 
ing his opinion upon subjects about which he knows nothing. 
My father was a bard man for any one to argue with, for he 
never knew when he was refuted. I sometimes posed him a 
little, but then he had one argument that always settled the 
question ; he would threaten to knock me down. I believe he 
at last grew tired of me, because I both outtalked and outrode 
him. The red-nosed squire, too, got out of conceit of me, 
because, in the heat of the chase, I rode over him one day as he 
and his horse lay sprawling in the dirt: so I found myself 
getting in disgrace with ail the world, and would have got 
heartily out of humour with myself, had I not been kept in 
tolerable self-conceit by the parson’s three daughters. 

They -^vere the same who had admired my poetry on a former 
occasion, when it had brought me into disgrace at school, and 
I had ever since retained an exalted idea of their judgment. 
Indeed, they were young ladies not merely of taste but science. 
Their education had been superintended by their mother, who 
was a blue stocking. They knew enough of botany to tell the 
technical names of all the ilowers in the garden, and all their 
secret concerns into the bargain. They knew music too, not 
mere common-place music, but Rossini and Mozart, and they 
sang Moore’s Irish Melodies to perfection. They had pretty 
little ’work-tabies, covered with all kind of objects of taste ; 
specimens of lava, and painted eggs, and work-boxes, painted 
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and vainisbed by themselves. They excelled in knotting and 
nettings and painted in water-colours ; and made feather fans, 
and fire-screens, and worked in silks and worsteds ; and talked 
French and Italian, and knew Sliakspeare by heart. They even 
knew something of geology and mineralogy; and w^ent about 
the neiwhbourhood knocking stones to pieces, to the great 
admiration and perplexity of the country folk. 

I am a little too minute, perhaps, in detailing their accom- 
plishments, but I wish to let you see that these were not com - 
mon-place young ladies, hut had pretensions quite above the 
ordinary run. It was some consolation to me, therefore, to find 
favour in such eyes. Indeed, they had always marked me out 
for a genius, and considered my late vagrant freak as fresh 
proof of the fact. They observed that Shakspeare himself had 
been a mere Pickle in his youth; that he had stolen deer, as 
every one knew; and kept loose company, and consorted with 
actors: so I comforted myself marvellously with the idea of hav- 
ing so decided a Sbakspearian trait in my character. 

The youngest of the three, however, was my grand consola- 
tion. She was a pale, sentimental girl, with long “hyacinthine” 
ringlets hanging about her face. She wrote poetry herself, 
and we kept up a poetical correspondence. She had a taste for 
the drama too, and I taught her how to act several of the scenes 
in Romeo and Juliet. I used to rehearse the garden scene under 
her lattice, which looked out from among woodbine and honey- 
sucldes into the churchyard. I began to think her amazingly 
pretty as well as clever, and I believe I should have finished by 
falling in love with her, had not her father discovered our thea- 
trical studies. He was a studious, abstracted man, generally 
too much absorbed in his learned and religious labours to notice 
the little foibles of his daughters, and, perhaps, blinded by a 
father’s fondness; but he unexpectedly put his head out of 
Ms study wdndow one day in the midst of a scene, and put a stop 
to our rehearsals. He had a vast deal of that prosaic good sense 
which I for ever found a stumbling-block in my poetical path. 
My rambling freak had not struck the good man as poetically 
as it had iiis daughters. He drew his comparison from a differ- 
ent manual. He looked upon me as a prodigal son, and doubted 
whether I should ever arrive at the happy catastrophe of the 
fatted calf. 

I fancy some intimation was given to my father of this new 
breaking out of my poetical temperament, for he suddenly inti- 
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tiiafced that it was hlg*li time I should prepare for the university.^ 
I dreaded a return to the school from whence I had eloped : the 
ridicule of my fellow-scliolars, and the glances from the squire’s 
pew, would have been worse than death to me. I was fortunately 
spared the humiliation. My father sent me to board with a 
country clerg;yniaii, who had three or four other boys under his 
care. I went to him joyfully, for I had often heard my mother 
mention him with esteem. In fa,ct, he had been an admirer of 
hers in liis younger days, though too humble in fortune and 
modest in pretensions to aspire to her hand; but he had ever re- 
tained a tender regard for her. He was a good man; a worthy 
specimen of that valuable body of our country clergy who silently 
and tmostentatiously do avast deal of good; who are, as it were, 
woven into the whole system of rural life, and operate upon it 
with the steady yet unobtrusive influence of temperate piety and 
learned good sense. He lived in a small village not far from 
W arwick, one of those little communities where the scanty flock 
is, in a manner, folded into the bosom of the pastor. The vene- 
rable church, in its grass-grown cemetery, was one of those 
rural tem|:)Ies which are scattered about our country as if to 
sanctify the land. 

I have the worthy pastor before my mind’s eye at this mo- 
ment, with his mild benevolent countenance, rendered still more 
venerable by Ids silver hairs. I have him before me, as I saw 
liirn on my arrival, seated in the embowered porch of his small 
parsonage, with a flow'er-garden before it, and his pnpils gathered 
round him like his children. I shall never forget his reception 
of me, for I believe he thought of my poor mother at the time, 
and his heart yearned towards her child. His eye glistened 
when he received me at the door, and he took me into his arms 
as the adopted child of his affections. Never had I been so for- 
tunately placed. He was one of those excellent members of our 
church, who hel23 out their narrow salaries by instructing a few 
gentlemen’s sons. I am convinced those little seminaries are 
among the best nurseries of talent and virtue in the land. Both 
heart and mind are cultivated and improved. The preceptor is 
the companion and the friend of his pupils. His sacred charac- 
ter gives liim dignity in their eyes, and his solemn functions pro - 
duce that elevation of mind and sobriety of conduct necessary to 
those who are to teach youth to think and act worthily, 

I speak from my own random observation and experience, but 
I tlnbik I speak correctly* At any rate, I can trace much of 
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IS g’fuxl in my own heterogeneous oompouiul to tlie short 
iime I was under tlie instruction of that good man. He en- 
tered into the cares and occupations and amusements of his 
pupils; and won his way into our confidence, and studied our 
hearts and minds more intently than we did our boohs. 

l ie soon sounded the depth of my character. I had become, 
as 1 have already hinted, a little liberal in my notions, and apt 
to philosophise on botli politics and religion ; having seen some- 
thing of men and tilings, and learnt, from my fellow-philoso- 
phers, the strollers, to despise all vulgar prejudices. He did 
not attempt to east down my vain-glory, nor to question my 
right view of things ; he merely instilled into my mind a little 
iiiformation on these topics; though in a quiet, unobtrusive 
way, that never rufded a feather of my self-conceit. I was 
astonished to find what a change a little knowledge makes in 
one’s T!io(le of viewing matters; and how very different a subject 
is when one thinks or when one only talks about it. I con- 
ceived a vast deference for my teacher, and was ambitious of 
his good opinion. In my zeal to make a favourable impression, 
I presented him u ith a whole ream of my poetry. He read it 
attentively, smiled, and pressed my hand when he returned it to 
me, but said nothing. The next day he set me at mathematics. 

Somehow or other the process of teaching seemed robbed by 
him of all its austerity. I was not conscious that he thwarted 
an inclination or opposed a wish, but I felt that, for the time, 
rny inclinations were entirely changed. I became fond of stud^^, 
and zealous to iminove myself. I made tolerable advances in 
studies which I had before considered as unattainable, and I 
wondered at my own proficiency. I thought, too, I astonished 
my preceptor, for I often caught his eyes fixed upon me with a 
peculiar expression ; I suspect, since, that he was pensively 
tracing in my countenance the early lineaments of my motiier. 

Education was not apportioned by him into tasks and en- 
joined as a labour, to be abandoned with joy the moment the 
I lour of study was expired. We had, it is true, our allotted 
hours of occupation to give us habits of method, and of tlie dis- 
tribution of time; but they were made pleasant to us, and our 
feelings were enlisted in the cause. When they were over, 
education still v'ent on. It pervaded all our relaxations and 
amusements. There was a steady march of improvement. 
Much of his instruction was given duidiig pleasant rambles, or 
when seated on the margin of the Avon; and information re- 
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ceived in that way often makes a deeper impression than when 
acquired by poring over books. I have many of the pure atal 
eloquent precepts which flowed from his lips associated in my 
mind with lovely scenes in nature, which make the recollection 
of them indescribably delightful, 

I do not pretend to say that any miracle was effected with 
me. After all said and done, I ^vas but a weak disciple. My 
poetical temperament still wrought within me and wrestled 
hard with wisdom, and, I fear, maintained the mastery. I found 
matliematles an intolerable task in flne weather. I would be 
prone to forget my problems to watch tlie birds hopping about 
the wdnclows, or the bees humming about the lioneysuckies ; and 
whenever I could steal awa\', I would wander about the gi'assy 
borders of the Avon, and excuse this truant propensity to my- 
self witii the idea that I was treading classic ground, over which 
Sliakspeare liad wandered. What luxurious idleness have I 
indulged as I hiy under the trees and watched the silver waves 
rippling through the arches of the Inolfcn bridge, and laving 
the rocky bases of old Warwick Castle; and liow often have I 
thought of sweet Shakspoare, and in my boyish entlmsiasm 
have kissed the "waves which liad washed liis native village. 

My good preceptor would often accompany me in these 
desultory rambles. He sought to get hold of this vagrant mood 
of mind and turn it to some account. He endeavoured to teach 
me to mingle thougirt with mere sensation; to moralise on the 
scenes around ; and to make the beauties of nature administer 
to the understanding and the heart. He endeavoured to direct 
my imagination to high and noble objects, and to flil it with 
lofty images. In a word, he did all lie could to make the best 
of a poetical temperament, and to counteract the mischief "ti’hich 
had been done to me by my great expectations. 

Had I been earlier put under tlie care of tlie good pastor, or 
remained with him a longer time, I really believe he would 
have made sometliing of me. He had already brought a great 
deal of what had been flogged into me into tolerable order, raidhad 
weeded out much of the unprofitable wisdom ivdiicli had sprung 
up in my vagabondizing. I alread}^ began to find that with 
all my genius a little study would be no disadvantage to me ; 
and, ill spim of my vagrant freaks, I began to doubt my being 
a second Shaksp'eare. 

ilust as I was making tliese precious discoveries, the good 
parson died. It was a melancholy day throughout the neigh- 
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Eolirliood. He had his little dock of scholars, his children as 
he used to call us, gathered round him in his dying moments ; 
and he gave us the parting advice of a father, now that he had 
to leave us, and we were to be separated from each other and 
scattered about in the world. He took me by, the band, and 
talked with me earnestly and affectionately, and called to mind 
my mother, and used her name to enforce his dying exhorta- 
tions, for I rather think he considered me the most erring and 
heedless of his flock. He held my hand in his, long after he 
had done speaking, and kept his eyes fixed on me tenderly and 
almost piteously : his lips moved as if he w^ere silently praying 
for me ; and he died away, still holding me by the hand. 

There was not a dry eye in the church when tlie funeral 
service was read from the pulpit from wdflch he had so often 
preached. When the body was committed to tlie earth, our 
little band gathered round it, and watched the coffin as it was 
lowered into the grave. The parishioners looked at us with 
sympathy ; for we 'were mourners not merely in dress but in 
lieart. We lingered about the grave, and clung to one another 
for a time, weeping and speechless, and then parted, like a band 
of brothers parting from the paternal hearth, never to assemble 
there again. 

How had the gentle spiidt of that good man sweetened our 
natures and linked our young hearts together by the kindest 
ties ! I have always had a throb of pleasure at meeting with 
an old school-mate, even though one of my truant associates ; 
but whenever, in the course of my life, I have encountered one 
of that little flock with "which 1 was folded on the banks of the 
Avon, it has been with a gush of affection, and a glow of virtue, 
that for the moment have made me a better man. 

I was now sent to Oxford, and w^as wonderfully impressed on 
first entering it as a student. Learning here puts on all its 
majesty ; it is lodged in palaces ; it is sanctified by tlie sacred 
ceremonies of religion ,* it has a pomp and circumstance "which 
powerfully affect the imagination. Such, at least, it had in my 
eyes, thoughtless as I was, My previous studies with the 
"w^orthy pastor had prepared me to regard it with deference and 
awe. He had been educated here, and always spoke of the 
University with filial fondness and classic veneration. When I 
beheld the clustering spires and pinnacles of this most august 
of cities rising from the plain, I hailed them in my enthusiasm 
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as the points of a diadem which the nation had placed upon 
the hrows of science. 

For a time old Oxford was full of enjoyment for me. There 
was a charm about its monastic buildings ; its great Gothic 
quadrangles ; its solemn halls, and sluidowy cloisters. I de- 
lighted, in the evenings, to get in places surrounded by the 
colleges, where all modern buildings were screened from the 
sight, and to see the professors and students sweeping along in 
the dusk in their antiquated caps and g’owns. I seemed for a 
time to he tx'ansported among tlie people and edifices of the 
old times, I was a frequent attendant, also, of the evening 
service in the New College Hall, to hear the fine organ, and 
the choir swelling an anthem in tliat solemn buikling, where 
painting, music, and architecture are in such admirable unison. 

A favourite haunt, too, was tlie beautiful walk bordered by 
lofty elms along the river, behind the grey walls of Magdalen 
College, which goes by the r.ame of Addison’s Walk, from 
being liis fovourite resort when an Oxi*ord student. I became 
also a lounger in the Bodleian library, and a great dij)per into 
books, though I cannot say tluit I studied them ; in fact, being 
no longer under direction nor control, I was gradually relapsing 
into mere indulgence of the fancy. Still this would have been 
pleasant and harmless enough, and I might have awakened 
from mere litei-ary dreaming to something better. Tlie cbances 
were in my favour, for the riotous times of the University w^ere 
past. The days of liard drinking were at an end. Tlie old 
feuds of “ Town and Gown,” like the civil w’ars of the White 
and Red Rose, had died aw'ay, and student and citizen slept in 
peace and wliole skins, witliout risk of being summoned in the 
night to bloody brawl. It had become the fiishion. to study at 
the University, and the odds were always in favour of my 
following the fashion. Unluckily, however, I fell in company 
with a special knot of young felloxvs, of lively parts and ready 
wit, who had lived occasionally upon town, and become ini- 
tiated into the Fancy. They va:>ted study to be the toil of dull 
minds, by wdiich they slowly crept up the hill, while genius 
arrived at it at a bound. I felt ashamed to play tlie owl among 
such gay birds ; so I threw by my books, and became a man of 
spirit. 

As rny father made me a tolerable allo'vvance, notwithstanding 
the narrowness of his iucoiiie, having an eye ahvays to my great 
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expectations, I was enabled to appear to advantage among my 
companions. I cultivated all kinds of sports and exercises. I 
was one of the most expert oarsmen that rowed on the Isis. I 
boxed, fenced, angled, shot, and hunted, and my rooms in col- 
lege were always decorated with whips of all kinds, spurs, fowl- 
ing-pieces, fishing-rods, foils, and boxing-gloves. A pair of 
leather breeches woidd seem to be throwing one leg out of the 
half-open drawers, and empty bottles lumbered the bottom of 
every closet. 

' My father came to see me at college when I was in the height 
of my career. He asked me bow I came on with ray studies, and 
what kind of hunting there was in the neighbourhood. He ex- 
amined my various sporting apparatus with a curious eye; 
wanted to know if any of the professors were fox-hunters, and 
whetlier they were generally good shots, for he suspected their 
studying so much must be hurtful to the sight. We had a day’s 
shooting together : I delighted him with my skill, and asto- 
nished him by rny learned disquisitions on horse-flesh, and on 
Manton’s guns ; so, upon the whole, he departed highly satisfied 
w’ith my improvement at college. 

I do not know how it is, hut I cannot be idle long without 
getting in love. I had not been a very long time a man of 
spirit, therefore, before I became deeply enamoured of a shop- 
keeper’s daughter in the High-street, who, in fact, was the ad- 
miration of many of the students. I wrote several sonnets in 
praise of her, and spent half of my pocket-money at the shop, in 
buying articles which I did not want, that I might have an op- 
portunity of speaking to her. Her father, a severe-looki ng old 
gentleman, with bright silver buckles, and a crisp-curled wig, 
kept a strict guard on her, as the fathers generally do upon their 
daughters in Oxford, and well they may. I tried to get into his 
good graces, and to be sociable with him, but all in vain. I 
said several good things in his shop, but he never laughed; he 
had no relish for wit and humour. He was one of those dry old 
gentlemen who keep youngsters at bay. He had already brought 
up two or three daughters, and was experienced in the ways of 
students. He was as knowing and wary as a grey old badger 
that has often been hunted. To see him on Sunday, so stiff 
and starched in his demeanour, so precise in his dress, with his 
daughter under his arm, -was enough to deter all graceless 
youngsters from approaching. 

1 managed, however, in spite of his vigilance, to have .several 
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conversations wltK the daughter, as I cheapened articles hi the f 
shop. I made terrible long bargains, and examined the articles I 

over and over before I purchased. In the mean time, I would ^ 

convey a sonnet or an acrostic under cover of apiece of cambric, 
or slipped into a pair of stockings; I would whisper soft nonsense 
into her ear as I haggled about the price ; and would squeeze 
her hand tenderly as I received ray lialfpence of change in a bit 
of wbity -brown paper. Let this serve as a bint to ail haber- 
dashers who have pretty daughters for shop-girls, and young 
students for customers. I do not know whether m}^ words and 
looks were very eloquent, hut my poetry was irresistible; for, to n 
tell the truth, the girl had some literary taste, and was seldom 
without a hook from the circulating library. 

By the divine power of poetry, therefore, which is sb potent 
with the lovely sex, did I subdue the heart of this fair little 
liaberdasher. We carried on a sentimental correspondence for 
a time across the counter, and I supplied her with rhyme by the 
stockingfuL At length I prevailed on her to grant an assig- 
nation. But how was this to be effected ? Her father kept lier 
always under his eye; she never walked out alone; and tlie 
house was locked up the moment that the shop was shut. Ail 
these difficulties served hut to give zest to the adventure. I 
proposed that the assignation should be in her own chamber, into 
wliich I would climb at night. The plan was irresistible — a 
cruel father, a secret lover, and a clandestine meeting 1 All the 
little giiTs studies from the circulating library seemed about to 
be realised. 

But what bad I in view in making this assignation? Indeed, 

I know not. I had no evil intentions, nor can i say that I had 
any good ones. 1 liked the girl, and wanted to have an oppor- 
timity of seeing’ more of her; and the assignation was made, as I 

I have done many things else, heedlessly and without fore- 
thought. I asked myself a few questions of the kind, after all 
my arrangements were made, but tlie answers %vere very un- 
satisfactory. Am I to ruin this poor thoughtless girl said I 
to myself, ‘^Nof’ was the prompt and indignant answer. 

Am I to run away with her ?” Whither, and to what pur- 
pose ?” “'Well, then, am I to marry her?’^ Poh! a man of 
my expectations marry a shopkeeper’s daughter !’* What, 
then, am I to do with her ‘‘ Hum — why — ^let me get into 

the chamber first, and then consider ” and so the seif-exaroi 

nation ended. 
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Wellj sir, come wbat come miglit,” I stole under cover of the 
darkn( 3 ss to die dwelling of my Dulcinea, All was quiet. At 
the concerted signal her window was gently opened. It w^as 
just above the projecting bow-window of her father’s shop, 
which assisted me in mounting. The house was low, and I was 
enabled to scale the fortress with tolerable ease. I clambered 
with a beating heart ; I reached the casement ; I hoisted my 
body half into the cliamber ; and was welcomed, not by the 
embraces of my expecting fair one, but by the grasp of the 
crabbed-looking old father in the crisp-curled wig. 

I extricated myself from his clutches, and endeavoured to 
make my retreat ; but I was confounded by his cries of thieves ! 
and robbers ! I was hotliered, too, by his Sunday cane, which 
wu,s amazingly busy about my liead as I descended, and against 
wliieli my hat was but a poor iirotection. Never before had I 
an idea of the activity of an old man’s arm, and the hardness 
of the knob of an ivory-headed cane. In my hurry and con- 
fusion I missed my footing, and fell sprawling on the pavement. 

I was immediately surrounded by myrmidons, who, I doubt not, 
were on the watcli for mo. Indeed, I v\as in no situation to 
escape, for I had sprained my ankle in the fall, and could not 
Ktand. I was seized as a housebreaker ; and to exonerate my- 
self of a greater crime, I had to accuse myself of a less. I 
made known who I was, and why I came there. Alas ! the 
variets knew it already, and were only amusing themselves at 
my expense. My perfidious Muse had been playing me one of 
her slippery tricks. The old curmudgeon of a father had founc 
my sonnets and acrostics hid away in holes and corners of his 
shop : he had no taste for poetry like his daughter, and had in- 
stituted a rigorous though silent observation. He had moused 
upon our letters, detected our plans, and prepared everything 
for my reception. Thus was 1 ever doomea to be led into 
scrapes by the muse. Let no man henceforth carry on a secret 
amour in poetry ! 

The old man’s ire was in some measure appeased by the pom- 
meling of my head and the anguish of my sprain ; so he did 
not put me to death on the spot. He was even humane enough 
to furnish a shutter, on which I was carried back to college like 
a wounded warrior. The porter was roused to admit me. The 
college gate was thrown open for my entry. The affair was 
blazed about the next morning, and became the joke of the col- 
lege from the buttery to the hall. 
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had leisure to repent during several weeW confinement by 
my strain, which I passed in translating Boethius’ Consolations 
of Philosophy. I received a most tender and ill“Spelied letter 
from my mistress, who had been sent to a relation in Coventry. 
She protested her innocence of my misfortunes, and vowed to he 
true to me till deth.” I took no notice of the lettei*, for I was 
cured, for the present, both of love and poetry. Women, how- 
ever, are more constant in their attachments than men, what- 
ever philosophers may say to the contrary. I am assured that 
she actually remained faithful to her vow for several months ; 
but she had to deal with a cruel hither, whose heart was as hard 
as the knob of his cane. He was not to be touched by tears or 
poetry, but absolutely compelled her to marry a reputable young 
tradesman, who made her a happy woman in spite of herself, 
and of all the rules of romance ; and what is more, the mother 
of several children. They are at this very day a thriving couple, 
and keep a snug corner shop, just opposite the figure of Peeping 
Tom, at Coventry. 

I will not fatigue you by any more details of my studies at 
Oxford, though they were not always as severe as these ; nor 
did I always pay as dear for my lessons. To be brief, then, I 
lived on in my usual miscellaneous manner, gradually getting 
knowledge of good and evil, until I had attained my twenty- 
first year. I had scarcely come of age when I heard of the 
sudden death of my father. The shock was severe, for though 
he had never treated me with much kindness, still he was my 
father, and at his death I felt alone in the world. 

I returned home, and found myself the solitary master of the 
paternal mansion. A crowd of gloomy feelings came thronging 
upon me. It was a place that always sobered me, and brought 
me to reflection ; now especially, it looked so deserted and 
melancholy. I entered the little "breakfasting room. There were 
my father’s whip and spurs hanging by the fire-place ; the Stud- 
hook, Sporting Magazine, and Racing Calendar, his only 
reading. His favourite spaniel lay on the hearthrug. The poor 
animal, who had never before noticed me, now came fondling 
about me, licked my hand, then looked round the room, wliined, 
wagged his tail slightly, and gazed wistfully in my face. I felt 
the full force of the appeal. Poor Dash,” said I, “we are 
both alone in the world, with nobody to care for us, and will take 
care of one another.” The dog never quitted me afterwards. 

I could not go into my mother’s room — my heart swelled wlieu 
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I passed within sight of the door. Her portrait hung in the 
paiiom*, just over the place where she used to sit. As I cast 
my eyes on it, I thought it looked at me with tenderness, and I 
burst into tears, I was a careless dog, it is true, hardened a 
little, perhaps, by living in public schools, and buffeting about 
among strangers, who cared nothing forme; but the recollection 
of a motlier’a tenderness was overcoming. 

I was not of an age or a temperament to be long depressed. 
There was a re-actioii in my system that always brought me up 
again after every pressure; and, indeed, my spirits were most 
buoyant after a temporary prostration. I settled the concerns 
of the estate as soon as possible ; realised my property, which 
was not very considerable, but w^hich appeared a vast deal tome, 
having a poetical eye that magnified everything : and finding 
myself^ at the end of a few months, free of all further business 
or restraint, I determined to go to London, and enjoy myself. 
Why should not Tf 1 was young, animated, joyous; had plenty 
of funds for present pleasures, and my uncle’s estate in the per- 
spective. Let those mope at college, and pore over books, 
thought I, who have their way tOf-make in the world; it would 
be ridiculous drudgery in a youth of my expectations. 

Away to London, therefore, I rattled in a tandem, determined 
to take the town gaily. I passed through several of the villages 
where I had played the Jack Pudding a fevv years before; and I 
visited the scenes of many of my adventures and follies, merely 
from that feeling of melancholy pleasure which we have in step- 
ping again in the footprints of foregone existence, even when 
they have passed among weeds and briars. I made a circuit in 
the latter part of my journey, so as to take in West End and 
Hampstead, the scenes of my last dramatic exploit, and of the 
battle royal of the booth. As I drove along the ridge of Hamp- 
stead-hili, by Jack Straw’s Castle, I paused at the spot where 
columbine and I had sat down so disconsolately in our ragged 
finery, and had looked dubiously on London. I almost expected 
to see her again, standing on the hill’s brink, ‘‘ like Niobe, all 
tears — mournful as Babylon in ruins! 

Poor columbine !” said I, with a heavy sigh, “ thou wert a 
gallant, generous girl — a true woman ; faithful to the distressed, 
and ready to sacrifice thyself in the cause of worthless man!” 

I tried to whistle off the recollection of her, for there was 
always something of self-reproach with it. I drove gaily along 
the road, enjoying the stare of hostlers and stable-boys as I 
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managed my horses knowingly down the steep street of Hamp- 
stead; when, just at the skirts of the village, one of the traces of 
my leader came loose. I pulled up, and, as the animal was 
restive, and my servant a bungler, I called for assistance to the 
robustious master of a snug' alehouse, who stood at his door with 
a tankard in his hand. He came readily to assist me, followed 
hy his wife, with her bosom half open, a child in her arms, and 
two more at her heels. I stared for a moment as if doubting my 
eyes. I could not be mistaken : in the fat beer- blown landlord 
of the alehouse I recognised my old rival harlequin, and in liis 
slattern spouse, the once trim and dimpling columbine. 

The change of my looks from youth to manhood, and the 
change of my circumstances, prevented them from recognising 
me. They could not suspect in the dashing young' buck, fashion- 
ably dressed, and driving his own equipage, the painted beau 
with old peaked hat, and long, flimsy, sky-blue coat. My heart 
yearned with kindness towards columbine, and I was glad to see 
her establishment a thriving one. As soon as the harness was 
adjusted, I tossed a small purse of gold into her ample bosom; 
and then, pretending* to give my horses a hearty cut of the whip, 
I made the lash curl with a whistling about the sleek sides of 
ancient harlequin. The horses dashed off like lightning, and I 
was whirled out of sight before either of the parties could get 
over their surprise at my liberal donations. I have always con- 
sidered this as one of the greatest proofs of my poetical genius; 
it was distributing poetical justice in perfection, 

I now entered London en cavalier^ and became a blood upon 
town. I took fashionable lodgings in the west end; employed 
the first tailor ; frequented the regular lounges ; gambled a little; 
lost my money good-humouredly, and gained a number of 
fashionable, good-for-nothing acquaintances. I gained some re- 
putation, also, for a man of science, having become an expert boxer 
in the course of my studies at Oxford. I was distinguished, 
therefore, among the gentlemen of the fancy ; became hand and 
glove with certain boxing noblemen, and was the achniratioii of 
the Fives Court. A gentleman’s science, howevei', is apt to get 
him into sad scrapes: he is too prone to play tke knight-errant, 
and to pick up quarrels which less scientific gentlemen would 
quietly avoid. 1 undertook one day to pimi'^h the insolence of a 
porter; he was a Hercules of a fellow, but then I was so secure 
in my science ! I gained the victory of course. The porter 
pocketed his humiliation, bound up his broken head, and w^ent 


135 


BUCKTHORNE. 

about his business as un concern ediy as though nothing had hap- 
pened; while I went to bed with mj victory, and did not dare to 
show iny battered face for a fortnight, by which I discovered 
that a gentleman may have the worst of the battle even when 
victorious. 

I am naturally a philosopher, and no one can moralise better 
after a misfortune has taken place: so I lay on my bed and 
moralised on this sorry ambition, which levels the gentleman 
with the clown. I know it is the opinion of many sages, who 
have thought deeply on these matters, that the noble science of 
boxing keeps up the bull-dog courage of the nation ; and far be 
it from me to decry the advantage of becoming a nation of buli- 
dt)gs ; but I now saw clearly that it was calculated to keep up 
the breed of English ruffians. “ What is the Fives Court?” 
said I to myself, as I turned iineomfortably in bed, “ but a col- 
lege of seoundrelism, ■where every bullyruffian in the land may 
gain a fellowship ? What is the slang language of ‘ The Fancy’ 
hut a jargon by which fools and knaves commune and under- 
stand each other, and enjoy a kind of superiority over the un- 
initiated? WTiat is a boxing-match but an arena, where the 
noble and the illustrious are jostled into familiarity with the in- 
famous and the vulgar? What, in fact, is The Fancy itself 
but a chain of easy communication, extending from the peer 
down to the pickpocket, through the medium of which, a man of 
rank may find he has shaken hands, at three removes, with the 
murderer on the gibbet? 

“Enough!” ejaculated I, thoroughly convinced through the 
force oF my philosophy, and the pain of my bruises— “ I’ll have 
nothing’ more to do with The Fancy.” So when I had recovered 
from my victory, I turned my attention to softer themes, and 
became a devoted admirer of the ladies. Had I had more in- 
dustry and ambition in my nature, I might have worked ray 
way to the very height of fashion, as I saw many laborious gen- 
tlemen doing around me. But it is a toilsome, an anxious, and 
an unhappy life : there are few beings so sleepless and miserable 
as your cultivators of fashionable smiles. I was quite content 
with that kind of society which forms the frontiers of fashion, 
and may be easily taken possession of, I found it a light, easy, 
productive soil. I had but to go about and sow visiting-cards, 
and I reaped a whole harvest of invitations. Indeed, my figure 
and address -were by no means against me. It was whispered, 
too, among the young ladies, that I was prodigiously clever, and 
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wrote poetry ; and tlie old ladies had ascertained that I was a 
young gentleman of good handsome fortune, and great 

expectations.” 

I now was carried away by the hurry of gay life, so intoxi- 
cating to a young man, and which a man of poetical tempera- 
ment enjoys so highly on his first tasting of it; that rapid va- 
riety of sensations j that whirl of brilliant objects ; that suc- 
cession of pungent pleasures ! I had no time for thought. I 
only felt. I never attempted to write poetry ; my poetry 
seemed all to go off by transpiration. I lived poetry ; it was all 
a poetical dream to me. A mere sensualist knows nothing of 
the delights of a splendid metropolis. He lives in a round of 
animal gratifications and heartless habits. But to a young man 
of poetical feelings, it is an ideal world, a scene of enchantment 
and delusion ; his imagination is in perpetual excitement, and 
gives a spiritual zest to every pleasure. 

A season of town-life, however, somewhat sobered me of my 
intoxication ; or, rathei*, I was rendered more serious by one of 
my old complaints — I fell in love. It was with a very pretty, 
though a very haughty fair one, who had come to London under 
the c ire of an old maiden aunt to enjoy the pleasures of a winter 
in town, and to get married. There was not a doubt of her 
commanding a choice of lovers, for she had long been the belle 
of a little cathedral city, and one of the poets of the place had 
absolutely celebrated her beauty in a copy of Latin verses. The 
most extravagant anticipations were formed by her friends of the 
sensation she would produce. It was feared by some that she 
might be precipitate in her choice, and take up with some in- 
ferior title. The aunt was determined nothing should gain her 
under a lord. 

Alas ! 'with all her charms, the young lady lacked the one 
thing needful — she had no money. So she waited in vain for duke, 
marquis, or earl, to throw himself at her feet. As the season 
waned, so did the lady’s expectations; when, just towards the 
close, I made my advances. 

I was most favourably received by both the young' lady and 
her aunt. It is true, I had no title; but then such great expec- 
tations ! A marked preference was immediately shown me over 
two rivals, the younger son of a needy baronet, and a captain of 
dragoons on half-pay. I did not absolutely take the field in form, 
for I was determined not to be precipitate ; but I drove my 
equipage frequently through the street in which she lived, and 
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B'as always sure to see her at the window, generally with a hook 
in her hand. I resumed my knack at rhyming, and sent her a 
long copy of verses ; anonymously, to be sure; but she knew my 
handwriting. Both aunt and niece, however, displayed the most 
delightful ignoi’ance on the subject. The young lady showed 
them to me; wondered who they could he written by ; and de- 
clared? there was nothing in this world she loved so much as 
poetry : while the maiden aunt would put her pinching specta- 
cles on her nose, and read them, with blunders in sense and 
sound, that were excruciating to an author’s ears ; protesting 
there ^vas nothing equal to them in the whole Elegant Extracts. 

The fashionable season closed without my adventuring to make 
a declaration, though I certainly had encouragement. I was not 
perfectly sure that 1 had effected a lodgment in the young lady's 
heart ; and, to tell the truth, the aunt overdid her part, and was 
a little too extravagant in her liking of me. I knew that maiden 
aunts were not apt to be captivated by the mere personal merits 
of their nieces’ admirers; and I wanted to ascertain how much 
of all this favour I ow^ed to driving an equipage and having great 
expectations. 

I had received many hints how charming their native place 
was during the summer months; what pleasant society they had; 
and what beautiful drives about the neighbourhood. They had 
not, therefore, returned home long, before I made my appear- 
ance in dashing style, driving down the principal street. The very 
next morning I was seen at prayers, seated in the same pew witlx 
the reigning belle. Questions were whispered about the aisles, 
after service, ‘‘ Who is he?” and What is he?” And the re- 
plies were as usual, A young gentleman of good family and 
fortune, and great expectations.” 

I was much struck with the peculiarities of this reverend little 
place. A cathedral, with its dependencies and regulations, pre- 
sents a picture of other times, and of a different order of things. 
It is a rich relic of a more poetical age. There still linger 
about it the silence and solemnity of the cloister. In the present 
instance especially, wdiere the cathedral was large, and the town 
was small, its influence was the more appai*ent. The solemn 
pomp of the service, performed twice a day, with the grand in- 
tonations of the organ, and the voices of the choir swelling 
through the magnificent pile, diffused, as it were, a perpetual 
sabbath over the place. This routine of solemn ceremony con- 
tinually going on, independent as it were of the world; this daily 
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oiferiog* of melody and praise ascending like incense from tlie 
altar, liad a powerful effect upon my imagination. 

The aunt introduced me to her coterie, formed of fiimilies con- 
nected with the cathedral, and others of moderate fortune, but 
high respectability, who had nestled themselves under the wings 
of the cathedral to enjoy good society at moderate expense. It 
was a highly aristocratical little circle; scrupulous in its inter- 
course with others, and jealously cautious about admitting any 
thing common or unclean. 

It seemed as if the courtesies of the old school had taken refuge 
here. There were continual interchanges of civilities, and of 
small presents of fruits and delicacies, and of complimentary 
crow-quill billots ; for in a quiet, well-bred community like this, 
living entirely at ease, little duties, and little amuserneiits, and 
little civilities, fill up the day. I have seen, in the midst of a 
warm day, a corpulent powdered footman issuing from tlie iron 
gateway of a stately mansion, and traversing the little place with 
an air of mighty import, bearing a small tart on a large silver 
salver. 

Their evening amusements were sober and primitive. They 
assembled at a moderate hour; the young ladies played music 
and the old ladies whist; and at an eaidy hour they dispersed. 
There was no parade on these social occasions. Two or three 
old sedan chairs were in constant activity, though the greater 
part made their exit in clogs and pattens, with a footman or 
waiting-maid carryinga lantern in advance; and before midnight, 
the clank of pattens and gleam of lanterns about the quiet little 
place told that the evening party liad dissolved. 

Still I did not feel myself altogether so much at my ease as I 
had anticipated, considering the smallness of the place. I found 
it very different from other country places, and that it was not 
so easy to make a dash there. Sinner that I was ! the very dig- 
nity and decorum of the little community "was rebuking to me. 

I feared my past idleness and folly would rise in judgment against 
me. I stood in awe of the dignitaries of the cathedral, whom l\ 
saw' mingling familiarly in society. I became nervous on this^ 
point. The creak of a prebendary’s shoes, sounding from one| 
end of a quiet street to the other, was appalling to me; and the | 
sight of a shovel hat wnis snfBclent at any time to check me in 
the midst of my boldest ‘poetical soarings. 

And then tfie good aunt could not he quiet, but would cry me 
up for a genius, and extol my poetry to every one. So long as 
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she confined this to the ladies it did well enough, because they 
were able to feel and appreciate poetry of the new romantic school. 
Nothing would content the good lady, however, but she must 
read my verses to a prebendary, who had long been the un- 
doubted critic of the place. He was a thin, delicate old gentle- 
man, of mild, polished manners, steeped to the lips in classic 
' lore, and not easily put in a heat by any hot-blooded poetry of 
the day. He listened to my most fervid thoughts and fervid 
words without a glow ; shook his head wdth a smile, and con- 
demned them as not being' according to Horace, as not being 
legitimate poetry. 

Several old ladies, who had heretofore been my admirers, 
shook their heads at hearing* this; they could not think of prais- 
ing any poetry that was not according to Horace; and as to any 
thing illegitimate, it was not to be countenanced in good society. 
Thanks to my stars, however, I had youth and novelty on my 
side : so the young ladies persisted in admix'ing my poetry, in 
despite of Horace and illegitimacy. 

I consoled myself with the good opinion of the young ladies, 
whom I had always found to be the best judges of poetry. As 
to these old scholars, said I, they are apt to be chilled by being 
steeped in the cold fountains of the classics. Still I felt that I 
was losing ground, and that it was necessary to bring matters to 
a point. Just at tliis time there w’as a public bail, attended by 
the best society of the place, and by the gentry of the neighbour- 
hood : I took great pains with my toilet on the occasion, and I 
had never looked better. I had determined that night to make 
my grand assault on the heart of the young lady, to battle it 
with all my forces, and the next morning to demand a surrender 
in due form. 

I entered the ball-room amidst a buzz and flutter, which gene- 
rally took place among the young ladies on my appearance. I 
was in fine spirits; for to tell the truth, I had exhilarated myself 
by a cheerful glass of wine on the occasion. I talked, and rattled, 
and said a thousand silly things, slap-dash, w'lth ail the confldeiice 
of a man sure of his auditors, — and everything had its eflect. 

In the midst of my triumph I observed a little knot gathering 
together in the upper part of the room: by degrees it increased. 

A tittering broke out there, and glances were cast round at me, 
and then there w'oukl be fresh tittering. Some of the young 
ladies would hurry away to distant parts of the room, and whis- 
per to their friends. "V^nierever they went, there was still this 
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titterino; and elancinff at me. I did not know what to make of 
all this.^ I looked at myself from head to foot, and peeped at my 
back in a glass, to see if anything was odd about my person ; any 
awkward exposure, any whimsical tag hanging out:--no--eveiy 
thing was right-I was a perfect picture. I determined tt at ^ 
must be some choice saying of mine that was bandied about in 
this knot of menry beauties, and I deterinined to enjoy 
m.y good things in the rebound. I stepped gently, therefore, up 
the room, smiling at every one as I passed who, I must sav, aU 
smiled and tittered in return. I approached the 
and perking my chin, like a man who is full of pleasant feeling, 
S Ce of bLg well received. The cluster of little belles 

"^HelvrnsMd earth! whom should I perceive in the midst of 
them but my early and tornienthig flame, “ “of 

Saoharissa! She was grown, it is true, into the full beauty ot 
womanhood; but showed, by the provoking merrmient of her 
countenance, that she perfectly recollected me, and the iidicu- 
lous flagellations of which she had twice been the cause. 

I saw at once the exterminating cloud of ridicule that was 
bursting over me. My crest fell. The flame of love went sud- 
denly out in niv bosom, or was extinguished by overwhelming 
shame How Tgot down the room I know not : 1 fancied every 

.1 m., J... « I ita to, I “-sk* » 

dance of my mistress and her aunt listening to the wliispers of 

lacharissa, the old lady raising her hands and m-es, 

of the young one lighted up, as I imagined, with ineffable. 

I pause^d tohee no more, hut made two steps from the top ot the 
stairs to the bottom. The next morning, before sunrise, 1 beat 
a retreat, and did not feel the blushes cool from my tingling 
cheeks, until I had lost sight of the old towers of the cathedral. 

I now returned to town thoughtful and crest-fallen. My 
was nearly spent, for I had lived freely and without calculation. 
The dream of love was over, and the reign of pleasure at an end. 
I determined to retrench while I had yet atrifle left ; so selling my 
equipage and horses for half their value, I 

L niy locket, and turned pedestrian. I had not a doubt that, 
with liy great expectations. I could at any time raise funds 
either on usury or by borrowing; but I was piincipled against 
both one and the other, and resolved, by strict economy, to 
make my slender purse hold out until my uncle should give up 
the ghost, or rather the estate. I stayed at home, therefore, and 
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repid, and would have written, but I had already suffered too 
much from my poetical productions, which had generally involved 
me in some ridiculous scrape. I gradually acquired a rusty look, 
and had a straitened, money-borrowing air, upon which the 
world began to shy me. I have never felt disposed to quarrel 
with the world for its conduct; it has always used me well. 
When I have been flush and gay, and disposed for society, it has 
caressed me ; and when T have been pinched and reduced, and 
wished to be alone, why, it has left me alone ; and what more 
could a man desire ? Take my word for it, this world is a more 
obliging world than people generally represent it. 

Well, sir, in the midst of my retrenchment, my retirement, 
and my studiousness, I received news that my uncle was danger- 
ously ill. I hastened, on the wings of an heir’s affections, to 
receive his dying breath and his last testament. I found him 
attended by his faithful valet, old Iron John; by the woman 
who occasionally worked about the house, and by the foxy- 
headed boy, young Orson, whom I had occasionally hunted about 
the park. Iron John gasped a kind of asthmatical salutation as 
I entered the room, and received me with something almost like 
a smile of welcome. The woman sat blubbering at the foot of 
the bed ; and the foxy -headed Orson, who had now grown up to 
be a lubberly lout, stood gazing in stupid vacancy at a distance. 

My uncle lay stretched upon his back. The chamber was 
without Are, or any of the comforts of a sick-room. The cob- 
webs flaunted from the ceiling. The tester was covered with 
dust, and the cui’tains were tattered. From underneath the bed 
peeped out one end of his strong box. Against the wainscot 
were suspended rusty blunderbusses, horse pistols, and a cut and 
thrust sword, with which he had fortified his room to defend his 
life and treasure. He had employed no physician during his 
illness; and from the scanty relics lying on the table, seemed 
almost to have denied to himself the assistance of a cook. 

When 1 entered the I’oom, he was lying motionless; his eyes 
fixed and his mouth open: at the first look I thought him a 
corpse. The noise of my entrance made him turn his head. 
At the sight of me, a ghastly smile came over his face, and his 
glazing eye gleamed with satisfaction. It was the only smile 
he had ever given me, and it went to my heart. “ Poor old 
man!” thought I, “ why would you force me to leave you thus 
desolate, when I see that my presence has the power to cheer 
you?” 
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Nephew,'’ said he, after several efforts, and in a low gasp" 
ing voice — I am glad you are come. I shall now die with 
satisfaction. “ Look,” said he, raising his withered hand, and 
pointing — Look in that box on the table; you will find that 
L have not forgotten you.” 

I pressed his hand to my heart, and the tears stood in my 
eyes. I sat down by his bed-side, and watched him, but he 
never spoke again. My presence, however, gave him evident 
satisfaction ; for every now and then, as he looked at me, a 
vague smile would come over his visage, and he would feebly 
point to the sealed box on the table. As the day w’-ore away, 
his life appeared to wear away wdth it. Towards sunset his 
hand sunk on the bed and lay motionless, his eyes grew glazed, 
his moutli remained open, and thus he gradually died. 

I could not but feel shocked at this absolute extinction of 
my kindred. I dropped a tear of real sorrow over this strange 
old man, who had thus reserved his smile of kindness to his 
death-bed; like an evening sun after a gloomy day, just shining 
out to set in darkness. Leaving the corpse in charge of the 
domestics, I retired for the night. 

It was a rough night. The winds seemed as if singing my 
uncle’s requiem about the mansion, and the blood-hounds 
howled witiiout as if they knew of the death of their old 
master. Iron John almost grudged me the tallow candle to 
burn in my apartment, and light up its dreariness, so accus- 
tomed had he been to starveling economy. I could not sleep. 
The recollection of my uncle’s dying scene, and the dreary 
sounds about the house, affected my mind. These, however, 
were succeeded by plans for the future, and I lay awake the 
greater part of the night, indulging the poetical anticipation 
how soon I should make these old walls ring with cheerful 
life, and restore the hospitality of my mother’s ancestors. 

My uncle’s funeral was decent, but private. I knew tliere 
was nobody that respected his memory, and I w^as determined 
that none should be summoned to sneer over his funeral, and 
make merry at his grave. He W'as buried in the church of the 
neighbouring village, though it was not the burying-place of 
liis race; but he had expressly enjoined that he should not be 
buried with his family: he had quarrelled with most of them 
when living, and he carried his resentments even into the grave. 

I defrayed the expenses of his funeral out of my owui purse, that 
I might have done with the undertakers at once, and clear the 
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ill-omened birds from tbe premises. I invited the parson of the 
parish, and the lawyer from the village, to attend at the house 
the next morning, and hear the reading of the will. I treated 
them to an excellent breakfast, a profusion that had not been 
seen at the house for many a. year. As soon as the breakfast 
things were removed, I summoned Iron John, the woman, and 
the boy, for I was particular in having every one present, and 
proceeding regularly. The box was placed on the table — ail 
was silence— I broke the seal— raised the lid, and beheld— not 
the wdil— but my accursed poem of Doubting Castle and Giant 
Despair ! 

Could any mortal have conceived that this old withered man, 
so taciturn and apparently so lost to feeling, could have treasured 
up for years tbe thoughtless pleasantry of a boy, to punish him 
with such cruel ingenuity ? I now could account for his dying 
smile, the only one he had ever given me. He had been a 
grave man all his life; it was strange that he should die in the 
enjoyment of a joke, and it wms hard that that joke should be 
at ray expense. 

The lawyer and the parson seemed at a loss to comprehend 
the matter. ‘‘Here must be some mistake,’^ said the lawyer 
there is no will here.” — “ Oh I” said Iron John, creaking 
forth his rusty jaws, ^^if it is a will you are looking for, I believe 
I can find one.” He retired with the same singular smile with 
which he had greeted me on my arrival, and which I now ap- 
prehended boded me no good. In a little while he returned with a 
will perfect at all points, properly signed and sealed, and witnessed 
and worded with horrible correctness; in wliich he left large 
legacies to Iron John and his daughter, and the residue of his for- 
tune to tbe foxy-headed boy; who, to my utter astonishment, 
■was his son by this very woman ; he having married her privately, 
and, as I verily believe, for no other purpose than to have an 
heir, and so balk father and his issue of the inheritance. 
There was one little proviso, in which he mentioned, that, hav- 
ing discovered his nephew to have a pretty turn for poetry, he 
presumed he had no occasion for wealth ; he recommended him, 
however, to the patronage of his heir, and requested that he 
might have a garret, rent-free, in Doubting Castle. 
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GEAYE REFLECTIONS OF A DISAPPOINTED 
MAN. 

Mr. Buckthorne had paused at the death of his trncle, and 
the downfall of his great expectations, which formed, as he said, 
an epoch in his history; and it was not until some little time 
afterwards, and in a very sober mood, that he resumed his party- 
coloured naiTative. 

After leaving the remains of my defunct uncle, said he, when 
the gate closed between me and wliat was once to have been 
mine, 1 felt thrust out naked into the world, and completely 
abandoned to fortune. What was to become of me? I had 
been brought up to nothing but expectations, and they had all 
been disappointed. I had no relations to look to for counsel or 
assistance. The world seemed all to have died away from me. 
Wave after wave of relationship had ebbed oif, and 1 was left a 
mere hulk upon the strand, I am not apt to be greatly cast 
down, but at this time I felt sadly disheartened. I could not 
realise my situation, nor form a conjecture how I was to get 
forward. I was now to endeavour to make money. The idea 
was new and strange to me. It was like being asked to dis- 
cover the philosopher’s stone. I had never thought “ about 
money otherwise than to put my hand into my pocket and find 
it ; or if there were none there, to wait until a new supply came 
from home. I had considered life as a mere space of time to 
be filled up with enjoyments : but to have it portioned out 
into long hours and days of toil, merely that I might gain bread 
to give me strength to toil on — to labour but for the purpose of 
perpetuating a life of labour, was new and appalling to me. 
This may appear a very simple matter to some ; but it will be 
understood by every unlucky wight in my predicament, who has 
had the misfortune of being born to great expectations. 

I passed several days in rambling about the scenes of my 
boyhood ; partly because I absolutely did not know what to do 
with myself, and partly because I did not know that I should 
ever see them again. I clung to them as one clings to a WTeck, 
though he knows he must eventually cast liimself loose and swim 
for his life* I sat down on a little hill within sight of my paternal 
home, but I did not venture to approach it, for I felt compunc- 
tion at the thoughtlessness with which I had dissipated my pa- 
trimony; but was I to blame, when I had the rich possessions 
of my curmudgeon of an uncle in expectation f 
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Tile new possessor of the place was making great alterations. 
The house was almost re-lbuilt. The trees which stood about 
it were cut down : my mother’s flower-garden was thrown into 
a lawn — all was undergoing a change. I turned my back upon 
it with a sigh, and rambled to another part of the country. 

How thouglitfiil a little adversity makes one ! As I came 
within sight of the school-house where I had so often been 
flogged in the cause of wisdom, you would hardly have recog- 
nised the truant boy, who, but a few years since, had eloped so 
heedlessly from its walls. I leaned over the paling of the play- 
ground, and watched the scholars at their games, and looked to 
see if there might not be some urchin among them like I was 
once, full of gay dreams about life and the world. The play- 
ground seemed smaller than when I used to sport about it. The 
house and park, too, of the neighbouring squire, the father of 
the crael Sacharissa, had shrunk in size and diminished in mag- 
niflcence. The distant hills no longer appeared so far off, 
and, alas ! no longer awakened ideas of a fairy land beyond. 

As I was rambling pensively through a neighbouring meadow’, 
in which I had many a time gathered primroses, 1 met the very 
pedagogue who had been the tyrant and dread of my boyhood. 
1 had sometimes vowed to myself, w^hen suffering under his rod, 
that I would have my revenge if I ever met him when I had 
grown to be a man. The time had come ; but I had no dispo- 
sition to keep my vow. The few years which had matured me 
into a vigorous man had shrunk him into decrepitude. He ap- 
peared to liave had a paralytic stroke. I looked at him, and 
wondered that this poor helpless mortal could have been an 
object of terror to me ; that i should have watched wdth anxiety 
the glance of that failing eye, or dreaded the power of that 
trembling hand. He tottered feebly along the path, and had 
some difEculty in getting over a stile. I ran and assisted him. 
He looked at me with surprise, but did not recognise me, and 
made a low bow of humility and thanks, I had no disposition 
to make myself known, for I felt that I had nothing to boast 
of. The pains he had taken, and the pains he had inflicted, had 
been equally useless. His repeated predictions were fully 
verified, and I felt that little Jack Buckthorne the idle boy hai 
growm to he a very good-for-nothing man. 

This is all very comfortless detail ; but as I have told yon of 
my follies, it is meet that I show you how for once I w’as 
schooled for them. The most thoughtless of mortals will some 
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time or otlier have his day of gloom, when he will be compelled 
to reEect. I felt on this occasion as if I had a kind of penance 
to perforin, and I made a pilgrimage in expiation of inj past 
levity. Having passed a night at Leamington, I set oif by a 
private path, which leads up a hill through a grove and across 
quiet fields, till I came to the small village, or rather hamlet, of 
Lenington, I sought the village church. It is an old low 
edifice of grey stone, on the brow of a small hill, looking over 
fertile fields, towards where the proud towers f Warwick Castle 
lift themselves against the distant horizon, 

A part of the churchyard is shaded by large trees. Under 
one of them my mother lay buried. You have no doubt thought 
me a liglit, heartless being. I tliouglit myself so ; but there 
are moments of adversity which let us into some feelings of 
our nature to which we might otherwise remain perpetual 
strangers. 

1 sought my mother’s grave : the weeds were already matted 
over it, and the tombstone wns half hid among nettles. I 
cleared them away, and they stung my hands ; hut I- was heed- 
less of the pain, for my heart ached too severely. I sat down 
on tile grave, and read over and over again the epitaph on the 
stone. 

It was simple, — but it was true. I had written it myself. I 
had tried to wiite a poetical epitaph, but in vain ; my feelings 
refused to utter themselves jn rhyme. My heart had gradually 
been filling during my lonely wanderings ; it was tow charged 
to the brim, and overflowed. I sunk upon the grave, and buried 
my face in the tali grass, and wept like a child. Yes, 1 wept 
in manhood upon the grave, as I had in infancy upon the bosom 
of my mother. Alas! how little do we appreciate a mother’s 
tenderness while living! how heedless are we in youth of all 
her anxieties and kindness! But when she is dead and gone; 
when the cares and coldness of the world come withering to our 
hearts; when we find how hard it is to find true sympathy; — 
how few love us for ourselves ; how few will befriend us in our 
misfortunes — then it is that we think of the mother we have 
lost. It is true I had always loved my mothei', even in my 
most heedless days ; but I felt how inconsiderate and ineffectual 
had been my love. My heart melted as I retraced the days of 
infancy, when I was led by a mother’s hand, and rocked to sleep 
ie a mother’s arms, and was without care or sorrow. O my 
motherr’ exclaimed I, burying my face again iu the grass of 
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fcbe grave ; O that I were once more by your side ; sleeping 
never to wake again on the cares and troubles of this world.” 

I am not naturally of a morbid temperament, and the violence 
of rny emotion gradually exhausted itself. It was a hearty, 
honest, natural discharge of grief, which had been slowly ac- 
cumulating, and gave me wonderful relief. I rose from the 
grave as if I had been offering up a sacrifice, and I felt as if 
that sacrifice had been accepted. 

1 sat down again on the grass, and plucked, one by one, the 
weeds from her grave : the tears trickled more slowly down my 
cheeks, and ceased to he bitter. It was a comfort to think that 
she had died before sorrow and poverty came upon her child, 
and that all his great expectations were blasted. 

I leaned my cheek upon my hand, and looked upon the 
landscape. Its quiet beauty soothed me. The whistle of a 
peasant from an adjoining £eld came cheerily to my ear. I 
seemed to respire hope and comfort with the free air that 
whis|)ered through the leaves, and played lightly with my hair, 
and dried the tears upon my cheek. A lark, rising from the 
field before me, and leaving as it were a stream of song behind 
him as he rose, lilted my fancy with him. He hovered in the 
air just above the place where the towers of Warwick Castle 
marked the horizon, and seemed as if fluttering with delight at 
his own melody, Surely,” thought I, if there was such a 
thing as transmigration of souls, this might be taken for some 
poet, let loose from earth, but still reveling in song, and carol- 
ing about fair fields and lordly towers.” 

At this moment the long-forgotten feeling of poetry rose 
within me. A thought sprung at once into my mind. “ I 
will become an author!” said I. I have hitherto indulged in 
poetry as a pleasure, and it has brought me nothing but pain ; 
let me try what it will do when I cultivate it with devotion as 
a pursuit.” 

The resolution thus suddenly aroTised within me heaved a 
load from off my heart. I felt a confidence in it from the very 
place where it was formed. It seemed as though my mother's 
spirit whispered it to me from her grave. I will henceforth,”, 
said I, ‘‘endeavour to be all that she fondly imagined me. I 
will endeavour to act as if she were witness of my actions; 

I will endeavour to acquit myself in such a manner that, when I 
revisit her grave, there may at least be no compunctious bitter- 
ness in my tears.” 
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I bowed down and kissed tlie turf in solemn attestation of ' 
mj vow. I plucked some primroses tliat were growing there, 
and laid them next my heart. I left the churchyard with m j 
spirits once more lifted up, and set out a third time for London, 
in the character of an author. 

Here my companion made a pause, and I waited in anxious 
suspense, hoping to have a whole volume of literary life unfolded 
to me. He seemed, however, to have sunk into a fit of pensive 
raiislng, and when, after some time, I gently roused him by a 
question or two as to his literary career, 

said he, smiling, over that pai't of my story I wish to 
leave a cloud. Let the mysteries of the craft rest sacred for me. 

Let those who have never ventured into the republic of letters 
still look upon it as a fairy land. Let them suppose the author 
the very being they picture him from his works — I am not the 
man to mar their illusion. I am not the man to hint, while one 
is admiring the silken web of Persia, that it has been spun from 
the entrails of a miserable worm.’^ j 

“ Weil,” said I, ‘*^if you will tell me nothing of your literary ! 
history, let me know at least if you have had any further intei 
ligence from Doubting Castle.” 

“ Willingly,” replied he, ‘‘ though I have but little to com- 
municate.” 

THE BOOBY SQUIRE. 

A LONG time elapsed, said Buckthorne, without my receiv- 
ing any accounts of my cousin and his estate. Indeed, I felt 
so much soreness on the subject, that I wished if possible to ; 

shut it from my thoughts. At length chance took me to that j 

part of the country, and I could not refrain from making some p 
inquiries, 

I learnt that my cousin had grown up ignorant, self-willed, 
and clownish. His ignorance and clownishness had prevented 
his mingling with the neighbouring gentry: in spite of his 
great fortune, he had been unsuccessful in an attempt to gain 
the hand of the daughter of the parson, and had at length 
shrunk into the limits of such society as a mere man of wealth 
can gather in a country neighbourhood. 

lie kept horses and hounds, and a roaring table, at which 
were collected the loose livers of the country round, and the 
shabby g*entlemen of a village in the vicinity. When he could 
get no other company, he would smoke and drink with his own 
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servants, who in turns fleeced and despised him. Still, with all 
Ms apparent prodigality, he had a leaven of the old man in him, 
which showed that he was his true born son. He lived far 
within his income, was vulgar in his expenses, and penurious in 
many points where a gentleman would be extravagant. His 
house servants were obliged occasionally to work on his estate, 
and part of the pleasure-grounds were ploughed up and devoted 
to husbandry. 

His table, though plentiful, was coarse ; his liquors strong 
and bad ; and more ale and whisky were expended in his esta- 
blishment than generous wine. He was loud and arrogant at 
his own table, and exacted a rich man’s homage from his vulgar 
and obsequious guests. 

As to Iron John, his old grandfather, he had grown impa- 
tient of the tight hand bis own grandson kept over him, and 
quarrelled with him soon after he came to the estate. The old 
man had retired to the neighbouring village, where he lived on 
the legacy of his late master, in a small cottage, and was as 
seldom seen out of it as a rat out of his hole in daylight. 

The cub, like Caliban, seemed to have an instinctive attach- 
ment to his mother ; she resided with him, hut, from long habit, 
she acted more as a servant than as mistress of the mansion, for 
she toiled in all the domestic drudgery, and was oftener in the 
kitchen than the parlour. Such was the information which I 
collected of my rival cousin who had so unexpectedly elbowed 
me out of all my expectations. 

I now felt an irresistible hankering to pay a visit to this scene 
of my boyhood, and to get a peep at the odd kind of life that was 
passing within the mansion of my maternal ancestors. I de- 
termined to do so in disguise. My booby cousin had never seen 
enough of me to be very familiar with my countenance, and a 
few years make great difference between youth and manhood. 

I understood he was a breeder of cattle, and proud of his stock ; 

I dressed myself therefore as a substantial farmer, and with the 
assistance of a red scratch that came low down on my forehead, 
made a complete change in my physiognomy. 

It was past three o’clock when I arrived at the gate of the 
park, and was admitted by an old wmman, who was washing in 
a dilapidated building which had once been a poiter’s lodge. I 
advanced up the remains of a noble avenue, many of the trees of 
which had been cut down and sold for timber. The grounds 
were in scarcely better keeping than during my uncle’s lifetime. 
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The grass was overgrown with ■weeds, and the trees •wanted prun- 
ing and clearing of dead branches. Cattle were grazing about 
the lawns, and ducks and geese s-wimming in the fish-ponds. 
The road to the house bore very few traces of carriage wheels, 
as my cousin received few visitors but such as came on foot or 
horseback, and never used a carriage himself. Once indeed, as 
I was told, he had the old family carriage drawn out from among 
the dust and cobwebs oF the coach-house and furbished up, and 
had driven, with his mother, to the village church to take formal 
possession of the family pew; but there was such hooting and 
laughing after them, as they passed through tlie village, and such 
giggling and bantering about the church-door, that the pageant 
had never made a re-appearance. 

As I approached the house a legion of whelps sallied out, 
harking at me, accompanied by the low bowling, rather than 
barking, of two old worn-out blood-bounds, which I recognised 
for the ancient life-guards of my uncle. The house bad still a 
neglected random appearance, though much altered for the better 
since my last visit. Several of the windows were broken and 
patched up with hoards, and others had been bricked up to save 
taxes. I observed smoke, however, rising from the chimneys, a 
phenomenon rarely witnessed in the ancient establishment. On 
passing that part of the house where the dining-room was situ- 
ated, I heard the sound of boisterous merriment, where three or 
’four voices were talking at once, and oaths and laughter were 
horribly mingled. 

The uproar of the dogs had brought a servant to the door, a 
tall hard-fisted country clown, with a livery coat put over the 
under garments of a ploughman. I requested to see the master 
of the house, but was told he was at dinner with some ‘‘ gemrnen” 
of the neighbourhood. I made known my business, and sent in 
to know if I might talk with the master about his cattle, for I 
felt a great desire to have a peep at him at his orgies. 

Word was returned that he was engaged with company, and 
could not attend to business, but that if 1 could step in and take 
a drink of something, I was heartily welcome. I accordingly 
entered the hall, where whips and hats of all kinds and shapes 
were lying* on an oaken table; two or tliree clownish servants 
were lounging about; everything had a look of confusion and 
carelessness. 

I’he apartments through which I passed had the same air of 
departed gentility and sluttish housekeeping. The once rich 
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curtains ware faded and dusty, the furniture greased and tar- 
nished. On entering the dining-room I found a number of odd, 
vulgar-looking, rustic gentlemen seated round a table on which 
were bottles, decanters, tankards, pips, and tobacco. Several 
dogs were l}’ing about the room, or sitting andwatching their mas- 
ters, and one was gnawing a bone under a side table. The master 
of the feast sat at the head of the board. He was greatly altered. 
He had grown thickset and rather gummy, with a fiery foxy 
iiead of hair. There was a singular mixture of foolishness, arro- 
gance, and conceit, in his countenance. He was dressed in a 
vulgarly fine style, with leather breeches, a red waistcoat, and 
green cant, and w^as evidently, like his guests, a little flushed 
with drinking. The whole company stared at me with a whim- 
sical muzzy look, like men whose senses were a little obfuscated 
by beer rather than wine. 

My cousin (God forgive me! the appellation sticks in my 
throat), my cousin invited me with awkward civility, or, as he 
intended it, condescension, to sit to the table and drink. We 
talked, as usual, about the weather, the crops, politics, and hard 
times. My cousin was a loud politician, and evidently accus- 
tomed to talk without contradiction at his own table. He was 
amazingly loyal, and talked of standing by the throne to the last 
guinea, as every gentleman of fortune should do.*' The village 
exciseman, who was half asleep, could just ejaculate very true” 
to every thing he said. The conversation turned upon cattle : 
he boasted of bis breed, his mode of crossing it, and of the general 
management of his estate. This unluckily drew on a history of 
the place and of the family. He spoke of my late uncle with 
the greatest irreverence, which I could easily forgive. He men- 
tioned my name, and my blood began to boil. He described 
my frequent visits to ray uncle, when I was a lad, and I found 
the vaiiet, even at that time, imp as he was, had known that he 
was to inherit the estate. He described the scene of my uncle’s 
death and the opening of the will with a degree of coarse humour 
that I had not expected from him; and, vexed as I was,. I could 
not help joining in the laugh, for I have always relished a joke, 
even though made at my own expense. He went on to speak 
of my various pursuits, my strolling freak, and that somewhat 
nettled me; at length he talked of my parents. He ridiculed 
my father; I stomached even that, though with great difficulty. 
He mentioned my^ mother with a sneer, and in an instant belay 
sprawling at my feet. 
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Here a tumult succeeded: the table was nearly overtumedi 
bottles, glasses, and tankards, rolled crashing and clattering 
about the floor. The company seized hold of both of us to keep 
us from doing any farther mischief. I struggled to get loose, 
for I was boiling with fury. My cousin defied me to strip and 
fight him on the lawn. I agreed, for I felt the strength of a 
giant in me, and I longed to pommel him soundly. 

Away then we were borne. A ring was formed. I had a 
second assigned me in true boxing style. My cousin, as he 
advanced to fight, said something about his generosity in show- 
ing me such fair play when I had made such an unprovoked 
attack upon him at his own table. Stop there,” cried 1, in a 
rage, ‘^unprovoked? know that I am John Buckthorne, and 
you have insulted the memory of my mother.” 

The lout was suddenly struck by what I said : he drew back, 
and thought for a moment. “ JSTay, damn it,” said he, “ that’s 
too much — that’s clean another thing — I’ve a mother myself— 
and no one shall speak ill of her, bad as she is.” He paused 
again: nature seemed to have a rough struggle in his rude 
bosom. “Damn it cousin,” cried he, “I’m sorry for what I 
said. Thou’st served me right in knocking me down, and I 
like thee the better for it. Here’s my hand; come and live with 
me, and damn me but the best room in the house, and the best 
horse in the stable, shall be at thy service.” 

I declare to you I was strongly moved at this instance 
of nature breaking her way through such a lump of flesh. I 
forgave the fellow in a moment his two heinous crimes, of hav- 
ing been born in w^edlock, and inheriting my estate. I shook 
the hand he offered me, to convince him that I bore him no ill- 
will; and then making my way through the gaping crowd of 
toad-eaters, bade adieu to my uncle’s domains for ever. This 
is the last I have seen or heard of rny cousin, or of the domestic 
concerns of Doubting Castle. 


THE STROLLING MANAGER. 

As I was walking one morning with Buckthorne near one of 
the principal theatres, he directed my attention to a group of 
those equivocal beings that may often be seen hovering about the 
stage doors of theatres. They were marvellously ill favoured in 
their attire, their coats buttoned up to their elfins; yet they 
wore their hats smartly on one side, and had a certain knowing, 
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dirty-gentlemaD-Iike air which is common to the subalterns of 
the drama, Buckthorne knew them well by early ex’perlence. 

These,” said he, are the ghosts of departed kings and 
heroes; fellows who sway sceptres and truncheons; command 
kingdoms and armies; and after giving away realms and trea- 
sures over night, have scarce a shilling to pay for a breakfast in 
the morning. Yet they have the true vagabond abhorrence of 
all useful and industrious employment; and they have their 
pleasures too: one of which is to lounge in this way in the sun- 
shine, at the stage door, during rehearsals, and make hackneyed 
theatrical jokes on all passers-by. Nothing is more traditional 
and legitimate than the stage. Old scenery, old clothes, old 
sentiments, old ranting, and old jokes are handed down from 
generation to generation ; and will probably continue to be so 
until time shall be no more. Every hanger-on of a theatre be- 
comes a wag by inheritance, and flourishes about at tap-rooms 
and sixpenny clubs with the property jokes of the green-room.” 

While amusing ourselves with reconnoitring this group, we 
noticed one in particular who appeared to be the oracle. He 
was a weather-beaten veteran, a little bronzed by time and beer, 
who had no doubt grown grey in the parts of robbers, cardinals, 
Roman senators, and w'alking noblemen. 

“ There is something in the set of that hat, and the turn of 
that physiognomy, that is extremely familiar to me,” said Buck- 
thorne, He looked a little closer. I cannot be mistaken,” 
added he, “ that must be my old brother of the truncheon 
Fiimsey, the tragic hero of the Strolling Company.” 

It was he in fact. The poor fellow showed evident signs that 
times went hard with him, he was so finely and shabbily dressed. 
His coat was somewhat threadbare, and of the Lord Tovvniej 
cut; single breasted, and scarcely capable of meeting in front of 
his body, which, from long intimacy, had acquired the symmetry 
and robustness of a beer barrel. He wore a pair of dingy-white 
stockinet pantaloons, wliieh had much ado to reach his waist- 
coat ; a great quantity of dirty cravat ; and a pair of old russet- 
eoloiired tragedy boots. 

When his companions, had dispersed, Buckthorne drew him 
aside, and made himself known to him. The tragic veteran 
could scarcely recognise him, or believe that he was really his 
quondam associate, little gentleman Jack.” Buckthorne in- 
vited him to a neighbouring coffee-house to talk over old times; 
and in the course of a little while we were put in possession nf 


THE STROLLING MANAGEIi, 


io4 

liis history in "brief. He had continued to act the heroes in the 
strolling company for some time after Buckthorne had left it, or 
rather had been driven from it so abruptly. At length the 
manager died, and the troop was thrown into coxifusion. Every 
one aspired to the crown, every one was for taking the lead 
and the manager’s widow, although a tragedy queen, and a 
brimstone to boot, pronounced it utterly impo.'Sible for a woman, 
to keep any control over such a set of tempestuous rascallions. 

Upon this hint I spake,” said Flimsey. I stepped forward, 
and offered tny services in the most eftectual way. They were 
accepted. In a week’s time I married the widow, and sue- "Ij 

ceeded to the throne. ‘ I'he funeral baked meats did coldly i 

furnish forth the maniage table/ as Hamlet says. But the : 

ghost of my predecessor never haunted me; and I inherited 
crowns, sceptres, bowls, daggers, and all the stage trappings J 

and trumpery, not omitting the widow, without the least moles- j 

tation. ! 

“ I now led a flourisliing life of it ; for our company was | 

pretty strong and attractive, and as my wife and I took the \ 

heavy parts of tragedy, it w^as a great saving to the treasury. | 

We carried off the palm from all the rival shows at country ''i 

fairs ; and I assure you we have even drawn full houses, and j 
been applauded by the critics at Bartlemy Fair itself, though 
we had Astley’s troop, the Irish giant, and * tiie death of Nelson’ 
in waxwork, to contend against. 

“ I soon began to experience, however, the cares of command. 

I discovered that there were cabals breaking out in the company, . 

headed by the clown, who you may recollect was a terribly i 

peevish, fractious fellow, and always in ill humour. I had a 
great mind to turn him off* at once, but I could not do without ! 

him, for there was not a droller scoundrel on the stage. His i 

very shape was comic, for he had but to turn his back upon the i 
audienee, and all the ladies were ready to die with laughing. 

He felt his importance, and took advantage of it. tie would t 
keep the audience in a continual roar, and then come behind 
the sc!ene.'*\ and fret and fume, and play the very devil. I ex- 
cused a great deal in him, however, knowing that comic actors 
are a little prone to this infirmity of temper. I 

“I had another trouble of a' nearer and dearer nature to 
struggle with, which was the afiection of my wife. As ill luck | 

would have it, she took it into her head to be very fond of me, | 

and became intolerably jealous. I could not keep a pretty girl 
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in fclie company, and hardly dared embrace an ngly one, even 
when my part required it. I have known her reduce a fine 
lady to tatters, ‘ to very rags/ as Hamlet says, in an instant, and 
destroy one of the very best dresses in the wardrobe, merely 
because she saw me kiss her at the side scenes ; though I give 
you my honour it was done merely by way of rehearsal. 

This was doubly annoying, because 1 have a natural liking 
to pretty faces, and wish to have them about me; and because 
they are indispensable to the success of a company at a fair, 
where one has to vie with so many rival theatres. But when 
once a jealous wife gets a freak in her head, there’s no use in 
talking of interest or anything else. Egad, sirs, I have more 
than once trembled when, during a fit of her tantrums, she was 
playing high tragedy, and flourishing her tin dagger on the 
stage, lest she should give way to her humour, and stab some 
fancied rival in good earnest. 

“ I went on better, however, than could be expected, con- 
sidering the weakness of my flesh, and the violence of my rib. 

I had not a much worse time of it than old Jupiter, whose spouse 
was continually ferreting out some new intrigue, and making 
the heavens almost too hot to hold him. 

“ At length, as luck would have it, we were performing at a 
country fair, when I understood the theatre of a neighbouring 
town to be vacant. I had always been desirous to be enrolled 
in a settled company, and the height of my desire was to get on 
a par with a brother-in-law, who was manager of a regular 
theatre, and who had looked down upon me. Here was an op- 
portunity not to be neglected. I concluded an agreement with 
the proprietors, and in a few days opened the theatre with great 
eclat. 

“ Behold me now at the summit of my ambition, ‘ tbe high 
top-gallant of my joy,’ as Homeo says. No longer a chieftain 
of a wandering tribe, but a monarch of a legitimate throne, and 
entitled to call even the great potentates of Covent-garden and 
Drury-lane cousins. You, no doubt, think my happiness com- 
plete. Alas, sirs ! I was one of tbe most uncomfortable dogs 
living. No one knows, who has not tried, the miseries of a 
manager; but above all, of a country manager. No one can 
conceive the contentions and quarrels within doors, the oppres- 
sions and vexations from without. I was pestered with the 
bloods and loungers of a coimtiy town, who infested my green 
room, and played the mischief among my actresses. But there 
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was no shaking them, off. It would have been ruin to affront 
them ; for though troublesome friends, they would have been 
dangerous enemies. Then there were the village critics and 
village amateurs, who were continually tormenting me with 
advice, and getting into a passion if I would not take it; 
especially the village doctor and the village attorney, who had 
both been to London occasionally, and knew what acting 
should be, 

‘‘I bad also to manage as arrant a crew of scape»graces as ever 
w^ere collected together within the walls of a theatre. I bad 
been obliged to combine my original troop with some of tho 
former troop of the theatre, who were favourites of the public. 
Here was a mixture that produced perpetual ferment. They 
were all the time either fighting or frolicking with each other, 
and I scarcely know which mood was least troublesome. If 
they quarrelled everything went wrong; and if they were 
friends, they were continually playing off some prank upon each 
other or upon me ; for I had unhappily acquired among them 
the eliaracter of an easy, good-natured fellow — the worst cha- 
racter that a manager can possess. 

Their waggery at times drove me almost crazy ; for there is 
nothing so vexatious as the hackneyed tricks and hoaxes and 
pleasantries of a veteran band of theatrical vagabonds. I relished 
them well enough, it is true, while I was merely one of the 
company, but as manager I found them detestable, They were 
incessantly bringing some disgrace upon the theatre by their 
tavern frolics, and their pranks about the country town. All 
my lectures about the importance of keeping up the dignity of 
the profession and the respectability of the company were in 
vain. The villains could not sympathise with the delicate 
feelings of a man in station. They even trifled with the serious- 
ness of stage business. I have had the whole piece interrupted, 
and a crowded audience of at least tw'enty-five pounds kept 
waiting*, because the actors had hid away the breeches of Rosa- 
lind ; and have known Hamlet to stalk solemnly on to deliver 
his soliluquy, with a dishclout pinned to his skirts. Such are 
the baleful consequences of a manager’s getting a character for 
good nature. 

“ I vra< intolerably annoyed, too, by the great actors wdio came 
down starring, as it is called, from London. Of all baneful in- 
fluences, keep me from that of a London star. A first-rate 
actress, going the rounds of the country theatres, is as bad as a 
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blazing comet whisking about the heavens, and shaking hre and 
plagues and discords from its tail. 

The moment one of these ‘heavenly bodies’ appeared in my 
horizon, I ivas sure to be in hot water. My theatre was over- 
run by provincial dandies, copper-washed counterfeits of Bond- 
street loungers, who are always proud to be in the train of an 
actress from town, and anxious to be thought on exceeding good 
terms with her. It was really a relief to me when some ran- 
dom young nobleman would come in pursuit of the bait, and 
awe all this small fry at a distance. I have always felt myself 
more at ease with a nobleman than with the dandy of a country 
town. 

“And then the injuries I suffered in my personal dignity and 
my managerial authority from the visits of these great London 
actors! ^Sblood, sir, I was no longer master of myself on my 
throne. I was hectored and lectured in my own green -room, 
and made an absolute nincompoop on my own stage. There is 
ao tyrant so absolute and capricious as a London star at a 
country theati'e. I dreaded the sight of all of them ; and yet if 
I did not engage them, I was sure of having the public clamorous 
against me. They drew full houses, and appeared to be making 
iny fortune; but they swallowed up all the profits by their 
insatiable demands. They were absolute tape-worms to my 
little theatre ; the more it took in the poorer it grew. They were 
sure to leave me with an exhausted public, empty benches, and 
a score or two of affronts to settle among the town’s folk, in 
consequence of misunderstandings about the taking of places. 

“ But the worst thing I had to undergo in my managerial 
career was patronage, Ob, sir! of all things deliver me from 
the patronage of the great people of a country town. It was 
my ruin. You must know that this town, though small, was 
filled with feuds, and parties, and great folks; being a busy 
little trading and manufacturing town. The mischief was that 
their greatness was of a kind not to be settled by reference to 
the court calendar, or college of heraldry; it wms therefore the 
most quarrelsome kind of greatness in existence. Y’ou smile, 
sir, but let me tell you there are no feuds more furious than the 
frontier feuds which take place in these ‘ debatable lands' of 
gentility. The most violent dispute that I ever knew in high 
^ life was one which occurred at a country town, on a question of 
I precedence between the ladies of a manu&cturer of pins and a * 
If manufecturer of needles. 
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‘‘At tlie to^m wliere I was situated there were perpetual alter- 
cations of* the kind. The head manufacturer’s ladjj for insi^ance, 
'was at daggers-drawings with the head shopkeeper’s, and both 
w'ere too rich and had too many friends to be treated lightly 
The doctors’ and lawyers’ ladies held their heads still higher; 
but they in tlieir turn were kept in cliecdc by the wife of a 
country banker, who kept her own carriage; while a masculine 
widow of cracked character and second-hand fashion, who lived 
in a large house, and claimed to be in some way related to 
nobility, looked dowm upon them all. To be sure her manners 
were not over elegant, nor her fortune over large ; but then, 
sir, her blood — oh, her blood carried it all hollow ; there was no 
withstanding a woman with such blood in her veins. 

“ After all, her claims to high connexion \vere questioned, and 
she had frequent battles for precedence at balls and assemblies 
with some of the sturdy dames of the neighbourhood, who stood 
upon their wealth and their virtue ; but tlien she had two clash- 
ing daughters, who dressed as fine as dragons, had as high 
blood as their mother, and seconded lier in everything: so they 
curried their point with high heads, and everybody hated, abused, 
and stood in awe of the Fantadlius. 

“ Such was the state of the fashionable world in this self-im- 
portant little towm. Unluckily, I was not as well acquainted 
with its politics as I should have been. I had found myself a 
stranger and in great perplexities during my first Season; I de- 
termined, therefore, to put myself under the patronage of some 
powerful name, and thus to take the field with the prejudices of 
tlie public in my favour. I cast round my thoughts for the pur- 
pose, and in an evil hour they fell upon Mrs. Fantadlin. No one 
seemed to me to have a more absolute sway in the world of fashion. 
I had always noticed that her party slammed the box door the 
loudest at the theatre; that her daughters entered like a tem- 
pest with a flutter of red shawls and feathers ; had most beaux 
attending on them ; talked and laughed during the perFormance, 
and used quizzing glasses incessantly. The first evening of iny 
theatre’s reopening, therefore, was antiounced in staring capitals 
on the play-bills, as under the patronage of ‘The Honourable 
Mrs. Fantadlin.’ 

Sir, the whole community flew to arms ! Presume to patro- 
nise the theatre! Insufferable! And then for me to dare to 
term her ‘The Honourable!’ What claim had she to the 
title, forsooth ! The fashionable world had long groaned under 
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tlie tyranny, of tlie Fantadlins, and were glad to make a common 
€at 4 se against this new instance of assumption. All minor feuds 
. were forgotten. The doctor’s lady and the lawyer s lady met 
together, and the manufacturer's lady and the shopkeeper's lady 
kissed each other ; and all, headed by the banker s lady, voted 
tlie theatre a hore^ and determined to encourage nothing but the 
Indian Jugglers and Mr. Walker’s Eidouranion. 

Such was the rock on which I split. I never got over the 
patronage of the Fantadlin family. My house was deserted; 
my actors grew discontented because they were ill-paid; my 
door became a hammering place for every bailiff in the country; 
and my wile became more and more shrewish and tormenting 
the more I wanted comfort. 

I tried for a time the usual consolation of a harassed and hen- 
pecked man: I took to the bottle, and tried to tipple away my 
cares, but in vain. I don’t mean to decry the bottle; it is tio 
doubt an excellent remedy in many cases, but it did not answer 
in mine. It cracked my voice, coppered my nose, but neither 
improved my wife nor my affairs. My establishment became a 
scene of confusion and peculation. I was considered a ruined 
man, and of course fair game for every one to pluck at, as every 
one piunderS’*a sinking ship. Day after day some of the troop 
deserted, and like deserting soldiers carried off their arms and 
accoutrements with them. In this manner my wardrobe took 
legs and w^aiked away, my finery strolled all over tlm country, 
my swords and daggers glittered in every barn, until, at last, my 
tailor made ^ one fell swoop,’ and carried off three dress coats, 
half a dozen doublets, and nineteen pair of flesh-coloured panta- 
loons. This was the ‘ be all and the end all’ of my fortune. I 
no longer hesitated what to do. Egad, thouglit I, since stealing 
is the order of the day, I’ll steal too; so I secretly gathered to- 
gether the jewels of ray wardrobe, packed up a hero’s dress in a 
handkerchief, slung it on the end of a tragedy ^word, and quietly 
stole off at dead of night, ^ the bell then beating one,’ leaving 
my queen and kingdom to the mercy of my rebellious subjects, 
and my merciless foes the bumbailiffs. 

Such, sir, was the ‘ end of all my greatness.’ I was heartily 
cured of ail passion for governing, and returned once more into 
the ranks. 1 had for some time the usual run of an actoi‘’s life: 

I played in various country theatres, at fairs, and in barns; some- 
times hard pushed, sometimes flush, until, on one occasion, I 
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came within an ace of making- my fortune, and becoming one of 
the wonders of the age. 

‘‘ I was playing the part of Richard the Third in a country barn, 
and in my best st}de, for, to tell the truth, 1 -was a little in liquor, 
and the critics of the company always observed that I played 
with most effect when I had a glass too much. There was a 
thunder of a})plause when I came to that part where Richard 
cries for ‘ahorse! a horse!’ My cracked voice had always a 
wonderful effect here; it was like two voices run into one; you 
would have thought two men had been calling for a horse, or 
that Richard had called for two horses. And when I flung the 
taunt at Richmond, ‘ Richard is hoarse with calling thee to 
arms/ 1 thought the barn would have come down about my ears 
with the raptures of tlie audience. 

“ The very next morning a person waited upon me at my lodg- 
ings; I saw at once he was a gentleman by his cli'ess, for he had 
a large brooch in his bosom, thick rings on his fingers, and used 
a quizzing glass. And a gentleman he proved to be, for I soon 
ascertaiiied tliat he was a kept author, or kind of literary tailor 
to one of the great London theatres; one who worked under the 
manager’s directions, and cut up and cut down plays, and patched 
and pieced, and new faced, and turned them inside out; in short, 
lie was one of the readiest and greatest writers of the day. 

“ He was now on a foraging excursion in quest of something 
that might be got up for a prodigy. The theatre, it seems, was 
in desperate condition — ^nothing but a miracle could save it. He 
had seen me act Richard the night before, and had pitched upon 
me for that miracle. I had a remarkable bluster in my style 
and swagger in my gait; I certainly differed from all other heroes 
of the barn; so the thought struck the agent to bring me out as 
a theatrical wonder, as the restorer of natural and legitimate 
acting, as the only one who could understand and act Shakspeare 
rightly. 

‘‘ Wlien he opened his plan I shrunk from it -with becoming 
modesty, for, well as I thought of myself^ I doubted my compe” 
tency to such an undertaking. 

“ I hinted at my imperfect knowledge of Shakspeare, having 
played Ms characters only after mutilated copies, interlarded 
with a great deal of my own talk by way of helping memory or 
heightening the effect. 

“ ‘ So much the better/ cried the gentleman with rings on hb^ 
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iiii^ers; ^so mucli the better. New readings; sir!— new read- 
ings! Don’t study a line— let us have Shakspeare after your 
own fashion.’ — ^But then my voice was cracked; it could not 
till a London theatre.’ — ‘ So much the better ! so much the 
better! The public is tired of intonation — the ore rotundo has 
had its day. No, sir, your cracked voice is the very thing— 
spit and splutter, and snap and snarl, and play the very dog” 
about the stage, and you’ll be the making of us.’ 

“ ^ But then,’ — I could not help blushing to the end of my very 
nose as I said, it, hut I was determined to be candid; — ^but 
then,’ added 1, Hhere is one awkward circumstance; I have an 
unlucky habit — my misfortunes, and the exposures to which one 
is subjected in country barns, have obliged me now^ and then to 
— to — take a drop of something comfortable — and so — and 
SQ ’ — ‘What I you drink ?’ cried the agent, eagerly. 

“ I bowed my head in blushing acknowledgment. — ‘ So much 
the better ! so much the better ! The irregularities of genius ! 
A sober fellow is common- place. The public like an actor that 
drinks. Give me your hand, sir. You’re the very man to make 
a dash with.’ 

I still bung back with lingering diffidence, declaring myself 
unworthy of such praise. — ‘ ’Sblood, man,’ cried he, ‘ no praise 
at all. You don’t imagine I think you a wonder ; I only want 
the public to think so. Nothing is so easy as to gull the public, 
if you only set up a prodigy. Common talent anybody can 
measure by common rule ; but a prodigy sets all rule and measure- 
ment at dedance.’ 

These words opened my eyes in an instant; we now came to 
a proper understanding ; less flattering, it is true, to my vanity, 
but much more satisfactory to my judgment. 

It was agreed that I should make my appearance before a 
London audience, as a dramatic sun just bursting from behind 
the clouds: one that was to banish all the lesser lights and false 
fires off the stage. Every precaution was to be taken to possess 
the public mind at every avenue. The pit was to be packed with 
sturdy clappers ; the newspapers secured by vehement puffers ; 
every theatrical resort to be haunted by hireling talkers. In a 
word, every engine of theatrical humbug was to be put in action. 
Wherever 1 differed from former actors, it was to be maintained 
that I was right and they were wrong. If I ranted, it was to be 
pure passion; if I were vulgar, it \vas to be pronounced a familiar 
touch of natui'e; if I made any queer blunder, it was to be a new 
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reading. If my voice cracked, or I got out in my part, I was only 
to bounce, and grin, and snarl at the audience, and make any 
horrible grimace that came into my head, and my admirers were 
to call it ‘ a great point,’ and to fail back and shout and yell 
with rapture. 

^ In short, ^ said the gentleman with the quizzing glass, 
‘ strike out boldly and bravely : no matter how or what you do, 
so that it be but odd and strange. If you do but escape pelting 
tlie first night, your fortune and the fortune of the theatre is 
made.’ 

^‘I set off for London, therefore, in company with the kept 
author, full of new plans and new hopes. I was to be the re- 
^orer of Siiakspeare and Nature, and the legitimate drama; my 
'v^ery swagger was to be heroic, and my cracked voice the standard 
of elocution. Alas, sir, my usual luck attended me : before I 
arrived at the metropolis a rival wonder had appeared, a woman 
who could dance tlie slack rope, and run up a cord from the stage 
to the gallery with fireworks all round her. She was seized on 
by the manager witli avidity. She was the saving of the great 
national theatre for the season. Nothing was talked of but Ma- 
dame Saqui’s fireworks and flesh-coloured pantaloons ; and Na- 
ture, Shakspeare, the legitimate di*ama, and poor Pillgarlick, 
were completely left in the lurch. 

“ When Madame Saqui’s performance grew stale, other wonders 
succeeded ; horses, and harlequinades, and mummery of all kinds; 
until another dramatic prodigy was brought forward to play the 
very game for which I had been intended. I called upon the 
kept author for an explanation, but he was deeply engaged in 
writing a melodrama or a pantomime, and was extremely testy on 
being interrupted in his studies. However, as the theatre was 
in some measure pledged to provide for me, the manager acted, 
according to the usual phrase, Hike a man of honour,’ and I 
received an appointment in the corps. It had been a turn of a 
die whether 1 should be Alexander the Great or Alexander the 
coppersmith — the latter carried it. I could not be put at the 
head of the drama, so I was put at the tail of it. In other 
w'ords, I was enrolled among the number of what are called 
useful men; those who enact soldiers, senators, and Banquo’s 
shadowy line. I was perfectly satisfied with my lot, for I have 
always been a bit of a philosopher. If my situation was not 
splendid, it at least was secure ; and in fact, I have seen half a 
dozen prodigies appear, dazzle, burst like bubbles, and pass away ; 
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and yet here I am, snug, unenvied, and unmolested, at the foot 
of the profession. 

^‘No, no, you may smile; but let me tell you, we useful men 
are the only comfortable actors on the stage. We are safe fiom 
hisses, and below the hope of applause. We fear not the success 
of rivals, nor dread the critic’s pen. So long as we get the words 
of our parts, and they are not often many, it is all we care for. 
We have our own merriment, our own friends, and our own ad" 
mirers — for every actor has his friends and admirers, from the 
highest to the lowest. The first--rate actor dines with the noble 
amateur, and entertains a fashionable table with scraps and songs 
and theatrical slipslop. The second-rate actors have their second- 
rate friends and admiress, with whom they ]ikev%dse spout tragedy 
and talk slipslop — and so down even to us, who have our friends 
and admirers among spruce clerks and aspiring apprentices — 
%vho treat us to a dinner now and then, and enjoy at tenth hand 
the same scraps and songs and slipslop that have been served up 
by our more fortunate brethren at the tables of the great. 

I now, for the first time in my theatrical life, experience what 
true pleasure is. I have known enough of notoriety to pity the 
poor devils who are called favourites of the public. I would 
rather be a kitten in the arms of a spoiled child, to be one mo- 
ment patted and pampered, and the next moment thumped over 
the head with the spoon. I smile to see our leading actors fret- 
ting themselves with envy and jealousy about a trumpery re- 
nown, questionable in its quality, and uncertain in its duration. 

I laugh, too, though of course in my sleeve, at the bustle and 
importance, and trouble and perplexities of our manager — who 
is harassing himself to death in the hopeless eifort to please 
everybody. 

I have found among my fellow subalterns two or three quon- 
dam managers, who, like myself, have wielded the sceptres of 
country theatres, and we have many a sly joke together at the 
expense of the manager and the public. Sometimes, too, we 
meet, like deposed and exiled kings, talk over the events of our 
respective reigns, moralise over a tankard of ale, and laugh at 
the humbug of the great and little world ; which, I take it, is 
the essence of practical pliilosophy,” 

Thus end the anecdotes of Buckthome and his friends. It 
giieves me much that I could not procure from him further par- 
ticulars of his history, and especially of that part of it which 
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passed in town. He had evidently seen much of literai’y life ; 
and, as he had never risen to eminence in letters, and yet was 
hee from the gall of disappointment, I had hoped to gain some 
candid intelligence concerning bis contemporaries. The testi- 
mony of such an honest chronicler would have been particularly 
valuable at the present time ; when, owing to the extreme fe- 
cundity of the press, and the thousand anecdotes, criticisms, and 
biographical sketches that are daily poured forth concerning 
public characters, it is extremely difficult to get at any truth 
concerning them. 

He was always, however, excessively reserved and fastidious 
on this point, at which I very much wondered, authors in general 
appearing to think each other fair game, and being ready to 
serve each other up for the amusement of the public. A few 
mornings after our heai'ing the history of the ex- manager, I 
was surprised by a visit from Buckthorne before I was out of 
bed. He was dressed for travelling. 

Give me joy ! give me joy!’’ said he, rubbing his hands 
with the utmost glee, ‘‘my great expectations are realised!” I 
gazed at him with a look of wonder and inquiry, My booby 
cousin is dead!” cried he; “may he rest in peace! He nearly 
broke his neck in a fall from his horse in a fox-chase. By good 
luck, he lived long enough to make his will. He has made me 
his heir, partly out of an odd feeling of . retributive justice, and 
partly because, as he says, none of his own family or friends 
know how to enjoy such an estate. I’m off to the country, to 
take possession. I’ve done with authorship. That for the cri- 
tics!” said he, snapping his fingers. “ Come down to Doubting 
Castle when I get settled, and, egad, Fll give you a rouse.” So 
saying, he shook me heartily by the hand, and bounded off in 
high spirits. 

A long time elapsed before I heard from him again. Indeed, 
it was but lately that I received a letter written in the happiest 
of moods. He was getting the estate into fine order; every 
thing went to his wishes; and what was more, he was married 
to Sacharissa, who it seems had always entertained an ardent 
though secret attachment for him, which he fortunately dis- 
covered just after coming to his estate. 

“ I find,” said he, “ you are a little given to the sin of author- 
ship, which I renounce: if the anecdotes I have given you of my 
story are of any interest, you may make use of them ; hut come 
down to Doubting Castle, and see how^ w'e live, and 1 11 give you 
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my wliole London life over a social glass ; and a rattling history 
it shall be about authors and reviewers/’ If ever I visit Doubt- 
ing Castle and get the history he promises, the public shall be 
sure to hear of it. 


PART III. 

THE ITALIAN BANDITTI. 


THE INN AT TERRACINA. 

Crack! crack! crack! crack! crack! “Here comes the 
estafette from Naples,” said mine host of the inn at Terracina ; 
“ bring out the relay.” 

The estafette came gallopingup the road according to custom, 
brandishing- over his head a short diandled whip, with a long-, 
knotted lash, every smack of which made a report like a pistol. 
He was a tight, square-set young fellow, in the usual uniform. 
A smart blue coat, ornamented with facings and gold lace, but 
so short behind as to reach scarcely below his waistband, and 
cocked up not unlike the tail of a wren ; a cocked hat, edged 
with gold lace ; a pair of stiff riding boots *, but instead of the 
usual leathern breeches, he had a fragment of a pair of drawers, 
that scarcely furnished an apology for modesty to hide behind. 

The estafette galloped up to the door, and jumped from his 
horse. 

“A glass ofrosolio, a fresh horse, and a pair of breeches,” 
said he, “ and quickly : per Vamor di Dio, I am behind my time, 
and must be off !” — “ San Gennaro !” replied the host ; “ why, 
where hast thou left thy garment?” — “Among- the robbers be- 
tween this and Fondi.” — “What, rob an estafette! I never 
heard of such folly. What could they hope to get from thee?” 
— “ My leather breeches I” replied the estafette. “ They were 
bran new, and shone like gold, and hit the fancy of the captain.” 

Well, these fellows grow worse and worse. To meddle 
with an estafette! and that merely for the sake of a pair of 
leather breeches I” 

The robbing of a government messenger seemed to strike the 
host wdth more astonishment than any other enormity that had 
taken place on the road; and, indeed, it was the first time so 
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wanton an outrage had been coninntted ; the robbers generally 
taking care not to meddle with anything belonging to govern- 
ment. 

The estafette was by this time equipped, for he had not lost 
an instant m making his preparations while talking The relay 
was ready ; the rosolio tossed off ; he grasped the reins and the 
stirrup. 

Were there- many robbers in the band ?’’ said a handsome, 
dark, young man, stepping forward from the door of the inn. — 
'^‘As formidable a band as ever I saw,” said the estafette, springing 
into the saddle, — “ Are they cruel to ti’avellers ?” said a young 
beautiful Venetian lady, who had been hanging on tlie gentlem an’s 
a™. — “Cruel, signora!” echoed the estafette, giving a glance 
at the lady as he put spurs to his horse. “ Corpo del Bacco ! 

They stiletto all the men; and, as to the women ” Crack! 

crack! crack! crack! crack! The last words were drowned in 
the smacking of the wdiip, and away galloped the estafette 
along the road to the Pontine Marshes.- — “Holy Virgin!” 
ejaculated the fair Venetian ; “ what will become of us !” 

The inn of wliich "vve are speaking stands just outside of the 
walls of Terracina, under a vast precipitous height of rocks, 
crowned with the ruins of the castle of Theodoric the Goth. 
The situation of Terracina is remarkable. It is a little, ancient, 
lazy Italian town, on the frontiers of the Roman territory, 
Tliere seems to be an idle pause in everything about the place. 
The Mediterranean spreads before it — that sea without flux or 
reflux. The port is without a sail, excepting that once in a 
while a solitary felucca may be seen disgorging its holy cargo 
of baccala, the meagre provision for the quaresima, or Lent. 
The inhabitants are apparently a listless, heedless race, as people 
of soft, sunny climates are apt to be ; but under this passive, 
indolent exterior are said to lurk dangerous qualities. They are 
supposed by many to be little better than the banditti of the neigh- 
bouring mountains, and indeed to liold a secret correspondence 
with them. The solitary watch-towers, erected here and there 
along the coast, speak of pirates and coi’sairs that hover about 
these shores; while the lo\v huts, as stations for soldiers, which 
dot the distant road, as it winds up through an olive grove, 
intimate ^hat in the ascent there is danger for the traveller and 
facility for the bandit. Indeed, ifc is between this town and 
Fondi that the road to Naples is most infested by banditti. It 
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lias several winding and solitary places, where the robbers are 
enabled to see the traveller from a distance, from the brows of 
hills or impending- precipices, and to lie in wait for him at lonely 
and difBcult passes. 

The Italian robbers are a desperate class of men that have al- 
most formed themselves into an order of society. They wear a 
kind of uniform, or rather costume, wdiich openly designates their 
profession. This is probably done to diminish its sculldng, law- 
less character, and to give it something of a military air in the 
eyes of the common people ; or, perhaps, to catch by outward 
show and finery the fancies of the young men of the villages, 
and thus to gain recruits. Their dresses are often very rich and 
picturesque. They wear jackets and breeches of bright colours, 
sometimes gaily embroidered; their breasts are covered with 
medals and relics; their hats are broad brimmed, with conical 
crowns, decorated with feathers, or variously coloured ribands; 
their hair is sometimes gathered in silk nets ; they wear a kind 
of sandal of cloth or leatlmr, bound round the legs with thongs, 
and extremely fle?dble, to enable them to scramble with ease and 
celerity among the mountain precipices ; a broad belt of cloth, 
or a sash of silk net, is stuck full of pistols and stilettos ; a ear- 
ly! ne is slung at the back, while about them is generally thrown, 
in a negligent manner, a great dingy mantle, which serves as a 
protection in storms, or a bed in their bivouacs among the moun- 
tains. 

They range over a great extent of wild country, along the 
chain of Apennines bordering on different states ; they know all 
the difficult passes, the short cuts for retreat, and the impracti- 
cable forests of the mountain summits, where no force dare follow 
them. They are secure of the good-will of the inhabitants of 
those regions, a poor and semi-harbarous race, whom they never 
disturb and often enrich. Indeed, they are considered as a sort 
of illegitimate heroes among the mountain villages, and in certain 
frontier towns, where they dispose of their plunder. Thus counte- 
nanced, and sheltered and -secure in the fastnesses of their moun- 
tains, the robbers' have set the weak police of the Italian states 
at defiance. It is in vain tliat their names and descriptions are 
posted on the doors of country churches, and rewards offered for 
them alive or dead ; the villagers are either too much a^wed by 
the terrible instances of vengeance inflicted by the brigands, or 
have too good an understanding with them to be their betrayers. 

It is true they are now and then hunted and shot down like 
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beasts of prey by tbe gendarmes, their heads put in iron cages 
and stuck upon posts by the road-side, or their limbs hung up 
to blacken in the trees near the places where they have committed 
their atrocities ; but these ghastly spectacles only serve to make 
some dreary pass of the road still more dreary, and to dismay the 
traveller without deterring the bandit. 

At the same time that the estafette made the sudden appear-^ 
ance, almost in cuerpo, as has been mentioned, the audacity of 
th.e robbers had risen to an unparalleled height. They had laid 
villas under contribution, they had sent messages into country 
towns, to tradesmen aiid rich burghers, demanding supplies of 
money, of clothing, or even of luxuries, with menaces of venge- 
ance in case of refusal ; they had their spies and emissaries in 
every town, village, and inn, along- the principal roads, to give 
them notice of the movements and quality of travellers. They 
had plundered carriages, carried peojile of rank and fortune into 
the mountains, and obliged them to write for heavy ransoms, 
and had committed outrages on females who had fallen into 
their hands. 

Such was briefly the state of the robbers, or rather such was 
the amount of the rumours prevalent concerning tliem, when the 
scene took place at the inn of Terracina. The dark handsome 
young man and the Venetian lady incidentally mentioned, had 
arrived early that afternoon in a private carriage drawn by 
mules, and attended by a single servant. They had been re^ 
centiy married, were spending the honeymoon in travelling- 
through these delicious countries, and were on their way to visit 
a rich aunt of the bride’s at Naples. 

The lady was young, and tender, and timid. The stories she 
had heard along the road had filled her with apprehension, not 
more for herself than for herliusband; for though she had been 
married almost a month, she still loved him almost to idolatry. 
When she reached Terracina, the rumours of the road had in- 
creased to an alarming magnitude ; and the sight of two rob- 
bers’ skulls, grinning in iron cages, on each side of the old gate- 
way of the town, brought her to a pause. Her husband had 
tried in vain to reassure her ; they had lingered all the afternoon 
at the inn until it was too late to think of starting that evening, 
and the parting words of the estafette completed her affright. 
‘‘ Let us return to Rome,” said she, putting her arm within her 
husband’s, and drawdng towards him as if for protection, “ Let 
us return to Rome, and give up this visit to Naples.” — And 






give up the visit to youi' aunt, too said the husband. — Nay, 
what is my aunt in comparison with your safety?” said she, 
looking up tenderly in his face. There was something in her 
tone and manner that showed she really was thinking more of 
her husband^s safety at that moment than of her own ; and being 
so recently married, and a match of pure affection too, it is very 
possible that she was ; at least her husband thought so. Indeed, 
any one who has heard the sweet musical tone of a Venetian 
voice, and the melting tenderness of a Venetian phrase, and felt 
the soft witchery of a Venetian eye, wmold not wonder at the 
husband’s believing whatever they professed. He clasped the 
white hand that had been laid within his, put his arm round her 
slender waist, and drawing her fondly to his bosom, This night, 
at least,” said he, ‘‘ we will pass at Terracina.” 

Crack ! crack I crack I crack 1 crack ! Another apparition of 
the road attracted the attention of mine host and his guests. 
From the direction of the Tontine Marshes a carriage drawn by 
half a dozen horses came driving at a furious rate; the postilions 
smacking their whips like mad, as is the case when conscious of 
the greatness or of the munificence of their fare. It was a lan- 
daulet, with a servant mounted on the dickey. The compact, 
highly finished, yet proudly simple construction of the carriage, 
the quantity of neat, well-arranged trunks and conveniences ; 
the loads of box-coats on the dickey ; the fresh, burly, bluff- 
looking face of the master at the window; and the ruddy, round- 
headed servant, in close-cropped hair, short coat, drab breeches, 
and long gaiters, all proclaimed at once that this was the equi- 
page of an Englishman. 

“ Horses to Fondi,” said the Englishman, as the landlord came 
bowing to the carriage c]oor,~~‘® W ould not his Eccellenza alight 
and take some I'efreshment ?” — “No; he did not mean to eat 
until he got to Fondi.” — “But the horses will be some time in 
getting ready.” — “Ah! that’s always the way; nothing but 
delay in this cursed country.” — “ If his Eccellenza would only 

w'lilk into the house ” — “No, no, no! — I tell you no! I 

want nothing but horses, and as quick as possible. John, see 
that the horses are got ready, and don^t let us be kept here an 
hour or twm. Tell him if we*re delayed over the time I’ll lodge 
a complaint wdth the postmaster.” John touched his hat, and 
set od* to obey his master s orders with the taciturn obedience of 
an English servant. 

In the mean time, the Englishman got out of the carriage and 
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walked up and down before tke imi with his hands in his pockets, 
taking no notice of the crowd of idlers who \vere gaxing at him 
and his equipage. He was tall, stout, and well made ; dre.'sscd 
with neatness and precision ; wore a travelling-cap of the colour 
of gingerbread; and had rather an unhappy expression about 
the corners of his mouth ; partly from not having yet made 
his dinner, and partly from not having been able to get on at a 
greater rate than seven miles an hour ; not that he had any 
other cause for haste than an Englishman’s usual hurry to get 
to the end of a journey : or, to use the regular ]jhi‘ase, “ to get 
on.” Perhaps too he was a little sore from having been fleeced 
at every stage of his journey. 

After some time, the servant returned from the stable with a 
look of some perplexity. 

Are the horses ready, John ?” — “ No, sir — I never saw such 
a place. There’s no getting anything done, I think your 
honour had better step into the house and get something to eat ; 

it will be a long while before we get to Fundy.” — D n the 

house — it’s a more trick — Pil not eat anything, just to spite 
them,” said the Englishman, still more crusty at the prospect of 
being so long without his dinner. — “ They say your honour’s 
very wrong,” said John, ‘‘ to set off at this late. hour. The road’s 
full of highw\aymen.” — Mere tales to get custom,” — “ The 
estafette wliich passed us was stopped by a whole gang,” said 
John, increasing his emphasis with each additional piece of in- 
formation. — ‘‘I don’t believe a word of it.” — ‘‘They robbed 
him of his breeches,” said John, giving, at the same time, a 
hitch to his own waistband. — “ All humbug I” 

Here the dark handsome young man stepped forward, and 
addressing the Englishman very politely, in broken English, 
invited him to partake of a repast he was about to make. 

“ Thank’ ee,” said the Englishman, thrusting his hands deeper 
into his pockets, and casting a slight side glance of suspicion at 
the young man, as if he thought, from his civility, he must have 
a design upon his purse. 

“We shall be most happy if you will do us that favour,” said 
the lady in her soft Venetian dialect. There was a sweetness in 
her accents that was most persuasive. The Englishuian cast a 
look upon her countenance ; her beauty 'was still more eloquent. 
His features instantly relaxed. He made a polite bow, “With 
great pleastu’e, signora,” said he. 
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In sliort, eag’eriiess to get on’* was suddenly slackened ; 
tlie determination to famish himself as far as Fondi, by way of 
punishing the landlord, was abandoned; John chose an apart- 
ment in the inn for his master’s reception, and preparations were 
made to remain there until morning. 

The carriage was unpacked of such of its contents as were in- 
dispensable for the night. There was the usual parade of trunks 
and writing desks, and portfolios and dressing-boxes, and those 
other oppressive conveniences which burden a comfortable man. 
Tlie observant loiterers about the inn door, wrapped up in great 
dirt- coloured cloaks, ’with only a hawk’s eye uncovered, made 
many remarks to each other on this quantity of luggage that 
seemed enoiigli for an army. And the domestics of the inn talked 
with wonder of the splendid dressing-case, with its gold and 
silver furnitui’e, that was spread out on the toilet- table, and the 
bag of gold that chinked as it was taken out of the trunk. The 
strange milor's wealth, and the treasures he canned about him, 
were the talk, that evening, over all Terracina. 

The Englishman took some time to make his ablutions and 
arrange his dress for table, and, after considerable labour and 
effort in putting himself at his ease, made his appearance, with 
stiff white cravat, his clothes free from the least speck of dust, 
and adjusted with precision. lie made a civil bow on entering, 
in the unprofessing English way, w'hich the fair Venetian, ac- 
customed to the complimentary salutations of the continent, con- 
sidered extremely cold. 

The supper, as it was termed by the Italian, or dinner, as the 
Englishman called it, w'as now served; heaven and earth, and 
the waters under the earth, had been moved to furnish it; for 
there w^ere birds of the air, and beasts of the field, and fish of 
the sea. The Englishman’s servant, too, had turned the kit- 
chen topsy-turvy in his zeal to cook his master a beefsteak, and 
made his appearance, loaded with ketchup, and soy, and Cay- 
enne pepper, and Harvey sauce, and a bottle of port wine, from 
that warehouse, the carriage, in which his master seemed de- 
sirous of carrying England about the world with him. Indeed, 
the repast was one of those Italian farragoes which require a 
little qualifying. The tureen of soup ’was a black sea, with 
livers, and limbs, and fragments of all kinds of birds and 
beasts floating like wrecks about it. A meagre-winged animal, 
which mine host called a delicate chicken, had evidently died of a 
consumption. The macaroni was smoked. The beefsteak was 
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tough buffalo’s flesh. There was what appeared to be a dish of 
stewed eels, of which the Englishman ate with great relish ; but 
had nearly refunded them when told that they were vipers, 
caught among the rocks of Terracina, and esteemed a gieat 
delicacy. 

There is nothing, however, that conquers a traveller’s spleen 
sooner than eating, whatever may be the cookery ; and nothing 
brings him into good humour with his company sooner than 
eating together; the Englishman, therefore, had not half finished 
his repast and his bottle, before he began to think the Venetian 
a very tolerable fellow for a foreigner, and his wife almost hand- 
some enough to be an Englishwoman. 

In the course of the repast, the usual topics of travellers were 
discussed, and among others, the reports of robbers, wdiich 
harassed the mind of the fair Venetian. The landlord and 
waiter dipped into the conversation with that Ihmiliarity per- 
mitted on the continent, axid served up so many bloody tales as 
they served up the dishes, that they almost fjightened away the 
poor lady’s appetite. 

The Englishman, who had a national antipathy to every tlxirig 
that is technically called “ humbug,” listened to them all with a 
certain screw of the mouth, expressive of incredulity. There 
was the well-known story of the school of Terracina, captured 
by the robbers; and one of the students coolly massacred, in order 
to bring the parents to terms for the i*ansom of the rest. And 
another, of a gentleman of Rome, who received his son’s ear in 
a letter, with information that his son would he remitted to him 
in this way, by instalments, until he paid the required ransom. 

The fair Venetian shuddered as she heard these tales : the 
landlord, like a true narrator of the terrible, doubled the dose 
when he saw how it operated. He was just proceeding to relate 
the misfortunes of a great English lord and his family, wdien the 
Englishman, tired of his volubility, interrupted him, and pro- 
nounced these accounts to be mere travellers’ tales, or the exag- 
gerations of ignorant peasants and designing inn -keepers. The 
landloi’d was indignant at the doubt levelled at his stories, and 
the innuendo levelled at his cloth ; he cited, in corroboration, half 
a dozen tales still more terrible. 

I don’t believe a word of them,” said the Englishman. — 
But the robbers have been tried and executed/’ — All a farce!” 
— But their heads are stuck up along the road !” — Old skulls 
accumulated during a centoy.” 
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The landlord muttered to himself as he went out at the door, 

San Gemiaro 1 quanto sono slngolari questi Inglesi!” 

A fresh hubbub outside of the hin announced the arrival of 
more travellers ; and from the variety of voices, or rather of 
clamours, the clattering of hoofs, the rattling of wheels, and the 
general uproar both within and without, the arrival seemed to be 
numerous. 

It was, in fact, the procaccio and its convoy ; a kind of 
caravan which sets out on certain days for the transportation of 
merchandise, with an escort of soldiery to protect it from the 
robbers. Travellers avail themselves of its protection, and a 
Jong file of carriages generally accompany it. A considerable 
time elapsed before either landlord or waiter returned, being 
hurried hither and thither by that tempest of noise and bustle 
which takes place in an Italian inn on the arrival of any con- 
siderable accession of custom. When mine host re-appeared, 
there was a smile of triumph on his countenance. 

‘‘ Perhaps,” said lie, as he cleared the table, “ perhaps the 
signor has not heard of what has happened.^” — What?” said 
the Englishman, dryly. — Why, the procaccio has brought ac- 
counts of fresh exploits of the robbers.” — “ Pish !” — “ There's 
more news of the English Milor and his family,” said the host, 
exultingly. — An English lord ? Wliat English lord ?” — 

Milor Popkin.” — Lord Popkins ? I never heard of such a 
title !” — ‘‘ O sicuro ! a great nobleman, who passed through 
here lately with mi ladi and her daughters. A magnifico, one 
of the grand counsellors of London, an almanno 1” — “ Almanno 
— almanno? — tut— he means alderman.” — Sicuro— Alder- 
manno Popkin, and the Principessa Popkln, and the Signorine 
Popkin!” said mine host, triumphantly. 

He now put himself into an attitude, and -would have 
launched into a full detail, had he not been thwarted by the 
Englishman, who seemed determined neither to credit nor indulge 
him in his stories, but dryly motioned for him to clear away the 
table. 

An Italian tongue, however, is not easily checked: that of 
mine host continued to wag with increasing volubility as he' 
conveyed the relics of the repast out of the room; and the 
last tljat could be distinguished of his voice, as it died away 
along the corridor, was the iteration of the favourite word, 
Popkin — Popkin — Popkin — pop — pop — ^pop. 

The arrival of the procaccio had, indeed, filled the house with 
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stories, as it had with guests. The Engiishman and his com- 
panions walked after supper up and down the large hall, or 
common room of the inn, which ran through the centre of the 
building. It was spacious and somewhat dirty, with tables 
placed in various parts, at which groups of travellei’s were seated: 
while others strolled about, waiting, in famished impatience, for 
their evening’s meal. 

It was a heterogeneous assemblage of people of all ranks and 
countries, who had arrived in all kind of vehicles. Though 
distinct knots of travellers, yet the travelling together, under 
one common escort, had jumbled them into a certain degree of 
companionship on the road: besides, on the continent travellers 
are always familiar, and nothing is more motley than the groups 
which gather casually togetlier in sociable conversation in the 
public rooms of inns. Tiie formidable number, and foi'midahle 
guard of the proccacio, had prevented any molestation from 
banditti ; but every party of travellers had its tale of wonder, 
and one candage vied with another in its budget of assertions 
and surmises. Fierce, wliiskercd faces had been seen peering 
over the rocks; carbines and stilettos gleaming from among the 
bushes; suspicious-looking fellows, with flapped hats, and scowl- 
ing eyes, had occasionally reconnoitred a straggling carriage, 
but had disappeared on seeing tlie guard. 

The fair Venetian listened to alFthese stories with that avidity 
with which we always pamper any feeling of alarm; even the 
Englishman began to feel interested in the common topic, and 
desirous of getting more correct information than mere flying 
reports. Conquering, therefore, that shyness wliich is prone to 
keep an Englishman solitary in crow^ds, he approached one of 
the talking groups, the oracle of which was a tall, thin Italian, 
\vith long aquiline nose, a high forehead, and lively prominent 
eye, beaming from under a green velvet travelling cap, with 
gold tassel. He was of Rome, a surgeon by profession, a poet by 
choice, and something of an improvisatore. 

In the present instance, however, he was talkingifi plain prose, 
but holding forth with the fluency of one who talks well and 
likes to exert his talent. A question or tw^o from the English- 
man drew copious replies; for an Englishman sociable among 
strangers is regarded as a phenomenon on the continent, and 
always treated with attention for the rarity’s sake. The im- 
provisatore gave much the same account of the banditti that I 
have already furnished. 
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But wily does not the police exert itself and root them out?’’ 
demanded tlie Engiishraan. 

Because tlie police is too weak and the banditti are too 
strong*, ” replied the other. “ To root them out would be a more 
difficult task than you imagine. They are connected and almost 
identified with the mountain peasantry and the people of the 
villages. The numerous bands have an understanding with 
each other, and with the country round. A gendarmes can- 
not stir without their being aware of it. They have their scouts 
everywhere, who lurk about towns, villages, and inns, mingle in 
every crowd, and pervade every place of resort. I should not 
be surprised if some one should be supervising us at this moment.” 

The fair Venetian looked round fearfully and turned 

pale. Here the improvisatore was interrupted by a lively Nea- 
politan lawyer. By the way,” said he, “ I recollect a little 
adventure of a learned doctor, a friend of mine, which happened 
in this very neighbourhood, not far from the ruins of Theodoric’s 
Castle, which are on the top of those great, rocky heights above 
the town. 

A wish was, of course, expressed to hear the adventure of the 
doctor by all excepting the improvisatore, who, being fond of 
talking and of hearing himsdf talk, and accustomed, moreover, 
to harangue witliout interruption, looked rather annoyed at 
being checked when in full career. The Neapolitan, however, 
took no notice of his chagrin, but related the following anec- 
dote : — 

THE ADVENTURE OF THE LITTLE ANTIQUARY. 

Msr friend, the doctor, was a thorough antiquary; a little 
rusty, musty old fellow, always groping among ruins. He re- 
lished a building as you Englishmen relish a cheese — the more 
mouldy and crumbling it was, the more it suited his taste, A 
shell of an old nameless temple, or the cracked walls of a broken- 
down amphitheatre, wmuld throw him into raptures ; and he 
took more delight in these crusts and cheese-parings of antiquity 
than in the best-conditioned modern palaces. 

He was a curious collector of coins also, and had just gained 
an accession of wealth that almost turned his brain. He had 
picked up, for instance, several Roman Consulars, half a Roman 
As, t^vo Bullies, which had doubtless belonged to the soldiers of 
Hannibal, having been found on the very spot where they had 
encamped among the Apennines. He had, moreover, one Sam- 
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nite, struck after tlie Social war, and a Pliilistis, a queen that 
never existed; but above all, he valued himself upon a coin, in- 
describable to any but the initiated in these matters, bec^ring a 
cross on one side, and a pegasus oh the other, and which, by 
some antiquarian logic, the little man adduced as an historical 
document, illustrating the progress of Christianity. Ail these 
precious coins he carried about him in a leathern purse, buried 
deep in a pocket of his little black breeches. 

The last maggot he had taken into his brain was to hunt 
after the ancient cities of the Pelasgi, which are said to exist to 
this day among the mountains of the Abruzzi, but about which 
a singular degree of obscurity prevails.* He had made many 
discoveries concerning them, and had recorded a great many 
valuable notes and memorandums on the subject, in a voluminous 
book, which he always carried about with him, either for the 
purpose of frequent reference, or through fear lest the precious 
document should fall into the hands of brother antiquaries. He 
had, therefore, a large pocket in the skirt of his coat, where he 
bore about this inestimable tome, banging against his rear as he 
walked. 

Thus heavily laden with the spoils of antiquity, the good little 
man, during a sojourn at Terracina, mounted one day the rocky 

* Amonpf the many fond speculations of antiquaries is that of the existence of 
traces of the ancient Pelasgian cities in the Apennines ; and many a wistful eye 
is cast by tlio traveller, versed in antiquarian lore, at the richly-wooded moun- 
tains of the Abruzzi, as a forbidden fairy-land of research. These sjiots, so beau- 
tiful, yet so inaccessible, from the rudeness of their inhabitants and the hordes 
of banditti which infest them, are a region of fable to the learned. Sometimes 
a wealthy virtuoso, whose purse and whose consequence could dommand a mili- 
tary escort, has penetrated to some individual point among the mountains ; and 
sometimes a wandering artist or student, under protection of poverty or insig- 
nificance, has brought away some vague account, only calculated to give a keener 
edge to curiosity and conjecture. 

By those who maintain the existence of the Pelasgian cities, it is affirmed that 
the formation of the different kingdoms in the l^eloponnessus gradually caused 
the expulsion of the Pelasgi from thentie ; but that their great migration may be 
dated from the finishing the wall round Acropolis, and that at this period they 
came, into Italy. To these, in the spiiut of theory, they would ascribe the intro- 
duction of the elegant arts into the country. It is evident, however, that, as bar- 
barians flying before the first dawn of civilisation, they could bring little with 
them superior to the inventions of the Aborigines, and nothing that would have 
survived i o the antiquarian through such a lapse of ages. It would appear more 
probable t hat these cities, improperly termed Pelasgian, were coeval wdth many 
that have been discovered : the romantic Aricia, built by Hippolytus before the 
siea:e of Troy, and the poetic Tibur, iEsculatc and Proenes, built by Telegonus 
after the dispersion of the Greeks. These, lying contiguous to inhabited and cul- 
tivated spot.s, have been discovered. There are' others, too, on the ruins of which 
the later and more civilised Grecian colonists have engrafted themselves, and 
wliich have become known by their merits or their medals. But that there are 
ma)iy still undiscovered, imbedded in the Abruzzi, it is the delight of the anti- 
quarians to fancy. Strange that such a virgin soil for research, such an unknown 
realm of knowledge, should at this day remain in the very centre of hackneyed 
Italy .f 
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cliifs Tillich overhang the town, to visit the castle of Theodoiic. 
He wus groping about the rains towards the haur of sunset, 
buried in his reflections, his wits no doubt wool-gathering 
aoiong the Goths and Romans, when he heard footsteps behind 
him. 

He turned, and beheld flve or six young fellows of rough, 
saucy demeanour, clad in a singular manner, half peasant, half 
huntsman, with carbines in their hands. Their whole appear- 
ance and carriage left him no doubt into what company he had 
fallen. 

The Doctor was a feeble little man, poor in look and poorer in 
purse. He had but little gold or silver to be robbed of; but then 
he had his curious ancient coin in his breeches pocket. He had, 
moreover, certain other valuables; such as an old silver watch, 
thick as a turnip, with figures on it large enough for a clock; 
and a set of seals at the end of a steel chain, that dangled half 
way down to his knees. All these were of precious esteem, 
being family relics. He had also a seal ring, a veritable antique 
intaglio, that covered half his knuckles. It was a Venus, which 
the old man almost worshipped with the zeal of a voluptuary. 
But what he most valued was his inestimable collection of hints 
relative to the Pelasgian cities, which he w-ould gladly have given 
all the money in his pocket to have had safe at the bottom of his 
trunk in Terracina. 

However, he plucked up a stout heart, at least as stout a heart 
as he could, seeing that he was but a puny little man at the best 
of times. So he wished the hunters a *‘buoii giomo,’^ They 
returned his salutation, giving the old gentleman a sociable slap 
on the back that made his heart leap into his throat. They fell 
into conversation, and walked for some time together among the 
heights, the Doctor wishing them all the while at the bottom of 
the crater of Vesuvius. At length they came to a small osteria 
on the mountain, where they proposed to enter and have a cup 
of wine together : the Doctor consented, though he would as soon 
have been invited to drink hemlock. 

One of the gang remained sentinel at the door; the others 
swaggered into the house, stood their guns in a corner of the 
room, and each drawing a pistol or stiletto out of his belt, laid it 
upon the table. They now drew benches round the board, called 
lustily for wine, and hailing the Doctor as though he had been 
a boon companion of long standing, insisted upon his sitting 
down and making merry. 
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The worthy man complied with forced grimace, but with fear 
and trembling; sitting uneasily on the edge of his chair; eying 
ruefully the black- muzzled pistols, and cold, naked stilettos; and 
supping down heartburn with every drop of liquor. His new 
comrades, however, pushed the bottle bravely, and plied him vi- 
gorously; they sang, they laughed; told excellent stories of their 
robberies and combats, mingled with many ruffian jokes; and the 
little Doctor was fain to laugffi at ail their cut-throat pleasantries, 
though his heart was dying away at the very bottom of his 
bosom. 

By their own account they were young men from the villages, 
who had recently taken up this line of life out of the wild caprice 
of youth. They talked of their murderous exploits as a sports- 
man talks of his amusements: to shoot domi a traveller seemed 
of little more consequence to them tlian to shoot a hare. They 
spoke with rapture of the glorious roving life they led, free as 
birds; here to-day, gone to-morrow; ranging the forests, climb- 
iug the rocks, scouring the valleys; the world their own wherever 
they could lay hold of it; full purses— merry companions — ^pretty 
women. The little antiquary got fuddled with their talk and 
their wine, for they did not spare bumpers. He half forgot his 
fears, his seal ring, and his family watch ; even the treatise on 
the Pelasgian cities, which was warming under him, for a time 
faded from his memory in the glowing picture which they drew. 
He declares that he no longer wonders at the prevalence of this 
robber mania among the mountains; for he felt at the time, that, 
had he been a young man, and a strong man, and had there been 
no danger of the galleys in the back-ground, he should have been 
half tempted liimself to turn bandit. 

At length the hour of separating arrived. The Doctor was 
suddenly called to himself and his fears by seeing the robbers 
resume their weapons. He now quaked for his valuables, and 
above all for his antiquarian treatise. He endeavoured, however, 
to look cool and unconcerned; and drew from out his deep pocket 
a long, lank, leathern purse, far gone in consumption, at the 
bottom of which a few coin chinked with the ti’embling of his 
hand. 

The chief of the party observed his movement, and laying bis 
hand upon the antiquary’s shoulder, “Hark’ee! Signor Dottore 1 ’ 
said he, we have drunk together as friends and comrades, let 
us part as, such. We understand you; we know who and what 
you are, for we know who every body is that sleeps at Terraciua, 
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or that puts foot upon the road. You are a rich man, but you 
cany all your wealth in your head ; we cannot get at it, and we 
should not know what to do with it if we could. I see you are 
uneasy abt>ut your ring* ; but don’t worry yourself, it is not w^orth 
taking ; you think it an antique, but it’s a counterfeit — a mere 
sham.” 

Here the ire of the antiqunrj arose: the Doctor forgot him- 
self in his zeal for the character of his ring. Heaven and earth! 
his Venus a sham! Had they pronounced the wife of his bosom 

no better than she should be,” he could not have been more 
indignant. He fired up in vindication of bis intaglio. 

^‘Navj nay,” continued the robber, ''‘we have no time to 
dispute about it : value it as you please. Come, you’re a 
brave little old signor — one more cup of wine, and we’ll pay 
the reckoning. No compliments — you shall not pay a grain — 
you are our guest — I insist upon it. So — now make the best 
of your wTiy back to Terracina; it’s growing late. Biiono 
viaggio I And hark’ee ! take care how you wander among 
these mountains, — you may not always fall into such good 
company.” 

They shouldered their guns ; sprang gaily up the rocks ; and 
the little Doctor hobbled back to Terracina, rejoicing that the 
robbers had left liis watch, his coins, and his treatise, un- 
molested ; but still indignant that they should have pronounced 
his Venus an impostor. 

The improvisatore had shown many symptoms of impatience 
during this recital. He saw his theme in danger of being 
taken out of his hands, which, to an able talker, is always a 
grievance, but to an improvisatore is an absolute calamity : and 
then for it to be taken away by a Neapolitan was still more 
vexatious; the inhabitants of the different Italian states having 
an implacable jealousy of each other in all things, great and 
small. He took advantage of the first pause of the Neapolitan 
to catch hold again of the thread of the conversation. 

“As I observed before,” said he, “the prowlings of the 
banditti are so extensive, they are so much in league with one 

another, and so interwoven with various ranks of society ” 

— “ For that matter,” said the Neapolitan, “ I have heard that 
your government has had some understanding with those 
gentry; or, at least, has winked at their misdeeds.” — “My 
government?'^ said the Roman, impatiently. — “ Ay, they say, 

that Cardinal Gonsalvi ” — Hush I” said the Roraaiq, 
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holding- up Ills finger, and rolling his large eyes aboul the 
room. — Nay, I only repeat what I heard commonly ru- 
moured in Home,*’ replied the Neapolitan, sturdily. It was 
openly said, that the cardinal had been up to the mountains, 
and had an interview with some of the chiefs. And I have 
been told, moreover, that while honest people have been kicking 
their heels in the cardinal’s ante- chamber, waiting by the hour 
for admittance, one of those stiletto-looking fellows has elbowed 
bis way through the cro wd, and entered without ceremony into 
the cardinal’s presence.”— I know,” observed the improvisa- 
tore, “ that there have been such reports, and it is not impossi- 
ble that government may have made use of these men at par- 
ticular periods : such as at the time of your late abortive revolu- 
tion, when your carbonari were so busy with their machinations 
all over the country. 1116 information which such men could 
collect, who were familiar, not merely with the recesses and 
secret places of the mountains, but also with the dark and dan- 
gerous recesses of society ; who knew every suspicious character, 
and all his movements and all his lux'kings; in a word, who knew 
all that was plotting in the world of mischief; — the utility of 
such men as instruments in the hands of government was too 
obvious to be overlooked ; and Cardinal Gonsalvi, as a politic 
statesman, may, perhaps, have made use of them. Besides, he 
knew that, with all their atrocities, the robbers were always 
respectful towards the church, and devout in their religion.”*— 
“Religion! religion?” echoed the Englishman. — “Yes, re- 
ligion,” repeated the Roman. “ They have each their patron 
saint. They will cross themselves and say their prayers, when- 
ever, in their mountain haunts, they hear the matin or the ave- 
maria hells sounding from the vallejs; and will often descend 
from their retreats and run imminent risks to visit some favourite 
shrine. I recollect an instance in point. 

“ I was one evening in the village of Frescatl, which stands 
on the beautiful brow of hills rising from the Campagna, just 
below the Abruzzi mountains. The people, as is usual in dne 
evenings in our Italian towns and villages, were recreating them- 
selves in the open air, and chatting in groups in the public 
square. While I was conversing with a knot of friends, I no- 
ticed a tall fellow, wrapped in a great mantle, passing across the 
square, but sculking along in the dusk, as if anxious to avoid 
observation. The people drew hack as he passed. It was whis- 
pered to me that lie was a notorious bandit.” — “ But why was 
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lie not immediately seized?” said tlie Englishman. — Because 
it was nobody’s business? because nobody wished to incur the 
vengeance of his conii-ades ? because there were not sufficient 
gendarmes near to ensure security against tbe numbers of 
desperadoes he might have at hand ; because the gendarmes 
might not have received particular instructions with respect to 
him, and might not feel disposed to engage in a hazardous con- 
flict without compulsion. In short, I might give you a thousand 
reasons rising out of the state of our government and manners, 
not one of which after all might appear satisfactory.” 

The Englishman shrugged his shoulders with an air of con- 
tempt. 

I have been told,” added the Roman, rather quickly, that 
even in your metropolis of London, notorious thieves, well known 
to the police as such, walk the streets at noon-day in search of 
their prey, and are not molested unless caught in the very act of 
robbery.” The Englishman gave another shrug, but with a 
different expression. “ Well, sir, I fixed my eye on this daring 
wolf, thus prowling through the fold, and saw him enter a church. 
I was curious to witness his devotion. You know our spacious 
magnificent churches. The one in which he entered was vast, 
and shrouded in the dusk of evening. At the extremity of the 
long aisles a couple of tapers feebly glimmered on the grand 
altar. In one of the side chapels was a votive candle placed 
before the image of a saint. Before this image the robber had 
prostrated himself. His mantle, partly falling off from his 
shoulders as he knelt, revealed a form of herculean strength ; a 
stiletto and pistol glittered in his belt? and tbe light falling 
on his countenance, showed features not unhandsome, but 
strongly and fiercely characterised. As he prayed, he became 
vehemently agitated ; his lips quivered; sighs and murmurs, 
almost groans burst from him ; he beat his breast with violence, 
then clasped his hands and wrung them convulsively as he ex- 
tended them towards the image. Never had I seen such a ter- 
rific picture of remorse. 1 felt fearful of being discovered 
watching him, and withdrew. Shortly afterwards I saw him 
issue from the church wrapped in his mantle. He re-crossed 
the square, and no doubt returned to the mountains with a dis- 
burdened conscience, ready to incur a fresh arrear of crime,” 
Here the Neapolitan was about to get hold of the conversa- 
tion, and had just preluded with the ominous remark, ‘‘ That 
puts me in mind of a circumstance,” when the improvisatore, too 
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adroit to suffer himself to be ag'ain superseded, went on, pretend- 
ing not to hear the interruption. 

Among the many circumstances connected with the ban- 
ditti which serve to render the traveller uneasy and insecure, is 
the understanding which they sometimes have with innkeepers. 
Many an isolated inn among the lonely parts of the Roman 
territories, and especially about the mountains, are of a dan- 
gerous and perfidious character. They are places where the 
banditti gather information, and where the unwary traveller, 
remote from hearing or assistance, is betrayed to the midnight 
dagger. The robberies committed at such inns are often ac- 
companied by the most atrocious murders ; for it is only by the 
complete extermination of their victims tliat the assassins can 
escape detection, I recollect an adventure,” added he, “ which 
occurred at one of these solitary mountain inns, winch, as you 
ail seem in a mood for robber anecd<)tes, may not be uninterest- 
ing.” Having secured the attention and awakened the curi- 
osity of the by-standers, he paused for a moment, rolled up his 
large eyes as improvisator! are apt to do wlien they would recol- 
lect an impromptu, and then related with g’reat dramatic effect 
the following story, which had, doubtless, been well prepared and 
digested beforehand. 

THE BELATED TRAVELLERS. 

It was late one evening that a carnage, drawn by mules, 
slowly toiled its way up one of the passes of the Apennines. It 
was through one of the wildest defiles, where a hamlet occurred 
only at distant intervals, perched on the summit of some rocky 
height, or the white towers of a convent peeped out from among j 

the thick mountain foliage. The carriage was of ancient and | 

ponderous construction. Its faded embellishments spoke of ;l 
former splendour, but its crazy springs and axletrees creaked 
out the tale of present decline. Within was seated a tall, thin 
old gentleman, in a kind of military travelling dress, and a 
foraging cap trimmed with fur, though the grey locks which 
stole from Under it hinted that his fighting days were over. 
Beside him was a pale, beautiful girl of eighteen, dressed in 
something of a northern or Polish costume. One servant was 
seated in front, a rusty, crusty-looking fellow, with a scar across 
his face ; an orange-tawny schimr-bort, or pair of mustachios, 
bristling from under his nose, and altogether the air of an old 
soldier. 
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It was, in Aict, the equipage of a Polish nohleinaii ; a wreck 
of one of those princely families which had lived with almost 
Oriental magnitlcence,' but had been broken down and impo- 
verislied by the disasters of Poland. The Count, like many 
other g-euerous spirits,- had been found guilty of the crime of 
patriotism, and was, in a manner, an exile from his country. 
He had resided for some time in the first cities of Italy for the 
education of his daughter, in whom all his cares and pleasures 
were now centred. He had taken her into society, where her 
beauty and her accomplishments had gained her many admirers; 
and had she not been the daughter of a poor broken-down Polish 
liobleman, it is more than probable that many would have con- 
tended for her hand. Suddenly, however, her health had become 
delicate and drooping; her gaiety fied with the roses of her 
clieek, and she sank into silence and debility. The old Count 
saw tlie change with the solicitude of a parent. ‘‘ We must try 
a change of air and scene,” said he ; and in a few days the old 
family carriage was rumbling among the Apennines. 

The only attendant was the veteran Caspar, who had been 
born in the family, and grown rusty in its service. He had fol- 
lowed his master in all his fortunes ; had fought by his side ; 
had stood over him when fallen in battle; and had received, in 
his defence, the sabre-cut which added such grimness to his 
countenance. I-Te was now his valet, his steward, his butler, 
ills factotum. The only being that rivalled his master in his 
affections was his youthful mistress ; she had grown up under 
his eye. He had led her by the hand when she was a child, 
and he now looked upon her wdth the fondness of a parent ; nay, 
he even took the freedom of a parent in giving his blunt opinion 
on all mattei’s wdiich he thought w'ere for her good ; and felt a 
parent's vanity in seeing her gazed at and admired. 

Tile evening was thickening: they had been for some time 
passing through narrow gorges of the mountains, along the edge 
of a tumbling stream. The scenery was lonely and savage. 
The rocks often beetled over the road, with flocks of white 
goats browsing on their brinks, and gazing down upon the 
travellers. They had between two and three leagues yet to go 
before they could reach any village; yet the muleteer, Pietro, a 
tippling old fellow, who had refreshed himself at the last halt- 
ing-place with a more than ordinary quantity of wine, sat sing 
ing and talking alternately to his mules^ and suffering them to 
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lag on at a snail’s pace, in spite of the frequent entreaties of tlie 
Count and maledictions of Caspar. 

The clouds began to roil in heavy masses among tlie 
mountains, shrouding their summits from the view. The air 
of these heights, too, was damp and chilly. The Count’s solici- 
tude on his daughter’s account overcame his usual patience. He 
leaned from the carriage, and called to old Pietro in an angry 
tone, 

“ Forward!” said he. ‘^It will be midnight before we ariive 
at our inn.” — Yonder it is, signor,” said the nmleteer.«— 
“ Where?” demanded the Count. — “ Yonder,” said Pietro, 
pointing to a desolate pile of building about a quarter of a 
league distant. — “ That the place ? — why, it looks more like a 
ruin than an inn, I thought we were to put up for the night 
at a comfortable village.” 

Here Pietro uttered a string of piteous exclamations and tyacu- 
lations, such as are ever at the tip of the tongue of a delinquent 
muleteer. ‘‘Such roads! and such mountains! and then his poor 
animals were way-worn, and leg-weary ; they would fall lame ; 
they would never be able to reach the village. And then what 
could his Eccellenza wish for better than the inn; a perfect 
castello — a palazza — and such people! — and such a larder ! — 
and such beds ! His Eccellenza might fare as sumptuously 
and sleep as soundly there as a prince!” The Count w^as 
easily persuaded, for he was anxious to get his daughter out of 
the night air; so in a little while the old carriage rattled and 
jingled into the great gateway of the inn. The building 
did certainly in some measure answ^er to the muleteer’s 
description. It w^as large enough for either castle or pa- 
lazza ; built in a strong, but simple and almost rude style ; with 
a great quantity of waste room. It had, in fact, been, in former 
times, a bunting-seat for one of the Italian princes. There was 
space enough wdthin its walls and in its outbuildings to have ac- 
commodated a little army. A scanty household seemed now to 
people this dreary mansion. The faces that presented themselves 
on the arrival of the travellers were begrimed with dirt, and 
scowling in their expression. They all knew old Pietro, how- 
ever, and gave him a welcome as he entered, singing and talk- 
ing, and almost whooping, into the gateway. 

The hostess of the inn waited herself on the Count and his 
daughter, to show them the apartments. They were conducted 
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throiigli a long gloomy corridor, and then through a suite of 
chambers opening into each other, with lofty ceilings, and great 
beams extending across them. Everything, however, had a 
wretched, squalid look. The walls were damp and bare, except- 
ing that here and there hung some great painting, large enough 
for a chapel, and blackened out of all distinctness. 

They chose two bed-rooms, one within another ; the inner one 
for the daughter. The bedsteads were massive and misshapen ; 
but on examining the beds, so vaunted by old Pietro, they found 
them stuffed with fibres of hemp, knotted in great lumps. The 
Count shrugged bis shoulders, but there was no choice left. 
The chilliness of the apartments crept to their bones ; and they 
were glad to return to a common chamber, or kind of hall, where 
there was a fire burning in a huge cavern, miscalled a chimney. 
A quantity of green wood had just been thrown on, which puffed 
out volumes oF smoke. The room corresponded to the rest of 
the mansion. The fioor was paved and dirty. A great oaken 
table stood in the centre, immoveable from its size and weight. 

The only thing that contradicted this prevalent air of indi- 
gence was the dress of the hostess. She was a slattern of course; 
yet her garments, though dirty and negligent, were of costly 
materials. She wore several rings of great value on her fingers, 
and jewels in her ears, and round her neck was a string of large 
pearls, to which was attached a sparkling crucifix. She had the 
remains of beauty ; yet there was something in the expression 
of her countenance that inspired the young lady with singular 
aversion. She was officious and obsequious in her attentions, 
and both the Count and his daughter were relieved when she 
consigned them to the care of a dark, sullen-looking servant- 
maid, and went off to superintend the supper. 

Caspar was indignant at the muteleer for having;^ either 
through negligence or design, subjected his master and mistress 
to such quarters ; and vowed by his mustacliios to have revenge 
on the old varlet the moment they were safe out from among the 
mountains. He kept up a continual quarrel w ith the sulky ser- 
vant-maid, which only served to increase the sinister expression 
with which she regarded the travellers, from under her strong 
dark eyebrows. 

As to the Count, be was a good-humoured, passive traveller. 
Perhaps real misfortunes had subdued his spirit, and rendered 
him tolerant of many of those petty evils which make prosperous 
men miserable. He drew a large, broken arm-chair to the fire- 
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side of his daughter, and another for himself, and seizing an 
enormous pair of tongs, endeavoured to re-arrange the wood so 
as to produce a blaze. His efforts, however, were only repaid by 
thicker puffs of smoke, which almost overcame the good gentle- 
man’s patience. He would draw back, cast a look upon his deli- 
cate daughter, then upon the cheerless, scpialid apartment, and 
shrugging his shoulders, would give a fresh stir to the fire. 

Of all the miseries of a comfortless inn, however, there is 
none greater than sulky attendance : the good Count for some 
time bore the smoke in silence, rather than address himself to 
the scowling servant-maid. At length he w^as compelled to 
beg for drier firewood. The woman retired muttering. On 
re-entering the room hastily, with an armful of faggots, her 
foot slipped ; she fell, and striking her head against the corner 
of a chair, cut her temple severely. The blow stunned her for 
a time, and the wound bled profusely. When she recovered, 
she found the Count’s daughter administering to her wound, 
and binding’ it up with her own handkerclnef. It was such an 
attention as any woman of ordinary feeling would have yielded ; 
but perhaps there was something in the appearance of the lovely 
being who bent over her, or in the tones of her voice, that 
touched the heart of the woman, uniised to be ministered to by 
such hands. Certain it is, she was strongly affected. Slie 
caught the delicate hand of the Polonaise, and pressed it 
fervently to her lips : 

“ May San Francesco watch over you, signora!” exclaimed 
she. 

A new arrival broke the stillness of the inn. It was a Spanish 
princess with a numerous retinue. The court-yard was in an 
uproar; the house in a bustle ; the landlady hurried to attend 
such distinguished guests ; and the poor Count and his daughter, 
and their su])per, were for the moment forgotten. The veteran 
Caspar muttered Polish maledictions enough to agonise an 
Italian ear ; but it was impossible to convince the hostess of 
the superiority of his old master and young mistress to the 
whole nobility of Spain. 

The noise of the arrival had attracted the daughter to the 
■window just as the newcomers had alighted. A young cavalier 
sprang out of the carriage, and handed out the Princess. The 
latter was a little shrivelled old lady, with a face of parchment, 
and a sparkling black eye ; she was richly and gaily dressed, 
and walked with the assistance of a gold-headed cane as high 
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as lierself. Tlie young man was tall and elegantly formed. 
Tlie Count’s daughter shrunk back at sight of hinij though the 
deep frame of the window screened her from observation. Siie 
gave a heavy sigh as she closed the casement. What that sigh 
meant I cannot say. Perhaps it was at the contrast between 
the splendid equipage of the Princess, and^the crazy, rheumatic- 
looking old vehicle of her father, which stood hard by. What- 
ever miglit be the reason, the young lady closed tlie casement 
with a sigh. She returned to her chair; — a slight shivering 
passed over her delicate frame; she leaned her elbow on the 
arm of the chair; rested her pale cheek in the palm of her 
hand, and looked mournfully into the hre. 

The Count thought she appeared paler than usual. — Does 
anything ail thee, my child?” said he. — Nothing, dear father!” 
replied she, laying her hand within his, and looking up smiling 
in his face; but as she said so, a treacherous tear rose suddenly 
to her eye, and she turned away her head. — “ The air of the 
window iias chilled thee,” said the Count, fondly, “but a good 
night’s rest will make all well again.” 

The supper-table was at length laid, and the supper about to 
be served, when tlie hostess appeared, with her usual obsequi- 
ousness, apologising for showdng in the new-comers; but the 
night air was cold, and there was no other chamber in the inn 
with a fire in it. She had scarcely made the apology when the 
Princess entered, leaning on the arm of the elegant young man. 

Tlie Count immediately recognised her for a lady whom he 
had met frequently in society both at Rome and Naples; and at 
whose conversaziones, in fact, he had constantly been invited. 
The cavalier, too, was her nephew and heir, who had been 
greatly admired in the gay circles both for his merits and pros- 
pects, and who had once been on a visit at the same time with 
his daughter and himself at the villa of a nobleman near Naples. 
Report had recently affianced him to a rich Spanish heiress. 

The meeting was agreeable to both the Count and the 
Princess. The former was a gentleman of the old school, cour- 
teous in the extreme; the Princess had been a belle in her 
youth, and a woman of fashion all her life, and liked to be 
attended to. 

The young man approached the daughter, and began some- 
thing of a complimentary observation ; but his manner was em- 
barrassed, and his compliment ended in an indistinct murmur, 
while the daughter bowed without looking up, moved her lips 
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without articulating' a word, and sank again into her chair, where 
she sat gazing into the fire, with a thousand varying expressions 
passing over her countenance. 

This singular greeting of the young people was not perceived 
by the old ones, who were occupied at the time with their own 
courteous salutations. It was arranged that they should sup 
together ; and as the Princess travelled with her own cook, a 
very tolerable supper soon smoked upon the board ; this, too, was 
assisted by choice wines, and liqueurs, and delicate confitures 
brought from one of her carriages ; for she was a veteran epi- 
cure, and curious in her relish for the. good things of this world. 
She was, in fact, a vivacious little old lady, who mingled the 
woman of dissipation with the devotee. She was actually on her 
way to Loretto to expiate a long life of gallantries and pecca- 
dilloes by a rich offering at the holy shrine. She was, to be sure, 
rather a luxurious penitent, and a contrast to the primitive pil- 
grims, with scrip, and staff, and cockleshell ; but then it would 
be unreasonable to expect such self-denial from people of fashion ; 
and there was not a doubt of the ample efficacy of the rich cru- 
cifixes, and golden vessels, and jewelled ornaments, which she 
was bearing to the treasury of the blessed Virgin. 

The Princess and the Count chatted much during supper 
about the scenes and society in which they had mingled, and did 
not notice that they had all the conversation to themselves : the 
young people were silent and constrained. The daughter ate 
nothing, in spite of the politeness of the Princess, who continu- 
ally pressed her to taste of one or other of the delicacies. The 
Count shook his head : — She is not well this evening/’ said he. 
‘‘*1 thought she would have fainted just now as she was looking 
out of the window at your carriage on its arrival.^’ A crimson 
glow flushed to the very temples of the daughter ; but she 
leaned over her plate, and her tresses cast a shade over her 
countenance. 

When supper was over, they drew their chairs about the great 
fireplace. The flame and smoke had subsided, and a heap^ of 
glowing embers diffused a grateful warmth. A guitar, which 
had been brought from the Count’s carriage, leaned against the 
wall; the Princess perceived it: “Can we not have a little 
music before parting for the night ?’’ demanded she. 

The Count was proud of his daughter’s accomplisliment, and 
joined in the request. The young man made an effort of polite- 
ness, and taking up the guitar presented it, though in an embar- 
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rassed manner, to the fair musician. She would have declined 
it, but was too much confused to do so; indeed, she was so nerv- 
ous and agitated, that she dared not trust her voice to make an 
excuse. She touched the instrument with a faltering hand, and, 
after preluding a little, accompanied herself in several Polish 
airs. Her father’s eyes glistened as he sat gazing on her. Even 
the crusty Caspar lingered iii the room, partly through a fond- 
ness for the music of his native country, but chiefly through his 
pride in the musician. Indeed, the melody of the voice, and the 
delicacy of the touch, were enough to have charmed more fas- 
tidious ears. The little Princess nodded her head and tapped 
her hand to the music, though exceedingly out of time ; while 
the nephew sat buried in profound contemplation of a black pic- 
ture on the opposite wall. 

“And now,” said the Count, patting her cheek fondly, “one 
more favour. Let the Princess hear that little Spanish air you 
were so fond of. You can’t think,” added he, “what a proficiency 
she made in your language ; though she has been a sad girl and 
neglected it of late.” 

The colour flushed the pale cheek of the daughter ; she hesi - 
tated, murmured something; but with sudden effort collected 
herself, struck the guitar boldly, and began. It was a Spanish 
romance, with something of love and melancholy in it. She 
gave the first stanza with great expression, for the tremulous, 
melting tones of her voice went to the heart; but her articula- 
tion failed, her lip quivered, the song died away, and she burst 
into tears. 

The Count folded her tenderly in his arms. “ Thou art not 
well, my child,” said he, “ and I am tasking thee cruelly. Re- 
tire to thy chamber, and God bless thee !” She bowed to the 
company without raising her eyes, and glided out of the room. 

The Count shook his head as the door closed, “ Something 
is the matter with that child,” said he, “ which I cannot divine. 
She has lost all health and spirits lately. She was always a 
tender flower, and I bad much pains to rear her. Excuse a 
father’s foolishness,” continued he, “but I have seen much 
trouble in my family; and this poor girl is all that is now left 

to me; and she used to be so lively-- ’’—-“May be she’s in 

love!” said the little Princess, with a shrewd nod of the head. — 
“ Impossible !” replied the good Count, artlessly. “ She has never 
mentioned a word of such a thing to me.” How little did the 
worthy gentleman dream of the thousand cares, and griefs, and 
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mighty love concerns which agitate a virgin heart and whicli a 
timid girl scarce breathes unto herself. 

The nephew of the Princess rose abruptly and walked about 
the room. When she found herself alone in her chamberj the 
feelings of the young lady, so long restrained, broke forth with 
violence. She opened the casement, that the cool air migiit 
blow upon her throbbing temples. Perhaps there was some 
little pride or pique mingled with her emotions^ though her 
gentle nature did not seem calculated to harbour any such angry 
inmate. 

He saw me weep/^ said she, with a sudden mantling of the 
cheek, and a swelling of the throat, — but no matter ! — no 
matter T’ 

And so saying*, she threw her white arms across the window- 
frame, buried her face in them, and abandoned lierself to an 
agony of tears. She remained lost in a reverie, until the sound 
of her father’s and Caspar’s voices in the adjoining room gave 
token that the party had retired for the night* Tlse lights 
gleaming from window to window, showed that they were con- 
ducting the Princess to her apartments, which was in the oppo- 
site wing of the inn; and she distinctly saw the hgare of the 
nephew as he passed one of the casements. She heaved a deep 
heart-drawn sigh, and was about to close the lattice, when lier 
attention was caught by words spoken below her window by two 
persons who had just turned an angle of the building. “ But 
what will become of the poor young lady?” said a voice, which 
she recognised for that of the servant-woman. 

Pooh I she must take her chance,” was the reply from old 
Pietro. 

But cannot she be spared?” asked the other, entreatingly ; 

** she’s so kind-hearted !” 

Cospetto! what has got into thee?’’ replied the other, petu- 
lantly : “ would you mar the whole business for the sake of a 
silly girl ?” By this time they had got so far from the window 
that the Polonaise could hear nothing further. 

There was something in this fragment of conversation that 
was calculated to alarm. Did it relate to herself?” — and if so, 
what was this impending danger from which it was entreated 
that she might be spared? She was several times on the point 
of tapping at her father’s door, to tell him what she had heard; 
but she might have been mistaken ; she might have heard indis- 
tinctly; the conversation might have alluded to some one else; 
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at any rate it was too indefinite to lead to any conclusion. 
Wiiile in tins state of irresolution, she was startled by a low knock- 
ing- against the wainscot in a remote part of her gloomy chamber. 
On holding up the light, she beheld a small iior there, which 
she had not before remarked. It was bolted on the inside. She 
advanced, and demanded who knocked, and was answered in the 
voice of the female domestic. On opening the door, the woman 
stood before it pale and agitated. She entered softly, laying her 
finger on her lips in sign of caution and secrecy. 

“Fly!” said she: “leave this house instantly, or you are 
lost !” — The young lady, trembling with alarm, demanded an 
explanation.— “ I have no time,” replied the woman, “ I dare 
not — I shall be missed if I linger here — but fly instantly, or 
you are lost.” — “And leave my father?’^ — “Where is he?” — • 
“ In the adjoining' chamber.” — “ Call him, then, but lose no 
time.” 

The young lady knocked at her father^s door. He was not 
yet retired to bed. She hurried into his room, and told him of 
the fearful warning she had received. The Count returned 
with her into lier chamber, followed by Caspar. His questions 
soon drew the truth out of the embarrassed answers of the 
woman. The inn rvas beset by robbers. They were to be in- 
troduced after midnight, when the attendants of the Princess 
and the rest of the travellers were sleeping, and would be an 
easy prey. 

But we can barricade the inn, we can defend ourselves,” 
said the Count. — “ What ! when the people of the inn were in 
league with the banditti ?” — “ How then are we to escape ? 
Can we not order out the carriage and’ depart?” — “San Fran- 
cesco ! for what ? To give the alarm that the plot is discovered ? 
That would make the robbers desperate, and bring them on you 
at once. They have had notice of the rich booty in the inn, 
and will not easily let it escape them.” — “ But how else are we 
to get off?” — “There is a horse behind the inn,” said the 
woman, “ from which the man has just dismounted who has 
been to summon the aid of a part of the band who were at a 
cbstance.” — “One horse! and there are three of us!” said tlie 
Count. — “ And the Spanish Princess !” cried the daughter 
anxiously. “ How can she be extricated from the danger?” 

“Biavolo! what is she to me?” said the woman in sudden 
passion. “ It is you I come to save, and you wall betray me, 
and we shall all be lost ! Hark!” continued she, “ I am called 
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— I shall be discovered — one word more. This door leads by a 
staircase to the court-yard. Urider the shed, in the rear of the 
yard, is a small door leading out to the fields. You will find a 
horse there ; mount it; make a circuit under the shadow of a 
ridge of rocks that you will see ; proceed cautiously and quietly 
until you cross a brook, and find yourself on the road just where 
there are three white crosses nailed against a tree ; then put 
your horse to his speed, and make the best of your way to tjie 
village — but recollect, my life is in your hands — say nothing of 
what you have heard or seen, whatever may happen afc this inn.” 

The woman hurried away. A short and agitated consulta- 
tion took place between the Count, his daughter, and the veteran 
Caspar. The young lady seemed to have lost all apprehension 
for herself in her solicitude for the safety of the Princess. To 
fly in selfish silence, and leave her to be massacred!” A shud- 
dering seized her at the very thought. The gallantry of the 
Count, too, revolted at the idea. He could not consent to turn 
his back upon a party of helpless travellers, and leave them in 
ignorance of the danger which hung over them. 

“ But what is to become of the young lady,” said Caspar, 

if the alarm is given, and the inn thrown in a tumult? 
What may happen to her in a chance-medley affray?” Here 
the feelings of the father were roused: he looked upon his 
lovely, helpless child, and trembled at the chance of her falling 
into the hands of ruffians. 

The daughter, however, thought nothing of herself. “The 
Princess! the Princess! — only let the Princess know her danger.” 
She was willing to share it with her. 

At length Caspar interfered with the zeal of a faithful old 
servant. No time was to be lost — the first thing was to get the 
young lady out of danger. “Mount the horse,” said he to the 
Count, “take her behind you, and fly I Make for the village, 
rouse the inhabitants, and send assistance. Leave me here to 
give the alarm to the Princess and her people. I am an old 
soldier, and I think we shall be able to stand siege until you send 
us aid.” 

The daughter would again have insisted on staying with the 
Princess. “For what?” said old Caspar bluntly. “You could 
do no good — you would be in the way — we should have to take 
care of you instead of ourselves.” 

There was no answering these objections: the Count seized his 
pistols, and taking his daughter under his arm, moved towardi 
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the staircase. The joinig lady paused, stepped back, and said, 
falteniig with agitation — There is a young cavalier with the 

Princess^ — tier nephew — perhaps he may 

I understand you, niademoiselJe,” I'eplied old Caspar, with a 
signihcant nod; iiot a hair of his head shall suffer harm if I can 
help it!’"' 

The young lady blushed deeper than ever; she had not antici- 
pated being so thoroughly understood by the blunt old servant. 

That is not what I mean,'’ said she, hesitating. She would 
have added something, or made some explanation, but the mo- 
ments were precious, and her father hurried her away. 

They found their way through the court-yard to the small 
],)ostern gate, where the horse stood, fastened to a ring in the 
wall. The Count immnted, took his daughter behind him, and 
tliey proceeded as quietly as possible in the direction which the 
woman had pointed out. Many a fearful and an anxious look 
did the daughter cast back upon the gloomy pile of building: the 
lights which had feebly twinkled through the dusty casements 
were one by one disappearing, a sign that the house w^as gradually 
sinking to repose; and she trembled with impatience, lest succour 
should not arrive until that repose had been fatally interrupted. 

They passed silently and safely along the skirts of the rocks, 
protected from observation by their overhanging shadows. They 
crossed the brook, and reached the place where three wffite crosses 
nailed against a tree told of some murderthat had been committed 
there. J ust as they had reached this ill-omened spot they beheld 
several men in the gloom coming down a craggy defile among 
the rocks. 

“ Who goes there?" exclaimed a voice. The Count put spurs 
to his horse, but one of the men sprang forward and seized the 
bridle. The horse became restive, started back, and reared, and 
had not the young lady clung to her father', she would have been 
thrown off. The Count leaned forw-ard, put a pistol to the very 
Iiead of the ruffian, and fired. The latter fell dead. The horse 
sprang forward. Tivo or three shots were fired which whistled 
by the fugitives, but only served to augment their speed. They 
reached the village in safety. 

The whole place was soon aroused: but such was the awe in 
wdiich the banditti were held, that the inhabitants shrunk at the 
idea of encountering them. A desperate band had for some time 
infested that pass through the mountains, and the inn had long 
been suspected of being one of those liorrible places where the 
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imsDspicious wayfarer is entrapped and silently disposed of. The 
rich ornaments worn by the slattern hostess of the inn had excited 
heavy suspicions. Several instances had occurred of small par- 
ties of travellers disappearing* mysteriously on that road, who it 
was supposed, at first, had been carried off by the robbers for the 
sake of ransom, but who had never been heard of more. Such 
were the tales buzzed in the ears of the Count by the villagers 
as he endeavoured to rouse them to the rescue of the Princess 
and her train from their perilous situation. The daughter se- 
conded the exertions of her father with ail the eloquence of 
prayers, and tears, and beauty. Every moment that elapsed in- 
creased her anxiety until it became agonizing. Fortunately, 
there was a body of gendarmes resting at the village. A nuni- 
her of the young villagers volunteered to accompany them, and 
the little army was put in motion. The Count having deposited 
his daughter in a place of safety, was too much of tlie old sold! er 
not hasten to the scene of danger. It would be difficult to 
paint the anxious agitation of the young lady while aw'aiting the 
result. 

The party arrived at the inn just in time. The robbers, 
finding their plans discovered, and the travellers prepared for 
their reception, had become open and furious in their attack. 
The Princess’s party had barricaded themselves in one suite of 
apartments, and repulsed the robbers from the doors and win- 
dows. Caspar had shown the generalship of a veteran, and the 
nephew of the Princess the dashing valour of a young soldier. 
Their ammunition, however, was nearly exhausted, and they, 
would have found it difficult to hold out much longer, when a 
discharge from the musketry of the gendarmes gave them the 
joyful tidings of succour. 

A fierce tight ensued, for part of the robbers were surprised 
in the inn, and had to stand siege in their turn ; while their 
comrades made desperate attempts to relieve them from under 
cover of the neighbouring rocks and thickets. 

I cannot pretend to give a minute account of the fight, as I 
have heard it related in a variety of ways. Suffice it to say, 
the robbers w'ere defeated; several of them killed, and several 
taken prisoners; which last, together with the people of the 
inn, were either executed or sent to the galleys. 

I picked up these particulars in the course of a journey wffiich 
I made some time after the event had taken place. I passed 
by the very inn. It was then dismantled, excepting one wing, 
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in wliich a body of gendarmes was stationed. They pointed 
out to me the shot holes in the window-frames, the walls, and 
the panels of the doors. There were a number of withered 
limbs dangiing from the branches of a neighbouring tree, and 
blackening in the air, which I was told were the limbs of the 
robbers who had been slain, and the culprits who had been 
executed. The whole place had a dismal, wild, forlorn look. 
— Were any of the Princess’s party killed ?” inquired the 
Englishman. — As far as I can recollect, there were two or 
three.’’ — Not the nephew, I trust?” said the fair Venetian. — 

Oh no : he hastened with the Count to relieve the anxiety of 
the daughter by the assurances of victory. The young lady 
had been sustained throughout the interval of suspense by the 
very intensity of her feelings. The moment she saw her father 
returning in safety, accompanied by the nephew of the Princess, 
she uttered a cry of rapture and fainted. Happily, however, 
she soon recovered, and what is more, was married shortly 
after to the young cavalier, and the whole party accompanied the 
old Princess in her pilgrimage to Loretto, where her votive 
oOerings may still be seen in the treasury of the Santa Casa.” 

It would be tedious to follow the devious course of the con- 
versation as it wound through a maze of stories of the kind, 
until it was taken up by two other travellers who had come under 
convoy of the procaccio : Mr. Hobbs and Mr. Dobbs; a linen- 
draper and a greengrocer, just returning from a hasty tour in 
.Greece and the Holy Land. They were full of the story of 
Alderman Popkins. They were astonished that the robbers 
should dare to molest a man of his importance on ’Change, he 
being an eminent drysalter of Throgmorton-street, and a 
magistrate to boot. 

In fact, the story of the Popkins family w^as but too true. It 
was attested by too many present to be for a moment doubted ; 
and from the contradictory and concordant testimony of half a 
score, all eager to relate it, and all talking at the same time, the 
Englishman was enabled to gather the following particulars. 

THE ADVENTURE OF THE POPKINS FAMILY. 

It was but a few days before, that the carriage of Alderman 
Popkins had driven up to the inn of Terracina. Those who have 
seen an English family carriage on the continent must have 
remarked the sensation it produces. It is an epitome of 
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iand; a little morsel of tHe old island rolling about tlie world. 
Everything about it compactj snug, hnisbed, and fitting. The 

heels, turning on patent axles without rattling ; the body, 
haugdng so well on its springs, yielding to every motion, yet 
protecting from eveiy shock; the ruddy faces gaping from the 
windows — sometimes of a portly old citizen, sometimes of a 
voluminous dowager, and sometimes of a fine fresh hoyden 
just from bparding-schooL And then the dickey’s loaded with 
w’cll-dressed servants, beef-fed and bluff, looking down from 
tlieir heights with contempt on all the world around ; pro- 
foundly ignorant of the country and the people, and devoutly 
certain that everything not English must be wrong. 

Such was the carriage of Alderman Popkins as it made its ap- 
pearance at Terracina. The courier w'ho had preceded it to order 
horses, and w ho was a Neapolitan, had given a magnificent ac- 
count of the riches and greatness of his master, blundering with 
an Italian’s splendour of imagination about the alderman’s titles 
and dignities : the host Ijad added his usual share of exnggera- 
ibut; so that by the time the alderman drove up to the door, he 
was a Milor — Magnifico — Principe — the Lord know's what ! 

The alderman was advised to take an escort to Fondi and Itri, 
but he refused. It was as much as a man’s life was w'orth, he 
Slid, to stop him on the king’s highway : he would complain of 
it to the ambassador at Naples : he w’ouldmake a national affair 
oi‘ it. The Principessa Popkins, a fresh, motherly dame, seemed 
perfectly secure in the protection of her husband, so omnipotent 
a man in the city. The Signorine Popkins, two fine bouncing 
girls, looked to their brother Tom, wdio had taken lessons in box- 
ing: and as to the dandy himself, he swmre no scaramouch of an : 
imlian robber would dare to meddle with an Englishman. The i 
lar^diord shrugged his shoulders, and turned out the palms of his ' 
IjMiids with a true Italian grimace, and the carriage of Milor 
Porhins rolh'd on. 

They passed through several very suspicious places without J 
any molestation. The Misses Popkins, who were very romantic, j- 
and had learnt to draw in water-colours, were enchanted with 
the savage scenery around; it w’as so like what they had read in 
2drs. Eadeliffe s romances ; they should like of all things to make 
sketches. At length the carriage arrived at a place where the 
wound up a long hill. Mrs. Popkins had sunk into a sleep; 
tije young ladies were lost in the Loves of the Ang^els ;” and 
the dandy was hectoring the postili'^us ^rom the coach -box. The 
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altlerman got out, as be said, to stretch his legs up the bill. l!: 
was a long, winding ascent, and obliged him every now and tlien 
to stop asid blow and wipe his forehead, with many a pish ! and 
phew] being ratlier pursy and short of vAnd. As the carriage, 
however, was bxr behind him, and moved slowlyunder the weight 
of so many well-stuffed tranks and well-stuffed travellers, he had 
plenty of time to walk at leisure. 

On a jutting point of rock that overhung the road, nearly at 
tlie summit of the hill, just where the route began again to 
descend, he saw a solitary man seated, who appeared to be tend- 
ing goats. Alderman Popkins \vas one of your shrewd travellers 
who always like to be picking up small information along the 
road ; so he thought he'd just scramble up to the honest man, and 
ha%’-e a little talk with iiirn, by way of learning the news and 
getting a lesson in Italian. As he drew near to the peasant, he 
did not half like his looks. He was partly reclining on the rocks, 
wrapped in. the usual long* mantle, which, with his slouched hat, 
only left a part of a swarthy visage, with a keen black eye, a, 
beetle brow, and a fierce moustache to be seen. He had wliistkd 
several times to his clog, which was roving about the side of the 
hill. As the alderman approached, he rose and greeted him. 
When standing erect, he seemed almost gigantic, at least in the 
eyes of Alderman Popkins, who, however, being a sliort man, 
might be deceived. 

The latter would gladly now have been back in the carriage, 
or even on ’Change in London; for he was by no means well 
pleased with his company. However, he determined to put the 
best face on matters, ancl was beginning a conversation about the 
state of the weather, the baddisbness of the crops, and the price 
of goats in that part of the country, when he heard a violent 
screaming, lie ran to the edge of the rock, and, looking over, 
beheld his carriage surrounded by robbers. One held down the 
fat footman, another had the dandy by his starched cravat, with 
a pistol to his head; one was rummaging a portmanteau, anotlier 
rummaging the Principessa’s pockets ; while the two Blisses Pop- 
kins were screaming from each window of the carriage, and their 
waiting-maid squalling from the dickey. 

Alderman Popkins felt all the ire of the parent and the ma- 
gistrate roused within hhn. He grasped his cane, and was on 
the point of scrambling down the rocks, either to assault the 
robbers or to read the riot act, when he was suddenly seized by 
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the arm. It was by his friend the goatherd, whose cloak falling 
open, discovered a belt stuck full of pistols and stilettos. In 
short, he found himself in the clutches of the captain of the band, 
who had stationed himself on the rock to look out for travellers, 
and to give notice to his men. 

A sad ransacking took place. Trunks were turned inside 
out, and all the finery and frippery of the Popkins family scat- 
tered about the road. Such a chaos of Venice beads, and Roman 
mosaics, and Paris bonnets of the young ladies, mingled with 
the alderman’s nightcaps and lambs-wool stockings, and the 
dandy’s hair-brushes, stays, and starched cravats. 

The gentlemen were eased of their purses and their watches, 
the ladies of their jewels ; and the whole party were on the 
point of being carried up into the mountain, when, fortunately, 
the appearance of soldiery at a distance obliged the robbers to 
make off with tlie spoils they had secured, and leave the Popkins 
family to gather together the remnants of their effects, and 
make the best of their way to Fondi. 

When safe arrived, the alderman made a terrible blustering at 
the inn ; threatened to complain to the ambassador at Naples, 
and was ready to shake his cane at the whole country. The 
dandy had many stories to tell of his scuffles with the brigands, 
\vho overpowered him merely by numbers. As to the Misses 
Popkins, they were quite delighted with the adventure, and 
were occupied the whole evening in writing it in their journals. 
They declared the captain of the band to be a most romantic- 
looking man— they dared to say some unfortunate lover, or 
exiled nobleman ; and several of the band to be very handsome 
young men — “ quite picturesque I” 

In verity,” said mine liost of Terracina, they say the 
captain of the band is iin gallant nomo .^^ — “ A gallant man !” 
said the Englishman, indignantly : Pd have your gallant man 
hanged like a dog'!’’ — To dare to meddle with Englishmen !” 
said Mr. Hobbs. — ‘ ‘ And such a family as the Popkinses !” said 
Mr. Dobbs. — They ought to come upon the county for 
damages!” said Mr. Hobbs. — Our ambassador should make a 
complaint to the government of Naples,’’ said Mr. Dobbs. — 
They should be obliged to drive these rascals out of the 
country,” said Hobbs. — If they did not, we should declare 
war against them,” said Dobbs. — Pish ! — humbug!” muttered 
the Englishman to himself, and walked away. 
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The Engllsliinan luid been a little wearied by this story, and 
by the ultra zeal ot‘ his countrymen, and was glad when a sum-* 
mons to their supper relieved him from the crowd of travellers. 
He walked out with his Venetian friends and a young French- 
man of an interesting demeanour, who had become sociable with 
them in the course of the conversation. They directed their 
steps toward the sea, which was lit up by the rising moon. 

As they strolled along the beach they came to where a body of 
soldiers were stationed in a circle. They were guarding a number 
of galley slaves, who were permitted to refresh themselves in the 
evening breeze, and sport and roll upon the sand. 

The” Frenchman paused, and pointed to the group of wretches 
at their sports. “ It is difficult,’* said he, to conceive a more 
frightful mass of crime than is here collected. Many of these 
liave probably been robbers, such as you have heard described. 
Such is, too often, the career of crime in this country. The 
parricide, the fratricide, the infanticide, the miscreant of every 
kind, first flies from justice and turns mountain bandit; and then, 
when wearied of a life of danger, becomes traitor to his brother 
desperadoes; betrays them to punishment, and thus buys a com- 
mutation of his own sentence from death to the galleys : happy 
in the privilege of wallowing on the shore an hour a day in this 
mere state or animal enjoyment.’* 

The fair Venetian shuddered as she cast a look at the horde 
of wretches at their evening amusement. They seemed,*' 
she said, like so many serpents writhing together.” And yet 
the idea that some of them had been robbers, those formidable 
beings that haunted her imagination, made her still cast another 
fearful glance, as we contemplate some terrible beast of prey 
wdth a degree of awe and horror, even though caged and chained. 

The conversation reverted to the tales' of banditti wduch they 
had heard at the inn. The Englishman condemned some of 
them as fabrications, othei'S as exaggerations. As to the story 
of the improvisatore, he pronounced it a mere pece of romance, 
originating in the heated brain of the narrator. 

And yet,” said the Frenchman, ‘'there is so much romance 
about the real life of those beings, and about the singular country 
they infest, that it is hard to tell what to reject on the ground 
of improbability. I have had an adventure happen to myself 
which gave me an opportunity of getting some insight into 
their manners and habits, which I found altogether out of the 
common run of existence.” 
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There Y’'as an air of mingled frankness and modesty about 
the Frenchman which had gained the good- will of the whole 
party, not even excepting the Englishman. They all eagerly 
inquired after the particidars of the circumstance he alluded t(”>, 
and as they strolled slowly up and down the sea-shore he related 
the following adventure. 

THE PAINTER’S ADVENTURE. 

I AM an historical painter hy profession, and resided for some 
time in the family of a foreign prince at his villa, about fifteen 
miles from Rome, among some of the most interesting scenery 
of Italy. It is situated on the heights of ancient Tiiscidum. 
In its neighbomhood are the ruins of the villas of Cicero, Sciila, 
Luciillus, Rufiiiiis, and other illustrious Romans, who sought 
refuge here occasionally from their toils, in the bosom of a soft 
and luxurious re|)ose. From the midst of delightful bowers, 
refreshed by the pure mountain breeze, the eye looks over a 
romantic landscape full of poetical and historical associations. 
The Albanian mountains; Tivoli, once the favourite residence 
of Horace and Mecacnas ; the vast, deserted, melanclioly Cam- 
pagna, with the Tiber winding through it, and St. Peter's dome 
swelling in the midst, the monument, as it were, over the grave 
of ancient Rome. 

I assisted the prince in researches which he w'as making 
among the classic ruins of his vicinity: his exertions were highly 
successful. Many wrecks of admirable statues and fragments 
of exquisite sculpture were dug up; monuments of the taste and 
magnificence that reigned in the ancient Tusculan abodes. He 
had studded his villa and its ground with statues, relievos, vases, 
and sarcophagi, thus retrieved from the bosom of the earth. 

The mode of life pursued at the villa was delightfully serene, 
diversified by interesting occupations and elegant leisure. 
Every one passed the day according to his pleasure or occupa- 
tion ; and we all assembled in a cheerful dinner-party at sunset. 

It was on the fourth of November, a beautiful serene day, 
that we had assembled in the saloon at the sound of the first 
dinner-bell. The family were surprised at the absence of the 
prince’s confessor. They waited for him in vain, and at length 
placed themselves at table. They at first attributed his absence 
to his having prolonged his customary walk; and the early part 
of the dinner passed without any uneasiness. When the dessert 
was served, however, without his making his appearance, tfiey 
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began to feel anxious. They feared, he might have been taken 
ill in some alley of the woods, or that he might have fallen into 
the hands of robbers. Not far from the villa, with the interval 
of a small valley, rose the mountains of the Abruzzi, the strong- 
hold of banditti: indeed, the iieighboi|rhood had for some time 
past been infested by them; and Barbone, a notorious bandit 
chief, bad often been met prowling about the solitudes of Tus- 
culum. The daring enterprises of these ruffians were well known : 
the objects of their cupidity or vengeance were insecure even in 
palaces. As yet they had respected the possessions of the prince; 
but the idea of such dangerous spirits hovering about the neigh- 
bourhood was sufficient to occasion alarm. 

The fears of the company increased as evening closed in. The 
prince ordered out forest guards and domestics with flambeaux 
to search for the confessor. They had not departed long* when 
a slight noise was heard in the corridor of the ground-floor. 
The family were dining on the first-floor, and the remaining 
domestics were occupied in attendance. There was no one on 
the ground-floor at this moment but the housekeeper, the 
laundress, and three field labourers, who were resting themselves, 
and conversing with the women. 

I lieard the noise from below, and presuming it to be occa- 
sioned by the return of the absentee, I left the table and hast- 
ened down stairs, eager to gain intelligence that might relieve 
the anxiety of the prince and princess. I had scarcely reached 
the last step, when I beheld before me a man dressed as a bandit; 
a carbine in his hand, and a stiletto and pistols in his belt. His 
countenance had a mingled expression of ferocity and trepida- 
tion: he sprang upon me, and exclaimed exultingly, *‘Ecco il 
principe !*’ 

I saw at once into w^hat hands I had fallen, hut endeavoured 
to summon up coolness and presence of mind. A glance towards 
the lower end of the corridor showed me several ruffians, clothed 
and armed in the same manner with the one who had seized me. 
They were guarding the two females and the field labourers. 
The robber, who held me firmly by the collar, demanded re- 
peatedly whether or not I were the prince : his object evidently 
was to carry off the prince, and extort an immense ransom. He 
was enraged at receiving none but vague replies, for I felt the 
importance of misleading him. 

A sudden t!i ought struck me how I might extricate myself 
from his clutches. I was unarmed, it is true, but I was vigorous. 
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His coinpanions were at a distance. By a sudden exertion I 
might wrest myself from him, and spring up the staircase, 
whither he would not dare to follow me singly. The idea was 
put in practice as soon as conceived. The rufEan’s throat was 
bare ; with my right hand I seized him by it, with my left hand 
I grasped the arm which held the carbine. The suddenness of 
my attack took him completely unawares, and the strangling na- 
ture of my grasp pai'alysed him. lie choked and faltered. I 
felt his hand relaxing its hold, and was on the point of jerking 
myself away, and dai-ting up the staircase, before he could re- 
cover himself, when I was suddenly seized by some one from 
behind. 

I had to let go rny grasp. The bandit, once more released, 
fell upon me with fury, and gave me several blows with the butt 
end of his carbine, one of winch wounded me severely in the 
forehead and covered me with blood. He took advantage ofmy 
being stunned to riHe me of my watch, and whatever valuables 
I had about my person. 

When I recovered from the effect of the blow, I heard tbe voice 
of the chief of the banditti, who exclaimed — “ Queilo e il prin- 
cipe ; siamo contente ; andiamo r ( It is the prince ; enough ; 
let us be off.) The band immediately closed round me and 
dragged me out of the palace, bearing off the three labourers 
likewise, 

I had no hat on, and the blood flowed from my wound ; I 
managed to stanch it, however, with my pocket-handkerciiief, 
which I bound round my forehead. The captain of the band 
conducted me in triumph, supposing me to be the prince. We 
had gone some distance before he learnt his mistake from one of 
the labourers, llis rage was terrible. It was too late to return 
to the villa and endeavour to retrieve his error, for by this time 
the alarm must have been given, and every one in arms. He 
darted at me a ferocious look — swore I had deceived him, and 
caused him to miss his fortune — and told me to prepare for 
death. The rest of the robbers were equally furious. I saw 
their hands upon tlieir poniards, and I knew that death was sel- 
dom an empty threat with these ruffians. Tlie labourers saw 
the peril into which their information had betrayed me, and 
eag’erly assured the captain that i was a man foi' whom the 
prince would pay a great ransom. This produced a pause. For 
ray part, 1 cannot say that I had been much dismayed by their 
menaces. I mean not to make any boast of courage ; but I have 
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been so sclipoled to hardship during the late revolutions, and 
have beheld death around me in so many perilous and disastrous 
scenes, that I have become in some measure callous to its ter- 
rors. Tile frequent hazard of life makes a man at length as reck-l 
less of it as a gambler of his money. To their threat of death|, 
I replied, that tlie sooner it was executed the better.’’ This re- 
ply seemed to astonish the captain; and the prospect of ransom 
held out by the labourers had, no doubt, a still greater effect on 
him. He considered for a moment, assumed a calmer manner, 
and made a sign to his companions, who had remained waiting for 
my death-'warrant. Forward I” said he; will see about 
this matter by and by !” 

We descended rapidly towards the road of La Molara, which 
leads to Rocca Priori. In the midst of this road is a solitary 
inn. The captain ordered the troop to halt at the distance of a 
pistol-shot from it, and enjoined profound silence. He ap- 
proached the threshold alone, with noiseless steps. He examined 
the outside of the door very narrowly, and then returning pre- 
cipitately, made a sign for the troop to continue its march in 
silence. It has since been ascertained that this was one of those 
infamous inns which are the secret resorts of banditti. The inn- 
keeper had an understanding with the captain, as he most pro- 
bably bad with the chiefs of the different bands. When any of 
the patroles and gendarmes were quartered at his house, the 
brigands were warned of it by a preconcerted signal on the 
door ; when there was no such signal, they might enter with 
safety, and be sure of welcome. 

After pursuing our road a little further, we struck off towards 
the woody mountains which envelop Rocca Priori. Our march 
was long and painful; with many circuits and windings: at 
length we clambered a steep ascent, covered with a thick forest ; 
and when we had reached the centre, I was told to seat myself 
on the ground. No sooner had I done so, than, at a sign from 
their chief, the robbers surrounded me, and spreading their great 
cloaks from one to the other, formed a kind of pavilion of 
nanties, to which their bodies might be said to serve as columns. 
The captain then struck a light, and a harabeau was lit im- 
mediately. The mantles were extended to prevent the light 
of the flambeau from being seen through the forest. Anxious 
as was my situation, I could not look round upon this screen of 
dusky drapery, relieved by the bright colours of the robbers’ 
garments, the gleaming of their weapons, and the variety of 
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sti-ong- marked countenances, lit up by tlie flambeau, without 
admiring the picturesque effect of the scene. It was quite 
theatrical. 

The captain now held an inkhorn, and giving me pen and 
paper, ordered me to write what he should dictate. I obeyed. 
It was a demand, couched in the style of robber eloquence, 
** that the prince should send three thousand dollars for my 
ransom ; or that my death should be the consequence of a re** 
fusal." 

I knew enough of the desperate character of these beings to 
feel assured this was not an idle menace. Their only mode of 
insuring attention to their demands is to make the infliction of 
tlie penalty inevitable. I saw at once, however, that the demand 
was preposterous, and made in improper language. 

I told the captain so, and assured him that so extravagant a 
sum would never be granted. “ That I was neither a friend 
nor relative of the prince, but a mere artist, employed to execute 
certain paintings. That I had nothing to offer as a ransom but 
the price of my labours : if this were not sufficient, my life w^as 
at their disposal ; it was a thing on which I set but little value.’* 

I was the more hardy in my reply, because I saw that cool- 
ness and hardihood had an effect upon the robbers. It is 
true, as I finished speaking, the captain laid his hand upon his 
stiletto 5 but he restrained himself, and snatching the letter, 
folded it, and ordered me in a peremptory tone to address it to 
the prince. He then despatched one of the labourers with it to 
Tusculum, who promised to return with all possible speed. 

The robbers now prepared themselves for sleep ; and I w'as 
told that I might do the same. They spread their great cloaks 
on the ground, and lay down around me. One was stationed 
at a little distance to keep watch, and w'as relieved every two 
hours. The strangeness and wildness of this mountain bivouac 
among lawless beings, whose hands seemed ever ready to grasp 
the stiletto, and with whom life was so trivial and insecure,^ %vas 
enough to banish repose. The coldness of the earth and of tin 
dew, however, had a still greater effect than mental cause, 
in disturbing my rest. The airs wafted to these mountains 
from the distant Mediterranean diffused a great chilliness as the 
night advanced. An expedient suggested itself. I called one 
of my fellow-prisoners, the labourers, and made him lie down 
beside me. Whenever one of my limbs became chilled, I ap- 
proached it to the robust limb of my neighbour, and borrowed 
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some of Ills waraith. In this way I was able to obtain a little 
sleep. 

Day at length dawned, and I was roused from my slumber 
by the voice ot the chieftain. He desired me to rise and follow 
him. I obeyed. On considering his physiognomy attentively, 
it appeared a little softened. He even assisted me in scambling 
up the steep forest among rocks and brambles. Habit had 
made him a vigorous mountaineer ; but I found it excessively 
toilsome to climb these rugged heights. We arrived at length 
at the summit of the mountain. 

Here it was that I felt ail the enthusiasm, of my art suddenly 
awak’ened ; and I forgot in an instant all my perils and fatigues 
at this magnificent view of the sunrise in the midst of the 
mountains of Abruzzi. It was on these heights that Hannibal 
first pitched his camp, and pointed out Rome to Ms followers. 
The eye embraces a vast extent of country. The minor height 
of Tusculum, wdth its villas and its sacred ruins, lie below ; the 
Sabine hills and the Albanian mountains stretch on either hand ; 
and beyond Tusculum and Frescati spreads out the immense 
Campagna, with its lines of tombs, and here and there a broken 
aqueduct stretching across it, and the towers and domes of the 
Eternal City in the midst. 

Fancy this scene lit up by the glories of a rising sun, and 
bursting upon my sight as I looked forth from among the 
majestic forests of the Abruzzi. Fancy, too, the savage fore- 
ground, made still more savage by groups of banditti, armed 
and dressed in their wild picturesque manner, and you will not 
wmnder that the enthusiasm of a painter for a moment over- 
powered all ids other feelings. 

The banditti -were astonished at my admiration of a scene 
which familiarity had made so common in their eyes. I took 
advantage of their halting at this spot, drew forth a quire of 
drawing-paper, and began to sketch the features of the land- 
scape. llie height on which I was seated was w^lld and solitary, 
separated from the ridge of Tusculum by a valley nearly three 
miles wide, though the distance appeared less from the purity 
of the atmosphere. This height was one of the favourite re- 
treats of the banditti, commanding a look-out over the country; 
while at the same time it was covered with forests, and distant 
from the populous haunts of men. 

While I was sketching, my attention was called off for a 
moment by the cries of birds and ti\G bleatings of sheep. I 
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looked around, kut could see nothing of the animals which 
uttered tliem- They were repeated;, and appeared to come from 
the summits of the trees. On looking more narrowly, I per^ 
ceived six of the robbers perched in tlie tops of oaks, which 
on the breezy crest of the mountain, and commanded an 
ternipted prospect. From hence tliey were keeping a look-ou 
like so many vultures ; casting their eyes into the depths of the ■“ 
valley below us ; communicating with each other by signs, or 
holding discourse in sounds wliich might be mistaken by the 
wayfarer for the cries of hawks and crows, or the bleating of 
the mountain docks. After tiiey had reconnoitred the neigh- 
bourhood, and finished their singular discourse, they descended 
from their airy perch, and returned to their prisoners. The 
captain posted three of them at three naked sides of the moun- 
tain, while he remained to guard us with what appeared his 
most trusty companion. 

I had my book of sketches in my hand ; he requested to see 
it, and after having run his eye over it, expressed himself con- 
vinced of the truth of my assertion, that I was a painter. I 
thought I saw a gleam of good feeling dawning in him, and de- 
termined to avail myself of it. I knew that the worst of men 
have their good points and their accessible sides, if one would 
but study them carefully. Indeed, there is a singular mixture 
in the character of the Italian robber. With reckless ferocity 
he often mingles traits of kindness and good-humour. He is 
not always radically bad ; but driven to his course of life by 
some unpremeditated crime, the effect of those sudden bursts of 
passion to which the Italian temperament is prone. This has 
compelled him to take to the mountains, or, as it is technically 
termed among them, ‘‘ andare in carapagna.” He has become 
a robber by profession ; but, like a soldier when not in action, 
he can lay aside his weapon and his fierceness, and become like 
other men. 

I took occasion, from the observations of the captain on my 
sketchings, to fall into conversation with him. I found him 
sociable and communicative. By degrees I became completely 
at my ease with him. I had fancied I perceived about him a 
degree of self-love, which I determined to make use of. I i 
assumed an air of careless frankness, and told him, that, 
artist, I prei-ended to the power of judging of the physiogn^ 
that I thought I perceived something in his features an 
meanour vvhich announced him worthv of higher fortunes J 
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he was not formed to exercise the profession to which he liad 
abandoned lumself ; that he* had talents and qualities fitted for 
a nobler sphere of action ; that he had but to change his course 
of life, and, in a legitimate career, the same courage and endow- 
ments which now made him an object of terror would ensure 
him the applause and admiration of society. 

I had not mistaken my man ; my discourse both touched and 
excited him. He seized my hand, pressed it, and. replied with 
strong emotion — You have guessed the truth ; you have 
judged of me rightly.” tie remained for a moment silent ; then 
with a kind of effort he resumed — I will tell you some parti- 
culars of my life, and you will perceive that it was the oppres- 
sion of othej’S, rather than my own crimes, which drove me to 
the mountains. I sought to serve my fellow-men, and they 
have persecuted me from among them.” We seated ourselves 
on the grass, and the robber gave me the following anecdotes 
of his history. 

THE STORY OF THE BANDIT CHIEFTAIN. 

I AM a native of the village of Prossedi. My father was 
easy enough in circumstances, and we lived peaceably and in- 
dependently, cultivating our fields. All went on well with us 
until a new chief of the Sbirri was sent to our village to take 
command of the police. He was an arbitrary fellow, prying 
into everything, and practising all sorts of vexations and op- 
pressions in the discharge of his office. I was at that time 
eighteen years of age, and had a natural love of justice and good 
neighbourhood. I had also a little education, and knew some- 
thing of history, so as to he able to judge a little of men and 
their actions. Ail this inspired me 'with hatred for this paltry 
despot. My own family, also, became the object of his sus- 
picion or dislike, and felt more than once the arbitrary abuse of 
ins power. These things worked together in my mind, and I 
ga-ped after vengeance. My character was always ardent and 
energetic, and, acted upon by the love of justice, determined 
me, by one blow, to rid the country of the tyrant. 

Full of my project, I rose one morning before peep of day, 
and concealing a stiletto under my waistcoat— here you see it! 
(and he drew forth a long keen poniard) — I lay in wait for him 
in the. outskirts of the village. 1 knew all his haunts, and his 
liablt of making his rounds and prowling about like a wolf in 
the grey of the morning. At length I met him, and attacked 
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him with fuiy. He was armed, but I took him unawares, and 
was full of youth and vigour. T gave him repeated blows to 
make sure work, and laid him lifeless at my feet. 

When I was satisfied that 1 had done for him, I returned 
with all haste to the village, but had the ill-luck to meet two 
of the Sbirri as I entered it. They accosted me, and asked if 
I had seen their chief. I assumed an air of tranquillity, and 
told them I had not. They eontinued on their ^vay, and within 
a few hours brought back the dead body to Prossedi. Their 
suspicions of me being already awakened, I was arrested and 
thrown into prison. Here I lay several weeks, when the Prince, 
who was Seigneur of Prossedi, directed judicial proceedings 
against me. I was brought to trial, and a witness was pro- 
duced, who pretended to have seen me flying with precipitation 
not far from the bleeding body, and so I was condemned to the 
galleys for thirty years. 

Curse on such laws,” vociferated the bandit, foaming with 
rage; “curse on such a government! and ten thousand curses 
on the Prince who caused me to be adjudged so rigorously, 
while so many other Roman princes harbour and protect assassins 
a thousand times more culpable! What had I done but w^bat 
was inspired by a love of justice and my country? Why was 
my act more culpable than that of Brutus, when he sacrificed 
Caesar to the cause of liberty and justice?” 

There was something at once both lofty and ludicrous in the 
rhapsody of this robber chief, thus associating himself with one 
of the great names -of-an-tiqu-ity* It showed, however, that he 
had at least the merit of knowing the remarkatde facts in the 
history of his country. He became. -ffibre calm, “^^id resumed 
his narrative. - 

I was conducted to Civita Vecchia in fetters. My he^I’ t was 
burning with rage. I had been married scarce six months to 
a woman whom I passionately loved, and who was pregnant. 
My family was in despair. For a long time I made unsuccess- 
ful eflbrts to break my chain. At length I found a morsel of 
iron, which I hid carefully, and endeavoured, with a pointed 
fiint, to fashion it into a kind of file. I occupied myself in this 
work during the night-time, and when it was finished, I made 
out, after a long time, to sever one of the rings of my chain, 
My flight was successful. 

I wandered for several weeks in the mountains which sur- 
round P-Kossedi, and found means t" inform my wife of the 
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place Y'liere I was concealed. She came often to see me. 1 
had determined to put myself at the head of an armed band. 
She endeavoured, for a long time, to dissuade me, but finding 
my resolution fixed, she at length united in my project of ven- 
geance, and brought me herself my poniard. By her means I 
communicated with several brave fellows of the neighbouring 
villages, who I knew to be ready to take to the mountains, 
and only panting for an opportunity to exercise their daring 
spirits. We soon formed a combination, procured arms, and 
we liave bad ample opportunities of revenging ourselves for the 
wrongs and injuries which most of us have suffered. Every- 
thing has succeeded with us until now, and had it not been for 
our blunder in mistaking you for the prince, our fortunes would 
have been made. 


Here the robber concluded his story. He had talked himself 
into complete companionship, and assured me he no longer 
bore me any grudge for the error of which I had been the in- 
nocent cause. He even professed a kindness for me, and wished 
me to remain some time with them. He promised to give me 
a sight of certain grottos which they occupied beyond Villetri, 
and whi tiler they resorted during the intervals of their expedi- 
tions. He assured me that they led a jovial life there ; had 
plenty of good cheer; slept on beds of moss ; and were waited 
upon by young and beautiful females, whom I might take for 
models. 

I confess I felt my curiosity roused by his descriptions of the 
grottos and their inhabitants : they realised those scenes in rob- 
ber story which I had always looked upon as mere creations 
of the fancy. I should gladly have accepted his invitation, 
and paid a visit to these caverns, could I have felt more secure 
in my company. 

I began to find my situation less painfiil. I had evidently 
propitiated „ tl^e good-will of the chieftain, and hoped that he 
might release me for a moderate ransom. A new darm, how- 
ever, awaited me. While the captain was looking out with 
impatience for the return of the messenger, who had been sent 
to the prince, the sentinel, who had been posted on the side of 
the mountain facing the plain of La Molara, came running 
towards us with precipitation. We are betrayed!” exclaimed 
he. The police of Erescati are after us. A party of cara- 
bineers have just stopped at the inn below the mountain.” 

p 
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Then, laying lus band on bis stiletto, lie swore, with a terrible 
oath, that if they made the least movement towards the moun« 
tain, my life and the lives of my fellow-prisoners should answer 
for it. 

The chieftain resumed all his ferocity of demeanour, and ap- 
proved of what his companion said ; but when tlie latter had 
returned to his post, he turned to me with a softened air ; 1 

must act as chief,” said he, “ and humour my dangerous sub- 
alterns. It is a law with us to kill our prisoners rather than 
suffer them to be rescued ; but do not be alarmed. In case 
we are surprised, keep by me. Fly with us, and I will consider 
myself responsible for your life.” 

There was nothing very consolatory in this arrangement, 
which would have placed me between tw*o dangers. I scarcely 
knew, in case of flight, which I should have most to apprehend 
from, the carbines of the pursuers, or the stilettos of tlie pur- 
sued. I remained silent, however, and endeavoured to maintain 
a look of tranquillity. 

For an hour was I kept in this state of peril and anxiety. 
The robbers, crouching among their leafy coverts, kept an 
eagle watch upon the carabineers below, as they loitered about 
the inn ; sometimes lolling about the portal ; sometimes disap- 
pearing for several minutes j then sallying out, examining their 
weapons ; pointing in different directions, and apparently asking 
questions about the neighbourhood. Not a movement, a ges- 
ture, was lost upon the keen eyes of the brigands. At length 
we were relieved from our apprehensions. The carabineers 
having flnished their refreshment, seized their arras, continued 
along the valley tow’ards the great road, and gradually left the 
mountain behind them. 1 felt almost certain,” said the chief, 
they could not be sent after us. They know too well 
how prisoners have fared in our hands on similar occasions. 
Our laws in this respect are inflexible, and are necessary for our 
safety. If we once flinched from them, there would no longer 
be such thing as a ransom to be procured.” 

There were no signs yet of the messengeris return, I was 
preparing to resume my sketching, when the captain drew a 
quire of paper from his knapsack. Co.rae,” said lie, laughing, 
you are a painter — take my likeness. The leaves of your 
portfolio are small — draw it on this.” I gladly consented, for 
it was a study that seldom presents itself to a painter. I recol- 
lected that Salvator Eosa in his youth had voluntarily sojourned 
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for a time among the banditti of Calabria, and had filled his 
mind with the savage scenery and savage associates by which 
he was surrounded. I seized my pencil with enthusiasm at tlie 
thought. I found the captain the most docile of subjects, 
and, after various shiftings of position, I placed him in an atti- 
tude to my mind. 

Picture to yourself a stern muscular figure, in fanciful bandit 
costume ; with pistols and poniards in belt ; his brawny neck 
bare ; a handkerchief loosely thrown round it, and the two ends 
In front strung with rings of all kinds, the spoils of travellers ; 
relics and medals hung on his breast ; his hat decorated with 
various coloured ribands ; his vest and short breeches of bright 
colours, and finely embroidered ; his legs in buskins or leggings. 
Fancy him on a mountain height, among wild rocks and rugged 
oaks, leaning on his carbine, as if meditating some exploit; 
while far below are beheld villages and villas, the scenes of his 
rnai'audings, with the wide Campagna dimly extending in the 
distance. 

The robber was pleased with the sketch, and seemed to ad- 
mire himself upon paper. I had scarcely nnished, when the 
labourer arrived who had been sent for my ransom. He had 
reached Tusculum two hours after midnight. He brought me 
a letter from the prince, who was in bed at the time of his 
arrival. As I had predicted, he treated the demand as extra- 
vagant, but offered five hundred dollars for my ransom. Having 
no money by him at the moment, he had sent a note for the 
amount, payable to whomsoever should conduct me safe and 
sound to Rome. I presented the note of hand to the chieftain : 
he received it with a shrug. Of what use are notes of hand 
to us ?” said he. Who can we send with you to Rome to 
receive it ? We are .all marked men ; known and described at 
every gate and military post and village church-door. No ; we 
must have gold and silver : let the sum be paid in cash, and 
you shall be restored to liberty.” 

The captain again placed a sheet of paper before me to 
communicate his determination to the prince. When I had 
finished the letter, and took the sheet from the quire, I found 
on the opposite side of it the portrait which I had just been 
tracing. I was about to tear it off and give it to the chief.'— 

liokl I” said he, let it go to Rome : let them see what kind 
of looking fellow I am. Perhaps the prince and Ms friends 
i>2 
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may form as good an opinion of me from mj face as you have 
done/ This was said sportively, yet it was evident there was 
vanity lurking at the bottom. Even this wary, distrustful chief 
of banditti forgot for a moment his usual foresight and pre- 
caution, in the common wish to be admired. He never re- 
flected what use might be made of this portrait in his pursuit 
and conviction. 

The letter was folded and directed, and the messenger departed 
again for Tusculum, It was now eleven o’clock in the morning, 
and as yet we had eaten nothing. In spite of all my anxiety, I 
began to feel a craving appetite. I was glad, therefore, to hear 
the captain talk sometliiug about eating. He observed that for 
three days and nights they had been lurking about among rocks 
and woods, meditating their expedition to Tusculum, during 
wliich time {ill their provisions had been exhausted. He should 
now take measures to j)rocure a supply. Leaving me therefore 
in charge of his comrade, in whom be appeared to have implicit 
eonlidence, he departed, assuring me that in less than two liours 
we should make a good dinner. Where it was to come from was 
an enigma to mo, though it was evident these beings had their 
secret friends and agents throughout the country. 

Indeed, the inhabitants of these mountains and of the valleys 
whicdi they embosom are a rude, half-civilised set. The towns 
and villages among the forests of the Abruzzi, shut up from the 
rest of the world, are almost like savage dens. It is "wonderful 
that such rude abodes, so little known and visited, should be em- 
bosomed in the midst of one of the most travelled and civilised 
countries of Europe. Among these regions the robber prowls 
unmolested ; not a mountaineer hesitates to give him secret 
harbour and assistance. The sliepherds, however, who tend their 
flocks among the mountains, are the favourite emissaries of the 
robbers, when they w’onld send messages down to the valleys 
either for ransom or supplies. 

The she} herds of the Abruzzi are as wild as the scenes they 
fre(]iieat. They are clad in a rude garb of black or brown sheep- 
skin ; they have high conical hats, and coai’se sandals of cloth 
boundvound their legs with thongs similar to those worn by the 
robbers. They carry long staffs, on which, as they lean, they 
f )rin }.)icturesque objects in the lonely landscape, and they are 
followed by their ever-constant companion, the dog. They are 
a curious questioning set, glad at any time to relieve the mono- 
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tony of tlieir solitude by the conversation of the passer-b}^ ; and 
the dog" will lend an attentive ear, and put on as sagacious and 
inqtiisitive a look as his mastei*. 

But I am wandering from roy story. I was now left alone 
with one of the j obbers, the confidential companion of the chief. 
He was the youngest and most vigorous of the band; and though 
his countenance liad something of that dissolute fierceness which 
seems natural to this desperate, lawless mode of life, yet there 
were traces of manly beauty about it. As an artist, I could not 
but admire it. I had remarked in him an air of abstraction and 
reverie, and at times a movement of inward suffering and im- 
patience. He now sat on the ground, his elbows on his knees, 
his head resting between his clenched fists, and his eyes fixed on 
the earth with an expression of sad and bitter rumination. I 
had grown familiar with him from repeated conversations, and 
had found him superior in mind to the rest of the band. I was 
anxious to seize any opportunity of sounding the feelings of these 
singular beings. I fancied I read in the countenance of this one 
traces of self-condemnation and remorse; and the ease with 
which I had drawn forth the confidence of the chieftain en- 
couraged me to hope the same with his follower. 

After a little preliminary conversation, I ventured to ask him 
if he did not feel regret at having abandoned his family, and taken 
to this dangerous profession. “I feel,’' replied he, ‘‘but one 
regret, and that will end only with my life.” As he said this, 
he pressed his clenched fists upon his bosom, drew his breath 
through his set teeth, and added with deep emotion, “ I have 
something within here that stifies me *, it is like a burning iron 
consuming my very heart. I could tell you a miserable story 
— but not now — another time.” 

He relapsed into his former position, and sat with his head 
between his hands, muttering to himself in broken ejaculations, 
and what appeared at times to be curses and maledictions. I 
saw he was not in a mood to be disturbed, so I left him to him- 
self. In a little while the exhaustion of his feelings, and probably 
the fatigues he had undergone in this expedition, began to pro- 
duce drowsiness. He struggled with it for a time, but the 
warmth and stillness of mid-day made it in'esistihle, and he at 
length stretched himself upon the herbage and fell asleep. 

i now beheld a chance of escape within my reach. My guard 
lay before me at my mercy. FI is vigorous limbs relaxed by 
sleep — ^his bosom open for the blow — his carbine slipped from 
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Ills nerveless grasp, and lying by bis side — Ms stiletto half out of 
the pocket in which it was usually carriecL But two of his 
comrades were in sight, and those at a considerable distance on 
the edge of the mountain, their backs turned to us, and their 
attention occupied in keeping a look-out upon the plain. Through 
a strip of intervening forest, and at the foot of a steep descent, 
I beheld the village of Rocea Priori. To have secured the car- 
bine of the sleeping brigand; to have seized upon his poniard and 
have plunged it in his heart, wmuld have been the work of an 
instant. Should he die wntliout noise, I might dart through the 
lorest and dowm to Roeca Priori before my flight might be disco- 
vered. In case of alarm, I should still have a fair start of the 
rol)bers, and a chance of getting beyond the reach of their shot. 

Here then was an opportunity for both escape and vengeance; 
jierilous, indeed, but powerfully tempting. Had my situation 
been more critical I could not have resisted it. I reflected, 
however, for a moment. The attempt, if successful, would he 
followed by the sacrifice of my two fellow-prisoners, who were 
sleeping profoundly, and could not be awalvened in time to escape. 
The labourer who had gone after the ransom might also fail 
a victim to the rage of the robbers, without the money which 
he brought being saved. Besides, the conduct of the chief to- 
wards me made me feel certain of speedy deliverance. These 
reflections overcame the first powerful impulse, and I calmed the 
turbulent agitation which it had awakened. 

I again took out my materials for drawing, and amused myself 
with sketching the magnificent prospect. It was now about 
noon, and everything had sunk into repose, like the bandit that 
lay sleeping before me. The noontide stillness that reigned 
over these mountains, the vast landscape below, gleaming with 
distant tow-ns, and dotted with various habitations and signs of 
life, yet all so silent, had a powerful effect upon my mind. The 
intermediate valleys, too, which He among the mountains, have 
a peculiar air of solitude. Few sounds are heard at mid-day to 
break tlie quiet of the scene. Sometimes the whistle of a solitar}" 
muleteer, lagging with his lazy animal along the road which 
winds through the centre of the valley; sometimes the faint pip- 
ing of a shepherd’s reed from the side of tlie mountain, or some- 
times the bell of an ass slowly pacing along, followed by a monk 
with, bare feet, and bare, shining bead, and carrying provisions 
to his convent. 

I had continued to sketch for some time among my sleeping 
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companions, when at length I saw the captain of the hand ap- 
proaching, followed bj a peasant leading a mule, on which was 
a well-filled sack. I at Hrst apprehended that this was some new 
prey fallen into the hands of the robbers; but the contented look 
of the peasant soon relieved me, and I was rejoiced to hear that 
it was our promised repast. The brigands now came ninning 
from the three sides of the mountain, having the quick scent of 
vultures. Every one busied himself in unloading the mule, and 
relieving the sack of its contents. 

The first thing that made its appearance was an enormous 
ham, of a colour and plumpness that would have inspired the 
pencil of Teniers ; it was folio ived by a large cheese, a bag of 
boiled chestnuts, a little barrel of wine, and a quantity of good 
household bread. Everything was arranged on the grass with 
a degree of symmetry; and the captain, presenting me his 
knife, requested me to help myself. We all seated ourselves 
round the viands, and nothing was beard for a time but the 
sound of vigorous mastication, or the gurgling of the barrel 
of wine as it revolved briskly about the circle. My long fast- 
ing, and the mountain air and exercise, had given me a keen 
appetite ; and never did repast appear to me more excellent or 
picturesque. 

From time to time one of the band was despatched to keep 
a look-out upon the plain. No enemy was at hand, and the 
dinner was undisturbed. The peasant received nearly three 
times the value of his provisions, and set off down the moun- 
tain highly satisfied with his bargain. I felt invigorated by 
the hearty meal I had made, and notwithstanding that the 
wound I had received the evening before was painful, yet I 
could not but feel extremely interested and gratified by the sin- 
gular scenes continually presented to me. Everything was 
picturesque about these wild beings and their haunts. Their 
bivouacs ; their groups on guard ; their indolent noontide 
repose on the mountain -brow’ ; their rude repast on the her- 
bage among rocks and trees ; everything presented a study for 
a painter : but it was tow'ards the approach of evening that I 
felt the highest enthusiasm awakened. 

The setting sun, declining beyond the vast Campagna, shed 
its rich yellow beams on the woody summits of the Abruzzi. 
Several mountains crowned with snow shone brilliantly in the 
distance, contrasting their brightness with others, which, tbrowrn 
into shade, assumed deoA) tints of purple and violet. As the 
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evenini:? advanced, the landscape darkened into a sterner cha- 
racter. The immense solitude around ; the wild mountains 
broken into I'ocks and precipices, intermingled with vast oaks, 
corks, and chestnuts ; and the groups of banditti in the fore- 
ground, reminded me of the savage scenes of Salvator Rosa. 

To beguile the time, the captain proposed to his comrades to 
spread before me their jewels and cameos, as I must doubtless 
be a judge of such articles, and able to form an estimate of 
their value. He set the example ; the others followed it j and 
in a few moments I saw the grass before me sparkling with 
jewels and gems that would have delighted the eyes of an 
antiquary or a fine lady. 

Among them were several precious jewels, and antique in- 
taglios and cameos of great value; the spoils, doubtless, of 
travellers of distinction. I found that they were in the habit 
of selling their booty in the frontier towns; but as these in 
general were thinly and poorly peopled, and little frequented 
by travellers, they could offer no market for such valuable 
articles of taste and luxury. I suggested to them the certainty 
of their readily obtaining great prices for these gems among 
the rich strangers with which Rome "was thronged. The im- 
pression made upon their greedy niindw was immediately ap- 
parent. One of the hand, a young man, and the least known, 
requested permission of the captain to depart the following day, 
in disguise, for Rome, for the purpose of traffic ; promising, on 
the faith of a bandit (a sacred pledge among them), to return 
in two days to any place he might appoint. The captain con- 
sented, and a curious scene took place : the robbers crowded 
round him eagerly, confiding to him such of their jewels as 
they wished to dispose of, and giving him instructions what to 
demand. There was much bargaining and exchanging and 
selling of trinkets among them ; and I beheld my watch, which 
liad a chain and valuable seals, purchased by the young robber- 
merchant of the ruffian who had plundered me, for sixty dollars. . 
I now conceived a faint hope that, if it went to Rome, I might 
somehow or other regain possession of it.* 

In the mean time day declined, and no messenger re- 
turned from Tusculura. The idea of passing another night in 

Tlio Tioi)eR of the artist were not disappointed ; the robber was stopped a 
one of the f?ates of Rome. Soiuetliinir in las looks or deportment had excited 
fcuspieinn. He was searched, and the valuable trinkets found on him sufTiciently 
evinced his cluiracter. On applying to the police, the artist’s watch was returned 
to him. 
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the woods was extremely disheartening, for I began to be 
satisfied with what I had seen of robber-life. The chieftain 
now ordered his men to follow him, that he might station them 
at their posts; adding*, that if the messenger did not i'eturu 
before night, they must shift their quarters to some otlier 
place. 

I was again left alone with the young bandit who had before 
guarded me : he had the same gloomy air and haggard eye, 
with now and then a bitter sardonic smile, I was determined 
to probe this ulcerated heart, and reminded him of a kind of 
promise he had given me to tell me the cause of his sufiering. 
It seemed to me as if these troubled spirits were glad of any 
opportunity to disburden themselves, and of having some fresh, 
nndiseased mind with which they could communicate. 1 had 
hardly made the request but he seated himself by my side, 
and gave me his story in, as nearly as I can recollect, the 
following words. 

STORY OF THE YOUNG ROBBER. 

I WAS born at the little town of Frosinone, which lies at the 
skirts of the Abruzzi. xViy father had made a little property in 
trade, and gave me some education, as he intended me for the 
church ; hut I had kept gay company too much to relish the 
cowl, so I grew up a loiterer about the place. I was a heedless 
fellow, a little quarrelsome on occasion, but good-humoured in 
tlie main ; so I made my way very well for a time, until I fell in 
love. There lived in our town a surveyor or land-bailiff of the 
prince’s, who had a young daughter, a beautiful girl of sixteen: 
she was looked upon as something better than the common 
run of our townsfolk, and was kept almost entirely at home- I 
saw her occasionally, and became madly in love with her — she 
looked so fresh and tender, and so different from the sun -burnt 
females to which I had been accustomed. 

As my father kept me in money, I always dressed well, and 
took all opportunities of showing myself off to advantage in the 
eyes of the little beauty. I used to see her at church ; and as I 
could play a little upon tlie guitar, I gave a tune sometimes under 
her window of an evening, and I tried to have interviews with 
her in her father’s vineyard, not far from the town, where she 
sometimes walked. She was evidently pleased with me, but she 
was young and shy ; and her father kept a strict eye upon her, 
and took alarm at ray attentions, for he had a bad opinion of me 
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and looked for a better match for his daughter. I became furious 
at tlie diflioulties thrown in my way, having been accustomed 
always to easy success among the women, being considered one 
of tlie smartest young fellows of the place. 

Her father brought home a suitor for her, a rich farmer, from 
a neig'hhoiirhig town. The wedding-day was appointed, and 
preparations were making, I got sight of her at her window, 
and 1 thought she looked sadly at me. I determined the match 
should not take place, cost what it might. I met her intended 
biidegroom in the market-place, and could not restrain the ex- 
pression of my rage. A few hot words passed between us, when 
I drew rny stiletto, and stabbed him to the heart. I fled to a 
rieiglibouring* church for refuge, and with a little money I ob- 
taiiied absolution, but I did not dare to venture from my asylum. 

At that time our captain was forming his troop. He had 
known me from boyhood, and, hearing of my situation, came to 
me in secret, and made such offers that I agreed to enrol my- 
self atnong his followers. Indeed, I had more than once thought 
of taking to this mode of life, having known several brave fel- 
lows of the mountains, -who used to spend their money freely 
among lis youngsters of the town. I accordingly left my asylum 
late one night, repaired to the appointed place of meeting, took 
tlie oaths prescribed, and became one of the troop. We were for 
some time in a distant part of the mountains, and our wild, ad- 
venturous kind of life hit my fancy wonderfully, and diverted my 
thoughts. At length they returned with all their violence to 
the recollection of JElosetta : the sohtude in which I often found 
myself gave me time to brood over her image, and, as I have kept 
watch at night over our sleeping camp in the mountains, my 
feelings have been roused almost to a fever. 

At length we shifted our ground, and determined to make a 
descent upon the road between Terracina and Naples. In the 
course of our expedition, we passed a day or two in the woody 
mountains which rise above Frosinone. I cannot tell you how 
I felt when I looked down upon the place, and distinguished the 
residence of Rosetta. I determined to have an interview with 
her — but to what purpose? 1 could not expect that she would 
quit her liome, and accompany me in my hazardous life among 
the mountains, Slie had been brought up too tenderly for that ; 
and when I looked upon the women who were associated with 
some of our troop, I could not have borne the thoughts of her 
being their companion. All return ray former lifo was like- 
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vfise liopeless, for a price was set upon my head. Stili I deter- 
mined to see her; the very hazard and fruitiessness of the thing 
made me furious to accomplish it. 

It is about three weeks since I persuaded our captain to draw 
down to the vicinity of Frosinone, in hopes of entrapping some 
of its principal inhabitants, and compelling them to a ransom. 
We were lying in ambush towards evening, not far from the 
vineyard of Rosetta’s father. I stole quietly from my com- 
panions, and drew near to reconnoitre the place of her frequent 
walks. How my heart beat when, among the vines, I beheld the 
gleaming of a white dress! I knew it must be Rosetta’s; it 
being rare for any female in the place to dress in white. I ad- 
vanced secretly and without noise, until, putting aside the vines, 
I stood suddenly before her. She uttered a piercing shriek, 
but I seized her in my arms, put my hand upon her mouth, and 
conjured her to be silent. I poured out all the frenzy of my 
passion ; offered to renounce my mode of life ; to put my fate 
in her hands; to fly with her where we might live in safety to- 
gether, All that I could say or do would not pacify her. In- 
stead of love, horror and affright seemed to have taken posses- 
sion of her breast. She struggled partly from my grasp, and 
filled the air with her cries. 

In an instant the captain and the rest of my companions were 
around us. I would have given anything at that moment had 
she been safe out of our hands, and in her father’s house. It 
was too late. The captain pronounced her a prize, and ordered 
that she should be borne to the mountains. I represented 
to him that she was my prize; that I had a previous claim to her ; 
and I mentioned my former attachment. He sneered bitterly 
in reply ; observed that bidgands had no business with village 
intrigues, and that, according to the laws of the troop, all spoils 
of the kind were determined by lot. Love and jealousy were 
raging in my heart, but I had to choose between obedience and 
death. I surrendered her to the captain, and we made for the 
■mountains. 

She was overcome by affright, and her steps were so feeble 
and faltering that it was necessary to support her. I could not 
endure the idea that my comrades should touch her, and assum- 
ing a forced tranquillity, begged that she might be confided to 
me, as one to whom she was more accustomed. The captain re- 
garded me, for a moment, with a searching look, but I bore 
it without ffinching, and he consented. I took her in my arms; 
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slie was almost senseless. Her head rested on my shoulder ; I 
felt her breathe on mv face, and it seemed to fan the flame 
.which devoured me. Oh God ! to have this glowing treasure 
in my arms, and yet to think it was not mine ! 

We arrived at the foot of the mountain. I ascended it with 
difficulty, particularly where the woods were thick, but I would 
not relinquish my delicious burden. I reflected with rage, 
however, that I must soon do so. The thoughts that so deli- 
cate a creature must be abandoned to my rude companions mad- 
dened me. I felt tempted, the stiletto in my hand, to cut my 
way througli them all, and bear her off in triumph. I scarcely 
conceived the idea before I saw its rashness ; but my brain was 
fevered with the thought that any but myself should enjoy her 
charms. I endeavoured to outstrip my ccmpanions by the quick- 
ness of my movements, and to get a little distance ahead, in case 
any favourable opportunity of escape should present. Vain 
eflbrt ! The voice of the captain suddenly ordered a halt. I 
ti*embled, but had to obey. The poor girl partly opened a lan- 
guid eye, hut was without strength or motion. I laid her upon 
the grass. The captain darted on me a terrible look of sus- 
picion, and ordered me to scour the woods with my companions 
in search of some shepherd, who might be sent to her father's 
to demand a ransom. 

I saw at once the peril. To resist with violence was cer- 
tain death, but to leave her alone in the power of the captain 1 
I spoke out then with a fervour, inspired by my passion and my 
despair. I reminded the captain that I was the first to seize 
her 5 that she was my prize ; and that my previous attachment 
for her ought to make her sacred among my companions. I in- 
sisted, therefore, that he should pledge me his word to respect 
her, otherwise I should refuse obedience to his orders. His only 
reply was to cock his carbine, and at the signal my comrades did 
the same. They laughed with cruelty at my impotent rage. 
What could I do ? I felt the madness of resistance. I was me- 
naced on all hands, and my companions obliged me to follow 
them. She rerxiained alone with the chief— -yes, alone — and 
almost lifeless I 

Here the robber paused in his recital, overpowered by his 
emotions. Great drops of sweat stood on his forehead; he 
panted rather than breathed ; his brawny bosom rose and fell 
i:ike the waves of a troubled sea. When he had become a little 
calm, he continued his recital. 
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I was not long in finding a shepherd, said lie. I ran with the 
rapidity of a deer, eager, if possible, to get back before what I 
dreaded might take place. I had left my companions far be- 
hind, and 1 rejoined tiiem before they had reached one half the 
distance I had made. 1 hurried them back to the place where 
we had left the captain-. As we approached, I beheld him 
seated by the side of Rosetta. His triumphant look, and the 
desolate condition of the unfortunate girl, left me no doubt of 
her fate. I know not how I restrained my fury. 

It was with extreme difficulty and by guiding her hand that 
she was made to trace a few characters, requesting her father to 
send three hundred dollars as her ransom. The letter was de- 
spatched by the shepherd. When he was gone, the chief turned 
sternly to me: “ You have set an example,” said he, “ of mutiny 
and self-will, which, if indulged, would be ruinous to the troop. 
Had i treated you as our laws require, this bullet would have 
been driven through your brain. But you are an old friend; 
1 have borne patiently with your fUry and your folly. 1 have 
even protected you from a foolish passion that would have un- 
manned you. As to this girl, the laws of our association must 
have their course.’’ So saying, he gave his commands ; lots 
were drawn, and the helpless girl was abandoned to the troop. 

Here the robber paused again, panting with fury, and it was 
some moments before he could resume his story. Hell, said he, 
was raging in my heart. I beheld the impossibility of avenging 
myself; and I felt that, according to the articles in which we stood 
bound to one another, the captain was - in the right. I rushed 
with frenzy from the place; I threw myself upon the earth; tore 
up the grass with my hands, and beat my head and gnashed 
my teeth in agony and rage. When at length I returned,. I 
beheld the wretched victim, pale, dishevelled, her dress torn and 
disordered. An emotion of pity, for a moment, subdued my 
fiercer feelings. J bore her to the foot of a tree, and leaned her 
gently against it. I took my gourd, which was filled with wine, 
and applying it to her lips, endeavoured to make her swallow a 
little. To what a condition was she reduced ! she, whom I had 
once seen the pride of Frosinone; who but a short time before I 
had beheld sporting in her father’s vineyard, so fresh, and beau- 
tiful, and happy! Her teeth were clenched; her eyes fixed on tiie 
ground; her form without motion, and in a state of absolute in- 
sensibility, I hung over her in an agony of recollection at all 
that she had been, and of anguish at what I now beheld her. 
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I dai*ted round a lOok of horror at my companions, who seemed 
like so many fiends exulting in the downfall of an angel ; and 1 
felt a horror at myself for being their accomplice. 

The captain, always suspicious, saw, with his usual penetration, 
what was passing within me, and ordered me to go upon the ridge 
of the woods, to keep a look-out over the neighbourhood, and 
await the return of the shepherd. I obeyed, of course, stifling 
the fury that raged within me, though I felt, for the moment, that 
he was ray most deadly foe. 

On my way, however, a ray of reflection came across my 
mind. I perceived that the captain was but following, with 
strictness, the terrible laws to which we had sworn fidelity. 
That the passion by which I had been blinded might, W'ith jus- 
tice, have been fatal to me, hut for his forbearance; that he had 
penetrated my soul, and had taken precautions, by sending me 
out of the way, to prevent my committing any excess in my 
anger. From that instant I felt that I was capable of pardon- 
ing him. 

Occupied with these thoughts, I arrived at the foot of the 
mountain. The country was solitary and secure, and in a short 
time I beheld the shepherd at a distance crossing’ the plain. I 
hastened to meet him. He had obtained nothing. He had 
found the father plunged in the deepest distress. He had read 
the letter with violent emotion, and then calming himself with 
a sudden exertion, he had replied coldly, ‘‘My daughter has 
been dishonoured by those wretches : let her be returned with- 
out ransom, or let her die!” 

I shuddered at this reply. I knew, according to the laws of 
oim troop, her death was inevitable. Our oaths required it. I 
felt, nevertheless, that not having been able to have her to 
myself, I could become her executioner! 

The robber again paused with agitation. I sat musing upon 
his last frightful words, which proved to what excess the passions 
may be carried when escaped from all moral restraint. There 
was a horrible verity in this story that reminded me of some of 
the tragic fictions of Dante. We now come to a fatal moment, 
resumed the bandit After the report of the shepherd, I re- 
turned with him, and the chieftain received from his lips the 
refusal of the father. At a signal, which we all understood, we 
followed him to some distance'from the victim. He there pro- 
nounced her sentence of death. Every one stood ready to exe- 
cute his oi'der, but I interfered. I observed that there was 
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something due to pity as well as to justice. That I was as 
ready as any one to approve the implacable law, which was to 
serve as a warning to all those who hesitated to pay the ran- 
soms demanded for our prisoners ; but that though the sacrifice 
was proper, it ought to be made without cruelty. The night is 
approaching, continued I ; she will soon be wrapped in sleep ; 
let her then be despatched. All I now claim on the score of 
former fondness for her is, let me strike the blow. I will do it 
as surely, but more tenderly than another. Several raised their 
voices against my proposition, but tbe captain imposed silence 
on them. He told me 1 might conduct her into a thicket at 
some distance, and he relied upon my promise. 

i hastened to seize upon my prey. There was a forlorn kind 
of tiiumph at having at length become her exclusive possessor. 
1 bore her off into the thickness of the forest. She remained in 
the same state of insensibility or stupor. I was thankful that 
she did not recollect me, for had she once murmured my name, 
1 should have been overcome. She slept at length in the arms 
of him who was to poniard her. Many were the conflicts I 
underwent before I could bring myself to strike tbe blow. But 
my heart bad become sore by the recent conflicts it had under- 
gone, and 1 dreaded, lest, by procrastination, some other should 
become her executioner. When her repose had continued for 
sometime, Iseparated myself gently from her, that I might not 
disturb her sleep, and seizing suddenly my poniard, plunged it 
into her bosom. A painful and concentrated murmur, hut 
without any convulsive movement, accompanied her last sigh. 
So perishea this unfortunate! 

He ceased to speak. I sat, horror-struck, covering my face 
with my hands, seeking, as it were, to hide from myself the 
frightful images he had presented to my mind. 1 was roused 
from this, silence by tbe voice of the captain : “You sleep,” 
said he, “and it is time to be off. Come, we must abandon 
this height, as night is setting in, and the messenger is not re- 
turned. I will post some one on the mountain-edge to conduct 
him to the place where we shall pass the night.” 

This w^as no agreeable news to me. I was sick at heart with 
the dismal story I liad heard. I was harassed and fatigued, and 
the sight of the banditti ‘began to grow insupportable to me. 

The captain assembled his comrades. We rapidly descended 
the forest wliich we had mounted with so much difficulty in the 
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morning, and soon arrived in what appeared to be a fi*equented 
road. The robbers proceeded with great caution, carrying their 
guns cocked, and looking on every side with wary and suspicious 
eyes. They were apprehensive of encountering the civic patrol. 
We left Rocca Priori behind us. There -was a fountain near by, 
and as I w^as excessively thirsty, I begged permission to stop 
and drink. The captain himself went and brought me w^ater in 
his hat. We pm’sued om* route, wiien, at the extremity of an 
alley which crossed the road, I perceived a female on hoi^sebacli, 
dressed in white. She was alone. I recollected the fate of the 
poor girl in the story, and trembled for her safety. 

One of the hrigands saw her at the same instant, and pluriging 
into the bushes, he ran precipitately in the direction towards her 
Stopping on the border of the alley, he put one knee to the 
ground, presented his carbine ready to menace her, or to shoot 
her horse if she attempted to fly, and in this w^ay aw^aited her 
approach. I kept my eyes fixed on her with intense anxiety, 
I felt tempted to shout and warn her of her danger, though my 
own destruction would have been the consequence. It wuis awful 
to sec this tiger crouching ready for a bound, and the poor in- 
nocent victim wandering unconsciously near him. Nothing but 
a mere chance could save her. To my joy the chance turned in 
her favoui\ She seemed almost accidentally to take an opposite 
. path, which led outside of the %vood, where the robber dared not 
venture. To this casual deviation she owed her safety. 

I could not imagine wfoy the captain of the band had ven- 
tured to such a distance from the height on which he had placed 
the sentinel to watch the return of the messenger. He seemed 
himself uneasy at the risk to which he exposed himself. His 
movements w'ere rapid and uneas}^; I could scarce keep pace wdth 
him. At length, after three hours of w^hat might be termed a 
forced march, we mounted the extremity of the same w'oods, the 
summit of which we had occupied during the day; and I learnt 
with satisfaction that we had reached our quarters for the night. 
‘‘ You must be fatigued,” said the chieftain; ^^but it w^as neces- 
sary to survey the environs, so as not to he surprised during the 
night. Had -we met with the famous civic guard of Rocca Piiori, 
you would have seen fine sport.” Such was the indefatigable 
precaution and forethought of this robber chiefj who really gave 
continual evidences of military talent. 

Hie night w^as magnificent. The moon rising above the ho- 
rizon in a cloudless sky, faintly lit up the ^and featuj'es of the 
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motmtam; while lights twinldiug here and there, like terrestrial 
stars, in the wide dusky expanse of the landscape, betrayed the 
ionel}?' cabins of the shepherds. Exhausted by fatigue, and by 
the many agitations I had experienced, I prepared to sleep, 
soothed by the liope of approaching deliverance. The captain 
ordered Ins companions to collect some dry moss : he arranged 
witli his own hands a kind of mattress and pillow of it, and gave 
me his ample mantle as a covering. I could not but feel both 
surprised and gratihed by such unexpected attentions on the part 
of this benevolent cut-thioat; for there is nothing more striking 
than to hnd the ordinary charities, which are matters of course 
in common life, dourishing by the side of such stern and stenle 
crime. It is like finding the tender flowers and fresh herbage of 
the valley growing among the rocks and cinders of the volcano. 

Before I fell asleep 1 had some further discourse with the cap- 
tain, who seemed to feel great confidence in me. He referred 
to our previous conversation of the morning; told me he was 
weary of his hazardous profession; that he had acquired sufficient 
propert}', and -was anxious to return to the world, and lead a 
peaceful life in the bosom of liis family. He wished to know 
whether it was not in my povrer to procure for him a passport 
for the United States of America. 1 applauded Ms good inten- 
tions, and promised to do everything in my power to promote 
its success. We then parted for the night. I stretched myself 
upon my couch of moss, which, after my fatigues, felt like a bed 
of down ; and, sheltered by the robber- mantle from ail humidity, 
I slept soundly, without waking, until the signal to arise. 

It was nearly six o’clock, and the day was just dawning. As 
the place where we had passed the night was too much exposed, 
we moved up into the thickness of the woods. A fire was 
kindled. While there was any flame, the mantles were again 
extended round it ; but when nothing remained but glowing cin- 
ders, they were lowered, and the robbers seated themselves in a 
circle. The scene before me reminded me of some of those described 
by Homer. There wanted only the victim on the coals, and 
the sacred knife to cut off the succulent parts, and distribute 
them around. My companions might have rivalled the grim 
warriors of Greece. In place of the noble repasts, however, of 
Achilles and Agamemnon, I beheld displayed on the grass the 
lemains of the ham which had sustained so vigorous an attack 
on tlie preceding evening, accompanied by the relics of the 
bread, cheese, and wine. We had scarcely commenced our 
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frugal breakfasts when I heard again an imitation of the bleat« 
ing of sheep, similar to what I had heard the day before. The 
captain answered it in the same tone. Two men were soon after 
seen descending from the woody height, where we had passed 
the preceding evening. On nearer approach, they proved to be 
the sentinel and the messenger. Tiie captain rose, and went to 
meet them. He made a signal for his comrades to join him. 
They had a short conference, and then returning to me with 
eagerness, “Your ransom is paid,” said hej “you are free !” 

Though I had anticipated deliverance, I cannot tell you what 
a rush of delight these tidings gave me. I cared not to finish 
my repast, but prepared to depart. The captain took me by the 
hand, requested permission to write to me, and begged me not 
to forget the passport. I replied, that I hoped to be of effectual 
service to him, and that I relied on his honour to return the 
prince’s note for five hmidred dollars, now that the cash was 
paid. He regarded me for a moment with surprise ; then seem- 
ing* to recollect fiimselfj “i? giusto,” said he; eccolo — adloT'^ 
He delivered me fclie note, pressed my hand once more, and we 
separated. The labourers were permitted to follow me, and we 
resumed, with joy, our road towards Tusculum. 

The Frenchman ceased to speak. The party continued, for a 
lew moments, to pace the shore in silence. The story had made 
a deep impression, particularly on the Venetian lady. At that 
part which related to the young girl of Frosinone, she was vi(3- 
iently afiected. iSobs broke from her ; she clung closer to her 
husband, and as she looked up to him as for protection, the 
moonbeams shining on her beautifully fair countenance, showed 
it paler than usual, while tears glittered in her fine dark eyes. 

“ Corragio, mia vita P said he, as he gently and fondly 
tapped the white hand that lay upon Ms arm. The party now 
retiiriied to the inn, and separated for the night. The fair Ve- 
netian, though of the sweetest temperament, was half out of 
humour wdth the Englishman for a certain slowness of faith 
whicli he had evinced throughout the whole evening. She could 
not understand this dislike to “ humbug,” as he termed it, which 
held a, kind of sway over him, and seemed to control Ms opinions 
UiM liis very actions. 

“ i’ll warrant,” said she to her husband, as they retired for the 
idglifc, “ ril warrant, with all his afiected indifference, tMs Eng- 


* It is just— there it is— adieu 
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lishmairs heart would quake at the very sight of a bandit.” 
Her Imsband gently, and good-humouredly, checked her. I 
have no patience with these Englishmen,” said she, as she got 
into bed ; ‘‘ they are so cold and insensible !” 

THE ADVENTURE OF THE ENGLISHMAN. 

In the morning, all was bustle in the inn at Terracina. . The 
procaccio had departed at daybreak on its route towards Rome, 
but the Englishman w^as yet to start, and the departure of an 
English equipage is ahvays enough to keep an inn in a bustle. 
On this occasion there was more than usual stir, for the Eng- 
lishman, having much property about him, and having been 
convinced of the real danger of the road, had applied to the 
police, and obtained, by dint of liberal pay, an escort of eight 
dragoons and twelve foot soldiers, as far as Fondi. Perhaps, 
too, there might have been a little ostentation at bottom, though, 
to say the truth, he had nothing of it in his maimer. Fie moved 
about, taciturn and reserved as usual, among the gaping crowd; 
gave laconic orders to John, as he packed away the thousand 
and one indispensable conveniences of the night ; double loaded 
liis pistols wdth great smig froid, and deposited them in the 
pockets of the carriage, taking no notice of a pair of keen eyes 
gazing on him from among the herd of loitering idlers. 

The fair Venetian now came up with a request, made in her 
dulcet tones, that he would permit their carriage to proceed 
under protection of his escort. The Englishman, who was busy 
loading another pair of pistols for his servant, and held the ram^ 
road between his teeth, nodded assent, as a matter of course, 
but without lifting up his eyes. The fair Venetian was a little 
piqued at what she supposed indifference* “O Dio 1” ejaculated 
she softly, as she retired, quanto sono insensibili quest! Inglesi.” 
At length, off they set in gallant style. The eight dragoons 
prancing in front, the twelve foot soldiers marching in rear, and 
the carriage moving slowly in the centre, to enable the infantry 
to keep pace with them, They^ had proceeded but a few hundred 
yards, when it was discovered that some indispensable article 
had been left behind. In fact, the Englishman's purse was 
missing, and John was despatched to the inn to search for it. 
This occasioned a little delay, and the carriage of the Venetians 
drove slowly on. John came hack out of breath and out of 
humour. The purse was not to he found. His master was 
irritated ; he recollected the v^ry place where it lajr ; he had 
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not a doubt that the Italian servant liad pocketed it. John was 
again sent back. He returned once more without tbe purse, 
but with the landlord and tlie whole houseliold at his lieels. A 
thousand ejaculations and protestations, accompanied by all sorts 
of giimaces and contortion — No purse had been seen — his ec- 
cellenza must be mistaken.” 

«« No --bis eccellenza was not mistaken — the purse lay on the 
marble table, under the mirror, a green purse, half full of gold 
and silver.’’ Again a thousand grimaces and contortiojis, and 
vows by San Gennaro, that no purse of the kind had been seen. 

The Englishman became furious. I'he waiter had pocketed 
it — the landlord was a knave — the inn a den of thieves— -it was 
a vile country — had been cheated and plundered from one 
end of it to the other — ^but he’d have satisfaction — he’d drive 
right off to the police.” He was on the point of ordering the 
postilions to turn back, when, on rising, he displaced the cushion 
of tlie carriage, and the purse of money fell chinking to the 
lioor. Ail tile blood in his body seemed to rush into Ids face — 
“Curse the purse,” said ho, as he snatched it up. He dashed 
a handful of money on the ground before tlie pale cringing 
waiter — “ There — be off!” cried he. John, order the j^osti- 
lions to drive on.” 

Above half an hour bad been exhausted in this altercation. 
The Venetian caiaiage had loitered along; its passengers look- 
ing out from time to time, and expecjting the escort every 
moment to follow. They had gradually turned an angle of the 
road that shut them out of sight. The little army was again in 
motion, and made a very picturesque appearance as it wound 
along at the bottom of the rocks; the morning sunshine beam- 
ing upon the w^eapoiis of the soldiery. 

The Englishman lolled back in his carriage, vexed with him- 
self at what had passed, and consequently out of luunour with 
all the world. As this, however, is no uncommon case with 
gentlemen who travel for their pleasuie, it is hardly worthy oi 
remark. They had wound up from the coast among the hills, and 
came to a part of the road that admitted of some prospect ahead. 

“ I see nothing of the lady’s carriage, sir,” said John, leaning 
down from the coach-hox. — “ Pish !” said the Englishman, 
testily— “ don’t plague me about the lady's carriage ; must I be 
continually pestered with the concerns of strangers?” John 
said not another word, for he understood his master’s mood. 

The road grew more wild and lonely ; they were slowly pro^ 
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eeeding* on a foot pace up a liill ; the dragoons were some 
distance ahead, and had just reached the summit of the hill, 
when they uttered an exclamation, or rather shout, and galloped 
forward. Tlie Englishman was roused from his sulky reverie, 
lie stretclied his liead from the carriage, which had attained 
the brow of the hill. Before him extended a long hollow defile, 
commanded on one side by rugged precipitous heights, covered 
with bushes and a scanty forest. At some distance he beheld 
the carriage of the Venetians overturned ; a numerous gang of 
desperadoes were rifling it ; tlie young man and his servant were 
overpowered, and partly stripped, and the lady w^as in the hands 
of two of tlie rulfians. Tlie Eng-lishmaii seized his pistols, sprung 
from the carriags, and called upon John to follow him. 

In the mean time, as the dragoons came forward, the robbers, 
who were busy with the carriage, quitted their spoil, formed 
themselves in the middle of the road, and taking a deliberate 
aim, fired. One of the dragoons fell, anotlier was wounded, 
and the whole were for a moment checked and thrown in con- 
fusion. The robbers loaded again in an instant. The dragoons 
discharged their carbines, hiit without apparent effect. They 
received another volley, which, though none fell, threw them 
again into confusion. The robbers were loading a second time, 
when they saw the foot soldiers at hand. — ‘‘ Scempa via F was 
the word : they abandoned their prey, and retreated up the 
rocks, the soldiers after them. They fought from cliff to clilf, 
and bush to bush, the robbers turning every now and then to 
fire upon their pursuers ; the soldiers scrambling after them, 
and discharging their muskets whenever they could get a chance. 
Sometimes a soldier or a robber w^as shot down, and came 
tumbling among the cliffs. The dragoons kept firing from 
below, whenever a robber came in sight. 

The Englishman had hastened to the scene of action, and the 
balls discharged at the dragoons had whistled past him as he 
advanced. One object, however, engrossed his attention. It 
was the beautiful Venetian lady in the hands of two of the 
robbers, who, during the confusion of the fight, carried her 
shrieking up the mountain. He saw her dress gleaming among 
the bushes, and be sprang up the rocks to intercept the robbers, 
as they bore off their prey. The rnggedness of the steep, and 
the entanglements of the bushes, delayed and impeded him. 
He lost sight of the lady, but, was still guided by her cries, 
which grew fainter and fainter. They were off to the left, 
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wliilc tlie reports of muskets sliowed that the battle was raging 
to the right. At length he came upon what appeared to be a 
rugged footpath, faintly worn in a gully of the rocks, and 
beheld the ruffians at some distance hurrying the lady up the 
defile. One of them hearing his approach, let go his prey, 
advanced towards him, and levelling the carabine, which had 
been slung on his hack, fired. The ball whizzed through the 
Englishman’s hat, and carried with it some of his hair. He 
returned the fire with one of his pistols, and the robber fell. 
The other brigand now dropped the lady, and drawing 'a long 
jiistol from Ins belt, fired on his adversary with deliberate aim. 
'i'he hall passed between his left arm and his side, slightly 
wounding the arm. The Englisman advanced, and discharged 
his remaining pistol, which wounded the robber, hut not se- 
verely. 

Tlio brigand drew a stiletto and rushed upon his adversary, 
who eluded the blow, receiving merely a slight wound, and de- 
fended liimsolf with his pistol, which had a spring bayonet. 
Tljcy closed with one another, and a desperate struggle ensued. 
The robber w'lis u square-built, thick-set man, powerful, muscu- 
lar, and active. The Englishman, tliough of larger frame and 
greater strengtli, was less active and less accustomed to athletic 
exercises and feats of hardihood, but he showed himself prac- 
tised and skilled in the arts of defence. They were on a craggy 
height, and the Englishman perceived that his antagonist was 
striving to press him to the edge, A side-glance showed him 
also the robber whom he had first wmunded, scrambling up to 
the assistance of his comrade, stiletto in hand. He had in fact 
attained the summit of the cliff, he was within a few steps, and the 
Englishman felt that his case was desperate, when he heard sud- 
denly the report of a pistol, and the ruffian fell. The shot came 
from John, who had arrived just in time to save his master. 

The remaining robber, exhausted by loss of blood and the vio- 
lence of the contest, showed signs of faltering. The English- 
man pursued his advantage, pressed on him, and, as his strength 
relaxed, dashed him headlong from tlie precipice. He looked 
after him, .and saw’ him lying motionless among the rocks below. 

The Englishman now sought the fair Venetian. He found 
her senseless on the ground. With his servant’s assistance he 
bore her down to the road, •where her husband was raving like 
one distracted. He had sought her in vain, and had given her 
over for lost; a d wdien he beheld her thus brought back in 
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safety, iiis joy was equally wild and ungoverrta,bIe. He would 
have caught her insensihle form to his oosom had not the Eng- 
lishman i-estraiued him. The latter, 3iow really aroused, dis- 
played a true tenderness and manly gallantry which one would 
not have expected from his habitual phlegm. His kindness, 
however, was practical, not wasted in words. He despatched 
John to the carriage for restoratives of all kinds, and, totally 
thoughtless of himself^ was anxious only about liis lovely charge., 
The occasional discharge of fire-arms along the height showed 
that a retreating fight was still kept up by the robbers. The 
lady gave signs of reviving animation. The Englishman, eager 
to get her from this place of danger, conveyed her to his own 
carriage, and, committing her to the care of her husband, ordered 
the dragoons to escort them to Fondi. The Venetian w'ould have 
insisted on the English mnn’s getting into the carriage, but the 
latter refused. He poured forth a torrent of thanks and benedic- 
tions; but the Englishman beckoned to the postilions to drive on. 

John now dressed Ins master’s wounds, which were found not to 
be serious, though he was faint with loss of blood. The Vene- 
tian carriage had been righted, and the baggage replaced; and, 
getting into it, they set oat on their way towards Fondi, leaving 
the foot soldiers still engaged in ferreting out the banditti. 

Before arriving at Fondi, the fair Venetian had completely 
recovered from her swoon. She made the usual question — 
Where was she?” — In the Englishman’s carriage.” — 
“ How had she escaped from the robbers ?” — ‘‘ The Englishman 
had rescued her.” 

Her transports were unbounded ; and mingled with them 
were enthusiastic ejaculations of gratitude to her deliverer. A 
thousand times did she reproach herself for having accused him 
of coldness and insensibility. The moment she saw him she 
rushed into his arms with the vivacity of her nation, and hung 
about his neck in a speechless transport of gratitude. Never 
was man more embarrassed by the embraces of a fine woman. 

Tut — tut!” said the Englishman. — “ You are wounded !” 
shrieked the fair Venetian, as she saw blood upon his clothes. — 
“ Pooh I nothing at all 1” — My deliverer I — ^my ang*el !” ex- 
claimed she, clasping him again round the neck, and sobbing on 
Ms bosom. — Pish !” said the Englishman, with a good- 
humoured tone, but looking somewliat foolish, “ this is ail hum- 
bug ” — The fair Venetian, however, has never since accused the 
English of insensibility. 
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PAB.T IV. 

THE MONEY-DIGGERS. 

FOXJITD AMONft THE PAPEES OP PHE PATE PIEBEIGH KlflCKEEBOCKEB. 

‘Now I reniembor those old woman’s words 
AVlio in. my youth would tell me winter’s tales : 

And speak of spirits and ghosts that glide by iiight 
About the place where treasure hath been liid.” 

Maelow’s JEIT OP Malta. 

HELL-GATE. 

About six miles from the renowtied city of the Manhattoes, 
in that sound or arm of tlie sea which passes between the main 
land and Nassau, or Long island, there is a narrow strait, 
where tlie current is violently compressed between shouldering 
promontories, and horribly perplexed by rocks and shoals. 
Being, at the best of times, a very violent, impetuous current, 
it takes these impediments in mighty dudgeon; boiling in 
whirlpools ; brawling and fretting in ripples ; raging and roar- 
ing in rapids and breakers ; and, in short, indulging in all kinds 
of wrongheaded paroxysms. At such times, woe to any un- 
lucky vessel that ventures within its clutches. 

This termagant humour, however, prevails only at certain 
times of tide. At low water, for instance, it is as pacific a 
stream as you would wish to see; but as the tide rises it be- 
gins to fret; at half-tide it roars with might and main, like a 
bully bellowing for more drink; but when the tide is full, it 
relapses into quiet, and, for a time, sleeps as soundly as an 
alderman after dinner. In fact, it may be compared to a quar- 
relsome toper, w^bo is a peaceable fellow enough when he has 
no liquor at all, or when he has a skinful, but who, when half- 
seas-over, plays the very devil. 

This mighty blustering, bullying, hard-drinking little strait, 
was a place of great danger and perplexity to the Dutch navi- 
gators of ancient days; hectoring their tub-built barks in a 
most unruly style ; whirling them about in a manner to make 
any but a Diitcliman giddy, and not unfrequently stranding 
them upon rocks and reefs, as it did the famous squadron of 
Oloffe the Dreamer, when seeking a place to found the city of 
the Manhattoes. Whereuj)on, out of sheer spleen, they de- 
nominated it Hdle-gat, and solemnly gave it over to the devil. 
This appellation has since been aptly rendered into English, 
by the name of FI ell-gate, and into nonsense by the name of 
/to’/-gate, according to certain foreign intruders, who neither un-* 
derstood Dutch nor English— may bt. Nicholas confound them! 


HELL-GATE, 


This strait of Hell-gate was a place of great awe and perilous 
enterprise to rne in ray boyhood, having been much of a navi- 
gator on those small, seas, and having more than once run the 
risk of shipwreck and drowning in the course of certain holiday 
voyages, to which, in common with other Dutch urchins, I was 
rather prone. Indeed, partly from the name, and partly from 
various strange circumstances connected with it, this place had 
far more terrors in the eyes of my 'truant companions and my- 
self than had Scyila and Charybdis for the navigators of yore. 

I.!i the midst o*f this strait, and hard by a group of rocks called 
the Hen and Chickens, there lay the wreck of a vessel wdiich 
had been entangled in the whirlpools and stranded during a 
storm. There was a wild story told to us of this being the 
wreck of a pirate, and some tale of bloody murder which I can- 
not now recollect, but which made us regard it with great awe, 
and keep far from it in our crulsings. Indeed, the desolate 
look of the forlorn hulk, and the fearful place where it lay rot»^^ 
ting, w^ei*e enough to awaken strange notions. A row of tim • 
ber-heads, blackened by time, just peered above the surface at 
high water; but at low tide a considerable part of the hull was 
bare, and its great ribs or timbers, partly stripped of their 
planks and dripping with seaweeds, looked like the huge skele- 
ton of some sea-monster. There w’as also -the stump of a mast, 
with a few ropes and blocks swinging about and whistling in 
the wind, while the seagull wheeled and screamed around the 
melancholy carcase. I have a faint recollection of some hob- 
goblin tale of sailors, ghosts being seen about this wTeck at 
night, with bare skulls, and blue lights in their sockets instead 
of eyes, but I have forgotten all the particulars. 

In fact, the whole of this neighbourhood was, like the straits 
of Pylorus of yore, a region of fable and romance to me. From 
the strait to the Manhattoes the borders of the sound are greatly 
diversified, being broken and indented by rocky nooks overhung 
with trees, which give them a wild and romantic look. In the 
time of my boyhood they abounded witll traditions about pirates, 
ghosts, smugglers, and buried money; which had a w'ondcrful 
effect upon the young minds of my companions and myself, 

As I grew to more mature years, I made diligent research, after 
the truth of these strange traditions; for I have always been a 
curious investigator of the valuable but obscure bi^anches of the 
history of my native province. I found infinite difficulty, how- 
ever, in arriving at any precise information. In seeking to 
dig up one fact, it is incredible the number of fables which I 
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nneartlied. I will say nothing of the deviFs stepping-stones, 
by whicli the arch Bend made his retreat from Connecticut to 
Long Island, across the Sound, seeing the subject is likely to 
he learnedly treated by a worthy friend and coiitemporary his- 
torian, whom I have furnished with particulars thereof.* Nei- 
ther will I say anything of the black man in a three-cornered 
hat, seated in the stern of a jolly-boat, who used to be seen 
about Hell-gate in stormy weather, and wdio went by the name 
of the pirate’s spuke (i. e., pirate’s ghost), and whom, it is said, 
old Governor iStuyvesant once shot with a silver bullet; because 
I never could meet with any person of stanch credibility who 
professed to have seen this spectrum, unless it were the widow 
of Manus Conklen, the blacksmith, of Frogsneck; but then, 
poor woman, she 'was a little purblind, and iniglit have been 
mistalcen, though they say she saw further than other folks in 
the dark. 

All tliis, liowever, was but little satisfactory in regard to the 
tales of pirates and their buried money, about which I was 
most curious; and the following is all that I could for a long 
time collect that had anytliing like an air of authenticity. 

KIDD THE PIRATE. 

In old times, just after the territory of the New Netherlands 
had been wrested from the hands of their High Mightinesses 
the Lords States-Generai of Holland, by King Charles the 
Second, and while it was as yet in an unquiet state, tlie pro- 
vince %vas a great resort of random adventurers, loose livers, 
and all that class of haphazard fellows who live by their wits, 
and dislike the old-fashioned restraint of law and gospel. 
Among these, the foremost were the buccaneers. Tfiese w'ere 
rovei's of tlie deep, who, perhaps, in time of war, had been edu- 
cated in those schools of piracy, the privateers, but having 
once tasted the sweets of plunder, had ever retained a hanker- 
ing after it. Tliere is but a slight step from the privateersman 
to the pirate ; both figdit for the love of plunder ; only that 
the latter is the bravest, as he dares both the enemy and the 
gallows. 

But, in whatever school they had been taught, the bucca- 
neers who kept about the English colonies were daring fellows, 

* For a veiy intorestinp: and aiillientic account of the devil and Ids stepping- 
stones, see the valuable iienioir read before the New York Historical Society 
since the death of iUr- ICnickerbockor, by liis friend, an eniinent jurist of the 
place. 
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and made sad work in times of peace among the Spaiilsii set- 
tlements and Spanish merchantmen.. The easy access to the 
harbour of the Manhattoes ; the number' of hiding-places about 
its waters, and the laxity of its scarcely organised government, 
made it a great rendezvous of the pirates ; where they might 
dispose of their booty, and concert new depredations. As they 
brought home with them wealthy lading of all kinds, the luxu- 
ries of the tropics, and the sumptuous spoils of the Spanish 
provinces, and disposed of tliem with the proverbial careless- 
ness of freebooters, they were welcome visitors to the thrifty 
traders of the Manhattoes. Crews of these desperadoes, there- 
fore, the runagates of every country and of every clime, might 
be seen swaggering in open day about the streets of tlie little 
burgh, elbowing its quiet mynheers ; trafficking away their 
rich outlandish plunder at half or quarter price to the wary 
merchant, and then squandering their prize-money in taverns ; 
drinking, gambling, sing'iiig, swearing, shouting, and astound- 
ing the neighbourhood with midnight brawl and rufifiian revelry. 

At length these excesses rose to sucli a height as to become 
a scandal to the provinces, and to call loudly for the inter- 
position of government. Measures were accordingly taken to 
put a stop to the widely-extended evil, and to ferret this vermin 
brood out of the colonies. 

Among the agents employed to execute this purpose was the 
notorious Captain Kidd. He had long been an equivocal 
character ; one of those nondescript animals of the ocean that 
are neither fish, flesh, nor fowl. He was somewhat of a trader, 
something more of a smuggler, with a considerable dash of the 
pickaroon. He had traded for many years among the pirates, 
in a little rakish, musquito-built vessel, that could run into all 
kinds of waters. He knew all their haunts and lurking-places ; 
was always hooking about on mysterious voyages ; and as busy 
as a Mother Cary’s chicken in a storm. This nondescript per- 
sonage was pitched upon by government as the very man to 
hunt the pirates by sea, upon the good old maxim of setting 
a rogue to catch a rogue or as otters are sometimes used to 
catch their cousins-german, the fish 

Kidd accordingly sailed for New York in 169d, in a gallant 
vessel called the Adventure Galley^ well aimed and duly eom- 
missioiied. On arriving at his old haunts, however, he shipped 
his crew on new terms ; enlisted a number of Ills old com- 
rades, lads of the knife and the pistol, and then set sail for the 
East. Instead of cruising against pirates, he turned pirate 
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himself 5 steered to the Madeiras, to Bonavista, and Mada- ! 
gascar, and cruised about the entrance of the Red Sea. Here, j 
among otlier maritime robberies, be captured a rich Quedah | 
Tnercliantman, maimed by Moors, though corainaiided by an | 
Englishman. Kidd would "fain have passed this off for a worthy | 
exploit, as being a kind of crusade against the infidels ; but | 
government had long since lost all relish for such Christian 
triumphs. After roaming the seas, trafficking his prizes, and 
changing from ship to ship, Kidd had the hardihood to return 
to Boston, laden with booty, with a crew of swaggering com- 
panions at his heels. 

Times, however, had changed. The buccaneers could no 
longer show a whisker in the colonies with impunity. The 
new governor, Lord Bellamont, had signalised himself by his 
zeal in extirpating these offenders ; and was doubly exasperated 
against Kidd, having been instriimentai in appointing him to 
the trust whicli he had betrayed. No sooner, therefore, did he 
show himself in Boston, than tlie alarm was given of his re- * 
a|)pearance, and measures >vere taken to arrest this cut-piirse 
of the ocean. The daring cliaracter which Kidd had acquired, 
however, and the desperate fellows who followed like buli-dogs ! 
at his heels, caused a little delay in his arrest. He took ad- ( 

vantage of this, it is said, to bury the greater part of his trea- I 

sures, and then carried a high head about the streets of Boston, 

He even attempted to defend himself when arrested, but was 
secured and thrown into prison, with his followers. Such was 
the formidable character of this pirate and his crew, that it ] 

was thought advisable to despatch a frigate to bring them to j 

England. Great exertions w'ere made to sci’een him from jus- ^ 
tice, but in vain; he and his comrades were tried, condemned, 
and hanged at Execution Hock, in London. Kidd died hard, 
for the rope with which he was first tied up broke with his 
w^eight, and he tumbled to the ground. He was tied up a 
second time, and more efPectually. From hence came, doubt- 
less, the story of Kidd’s having a charmed life, and that he had 
to bo twice hanged. 

Such is the main outline of Kidd’s history ; but it has given 
birth to ail innumerable progeny of traditions. The report of 
his having buried great treasures of gold and jewels before his 
arrest set the bi*ains of all the good people, along the coast in a 
ferment. There were rumours on rumours of great sums ol 
money found here and there, sometimes in one part of the coun- 
try, sometimes in another — of coins with Moorish inscriptions, 
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doulitless tlie spoils of liis Eastern prizes, but wliicli the common 
people looked upon with superstitious awe, regarding the Moor- 
ish letters as diabolical or magical characters. 

Some reported the treasure to have been buried in solitary, 
unsettled places about Plymouth and Cape Cod ; but by degrees 
various other parts, not only on the eastern coast, but along the 
shores of the Sound, and even of Manhattan and Long Island, 
were gilded by these rumours. In fact, the rigorous measures 
of Lord Bellamorit had spread sudden consternation among the 
buccaneers in every part of the provinces. They had secreted 
their money and jewels in lonely out-oLthC'-way places, about 
the wild shores of the rivers and sea-coast, and dispersed them- 
selves over the face of tiie countiy. The hand of justice pre- 
vented many of them from ever returning to regain their buried 
treasures, which remained, and remain probably to this day, 
objects of enterprise for the money-digger. 

This is the cause of those frequent reports of trees and rocks 
bearing mysterious marks, supposed to indicate the spots where 
treasure lay hidden ; and many have been the ransackings after 
the pirates’ booty. In ail tlie stories which once abounded of 
these enterprises, the devil played a conspicuous part. Either 
he was conciliated by ceremonies and invocations, or some so- 
lemn compact was made with him. Still he was ever prone to 
play the money-diggers some slippery trick. Some would dig 
so far as to come to an iron chest, when some having circum- 
stance was sure to take place. Either the earth would fall in 
and fill up the pit, or some direful noise or apparition would 
frighten the party from the place ; and sometimes the devil lum- 
self would appear, and bear off the prize when within their very 
grasp ; and if they revisited the place the next day, not a trace 
%vould be found of their labours of the preceding night. 

AH these rumours, however, were extremely vague, and for a 
long time tantalised without gratifying my curiosity. There is 
nothing in this world so hard to get at as truth, and there is 
nothing in tins world but truth that I care for. I sought among 
all my favourite sources of authentic information, the oldest in- 
habitants, and particularly the old Dutch wives of the province; 
but though I Batter myself that I am better versed than most 
men in tlie curious history of my native province, yet for a long' 
time my inquiries were unattended with any substantial result. 

At length it happened that, one calm day in the latter part, 
of summer, 1 was relaxing myself from the toils of severe study, 
by a day's amusement in Sshin^ in those waters which had been 
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the favourite resort of my boyhood. I was in company with se-« 
veral worthy burghers of my native city, among whom were 
more than one illustrious member of the corporation, whose 
names, did f dare to mention them, wmuld do honour to my 
humble page. Our sport was indiflerent. The fish did not bite 
freely, and we frequently changed our fishing-ground without 
bettering our luck. We were at length anchored close under a 
ledge of rocky coast, on the eastern side of the island of Man- 
hatta. It was a still, warm day. The stream whirled and dimpled 
by us, without a wave or even a ripple, and everything was so 
calm and quiet, that it was almost startling when the kingfisher 
veould pitch himself from the branch of some dry tree, and after 
suspending himself for a moment in the air to take his aim, 
would souse into the smooth water after his prey. While we 
were lolling in our boat, half drowsy with the warm stillness of 
the day and the dulness of our sport, one of our party, a worthy 
alderman, was overtaken by a slumber, and as be dosed, suffered 
the sinker of his drop-line to lie upon the bottom of the river, 
On waking, he found he had caught something of importance, 
from the weight. On drawing it to the surface, we were much 
surprised to find it a long pistol of very curious and outlandish 
fashion, which, from its rusted condition, and its stock being 
wormeaten and covered with barnacles, appeared to have lain a 
long time under water. The unexpected appearance of this do- 
cument of warfare occasioned much speculation among my pa- 
cific com}tanions. One supposed it to have fallen there during 
the revolutionary war; another, from the peculiarity of its 
fashion, attributed it to the voyagers in the earliest days of the 
settlement — perchance to the renowmed Adrian Block, who ex- 
plored the Sound, and discovered Block Island, since so noted 
for its - cliee.se. But a third, after regarding it for some time, 
pronounced it to be of veritable Spanish workmanship. 

“ rii warrant,” said he, if this pistol could talk, it would tell 
strangle stories of hard fights among the Spanish Dons. ,IVe no 
doubt but it is a relic of the buccaneers of old times— who knows 
but it belonged to Kidd himself?'’ 

‘‘Ah! that Kidd was a resolute fellow,” cried an old iron-faced 
Cape Cod whaler. There's a fine old song about Mm, ail to 
the tune of 

My name is Captain Kiddj 

As I sailed, as 1 sailed — 

And then it tells all about bow be gained the de\dl’s good graces 
by burying the Bible; 
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I had the Bible in my hand, 

As I sailed, as I sailed. 

And I buried it in the sand. 

As I sailed. 

Odsfisfi, if I thought this pistol had belonged to Kidd, I should 
set great store by it, for curiosity’s sake. By the way, I recol- 
lect a story about a fellow who once dug up Kidd’s buried money, 
which was written by a neighbour of mine, and which I learnt 
by heart. As the fish don’t bite just now, I’ll tell it to you, by 
way of passing away the time,” And so saying, he gave us the 
following narration. 

THE DEVIL AND TOM WALKER. 

A FEW miles from Boston, in Massachusetts, there is a deep 
inlet winding several miles into the interior of the country from 
Charles Bay, and terminating in a thickly-wooded swamp or 
morass. On one side of this inlet is a beautiful dark grove; on 
the opposite side the land rises abruptly from the w^ater’s edge 
into a high ridge, on which grew a few scattered oaks of grtuit 
age and immense size. . Under one of these gigantic trees, ac- 
cording to old stories, there was a great amount of treasure 
buried by Kidd the pirate. The inlet allowed a facility to bring 
the money in a boat secretly and at night to the very foot of the 
hill; the elevation of the place permitted a good look-out to be 
kept that no one was at hand; while the remarkable trees formed 
good landmarks by wliich the place might easily be found again. 
I'he old stories add, moreover, that the devil presided at the hid- 
ing of the money, and took it under his guardianship; but this 
it is well known he always does with buried treasure, particularly 
when it has been ill-gotten. Be that as it may, Kidd never re- 
turned to recover his wealth; being shortly after seized at Boston, 
sent out to England, and there hanged for a pirate. 

About the year 1727, just at the time that earthquakes were 
prevalent in New England, and shook many tail sinners down 
iqjon their knees, there lived near this place a meagre, miserly 
fellow of tlie name of Tom Walker. He had a wife as miserly 
as liimself ; they were so miserly that they even conspired to cheat 
each other. Whatever the woman could lay hands on, she hid 
away; a hen could not cackle but she was on the alert to secure 
the new-laid egg. Her husband was continually prying about 
to detect her secret hoards, and many and fierce were the con- 
flicts that took place about what ought to have been common 
property. They lived in a forlorn-looking house that stood alone, 
and had an air of starvation A few straggling savin-trees, 
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emblems of sterility^ grew near it ; no smoke ever curled frofti 
cMmiiey; no traveller stopped at its door, A miserable horse, 
whose ribs were as articulate as the bars of a gridiron, stalked 
about a field where a thin carpet of moss, scarcely covering the 
ragged beds of pudding-stone, tantalized and balked his hunger; 
and sometimes he would lean his head over the fence, look piteously 
at the passer-by, and seem to petition deliverance from this land 
offimiine. 

The house and its inmates had altogether a bad name. Tom’s 
wife was a tall termagant, fierce of temper, loud of tongue, and 
, strong of arm. Her voice was often heard in wordy warfare with 
her husband; and his face sometimes showed signs that their con- 
flicts were not confined to words. Ko one ventured, however, to 
interfere between them. -The lonely wayfarer shrunk witliin 
himself at the Iiorrkl clamour and clapper-cia'wing; eyed the den 
of discord askance, and hurried on his way, rejoicing, if a bache- 
lor, in his celibacy. 

One day tluit Tom Walker had been to a distant part of the 
neighbourhood, he t(U)k what he considered a short cut liome- 
wai’ds, through tlic swamp. Like most sliort cuts, it was an iil- 
chosen route. The swamp was thickly grown with great gloomy 
pines and licmlocks, some of them ninety feet high, which made 
it darlv at noonday, and a retreat for all the owls of the neigh- 
boiu’hood. It was full of pits and quagmires, partly covered 
witli \veeds and mosses, where the green surface often betrayed 
the traveller into a gulf of black, smothering mud ; there were 
also dark and , stagnant pools, the abodes of the tadpole, the bull- 
frog, and the watersnake; w'here the trunks of pines and hem- 
locks lay half drowned, half rotting, looldng like alligators sleep- 
ing in the mire. 

Tom had long been picking his way cautiously through this 
treacherous forest ; stepping from tuft to tuft of rushes and roots, 
■which afforded j)recanous footholds among deep sloughs; or 
pacing’ careiully, like a cat, along the prostrate trunks of trees ; 
startled now and then by the sudden screaming of the bittern, or 
the quacking of a ■wild duck, rising on the wing from some soli- 
tary pool. At length he arrived at a piece of firm ground, 
which ran out like a peninsula into the deep bosom of the swamp. 
It had been one of the strongholds of the Indians during their 
wars wdtli the first colonists. Here they had throwni up a kind 
of fort which they had looked upon as almost inqiregTiable, and 
had used as a place of refuge for their squawks and children. 
Nothing remained of the old Indian foi’t but a few embank- 
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ments, gradually sinking to the level of the surrounding earth, 
and already overgrown in part hy oaks and other forest trees, 
the foliage of which formed a contrast to the dark pines and 
hemlocks of the swamp. 

It was late in the dusk of evening, when Tom Walker reached 
the old fort, and he paused therefore awhile to rest himself. 
Any one but he would have felt unwilling to linger in this lonely, 
melancholy place, for the common people had a bad opinion of 
it, from the stories handed down from the time of the Indian 
wars ; when it was asserted that the savages held incantations 
here, and made sacrifices to the evil spirit. 

Tom Walker, however, was not a man to be troubled with any 
fears of the kind. He reposed himself for some time on the 
trunk of a fallen hemlock, listening to the boding cry of the tree 
toad, and delving with his walking staff into a mound of black 
mould at his feet. As he turned up the soil unconsciously, his 
staff strucic against something hard. He raked it out of the 
vegetable mould, and lo! a cloven skull, with an Indian toma- 
hawk buried deep in it, lay before him. The rust on the 
weapon showed the time' that had elapsed since this death-blow 
had been given. It was a dreary memento of the fierce struggle 
that had taken place in this last foothold of the Indian warriors. 

Humph!” said Tom Walker, as he gave the skull a kick, to 
shake the dirt from it. 

“ Let that skull alone!” said a gruff voice. Tom lifted up his 
eyes, and beheld a great black man seated directly opposite him, 
on the stump of a tree. He was exceedingly surprised, having 
neither heard nor seen any one approach ; and he was still more 
perplexed on observing, as well as the gathering gloom would 
permit, that the stranger was neither negro nor Indian. It is 
true he was dressed in a rude half Indian garb, and had a red 
belt or sash sw’athed round his body ; but his face was neither 
black nor copper-colour, but swarthy and dingy, and begrimed 
with soot, as if he had been accustomed to toil among fires and 
forges. He had a shock of coarse black hair, that stood out fi'om 
his head in all directions ; and bore an axe on his shoulder. 

He scowled for a moment at Tom with a pair of great red 
eyes. 

‘‘ What are you doing on my grounds ?” said the black man, 
with a hoarse, growling voice. 

^^Yonr grounds!” said Tom, with a sneer ; “no more ynur 
grounds than mine ; they belong to Deacon Peabody,” 
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Deacon Peabody be d ^d,” said tbe stranger, as I 

flatter myself he wiU be, if he does not look more to his own 
sins and less to those of his iieighbom's. Look yonder, and see 
how Deacon Peabody is faring.” 

Tom looked in the direction that the stranger pointed, and 
beheld one of the great trees, fair and flourisliing without, but 
rotten at the core, and saw that it had been nearly hewn through, 
so that the first high wind was likely to blow it down. On the 
bark of the tree was scored the name of Deacon Peabody, an 
eminent man, who had waxed wealthy by driving slirewd bar- 
gains with the Indians. Pie now looked round, and found most 
of the tall trees marked with the name of some great man of the 
colony, and all more or less scored by the axe. The one on 
which he had been seated, and which had evidently just been 
hewn down, bore the name of Crowninshield ; and he recol- 
lected a mighty rich man of that name, who made a vulgar 
display of wealth, which it ^was whispered he had acquired by 
buccaneering. 

just ready for burning 1” said the black man, with a 
growl of trium|)h. You see I am likely to have a good stock 
of firewood for winter.” 

But what right have you,” said Tom, to cut down Deacon 
Peabody’s timber ?” — “ The right of a prior claim,” said the 
other. “ This woodland belonged to me long before one of your 
white-faced race put foot upon the soil” 

“ And pray, who are you, if I may be so bold ?” said Tom. 
— “ Oh, I go by various names. I am the wild huntsman in 
some countries ; the black miner in others. In this neighbour- 
hood 1 am known by the name of the black woodsman. I am 
he to whom the red men consecrated this spot, and in honour of 
whom they now and then roasted a white man, by w’^ay of sweet- 
smelling sacrifice. Since the red men have been exterminated 
by you white savages, I amuse myself by presiding at the per- 
, seditions of Quakers and Anabaptists : I am the great patron 
and prompter of slave dealers, and the grand master of the Sa- 
lem witches.” 

‘•The upshot of all which is, that, if I mistake not,” said 
Tom, sturdily, “you are he commonly called Old Scratch.” — 
'‘The same, at your service!” replied the black man, with a 
half civil nod. 

Such was the opening of this interview, according to the old 
story; though it has almost too familiar an air to be ere- 
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dited. One would think that to meet with such a singular per- 
sonage in this wild, lonely place, would have shaken any man’s 
nerves ; hiife Tom was a hard -minded fellow, not easily daunted, 
and he had lived so long with a termagant wife, that he did not 
even fear the devil. ' 

It is said, that after this commencement they had a long and 
earnest conversation together, as Tom returned homewards. The 
black man told him of great sums of money which had been buried 
by Kidd the pirate, under the oak trees on the high ridge, not 
far from the morass. All these were under his command, and 
protected by his power, so that none could find them but such 
as propitiated his favour. These he offered to place within 
Tom Walker’s reach, having conceived an especial kindness for 
him ; but they were to be had only on certain conditions. What 
these conditions were may easily be surmised, though Tom never 
disclosed them publicly. They must have been very hard, for 
he required time to think of them, and he was not a man to 
stick at trifles where money was in view. When they had 
reached the edge of the swamp, the stranger paused. — What 
pi-oof have I that all you have been telling me is true ?” said 
Tom. — There is my signature,” said the black man, pressing 
his finger on Tom’s forehead. So saying, he turned off among 
the thickets of the swamp, and seemed, as Tom said, to go down, 
down, dowm into the earth, until nothing but his head and 
shoulders could he seen, and so on, until he totally disappeared. 
Wlien Tom reached home, he found the black print of a finger 
burnt, as it were, into his forehead, which nothing could ob- 
literate. 

The first news his wdfe had to tell him was the sudden 
death of Absalom Crowninsliield, the rich buccaneer. It was 
announced in the papers with the usual flourish, that ‘‘ A great 
man had fallen in Israel.” Tom recollected the tree which 
his^ black friend had just hewn down, and which was ready for 
burning. Let the freebooter roast,” said Tom, who cares !” 
He now felt convinced that all he had heard and seen was no 
illusion. 

He was not prone to let his wife into his confidence, hut as 
this was an uneasy secret, he willingly shared it with her. All 
her avarice was awakened at the mention of hidden gold, and 
she urged her husband to comply with the black man’s terms, 
auU secure what would make them wealthy for life. However 
Tom might nave felt disposed to sell himself to the devil, ho 
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was cletermbed not to do so to oblige liis wife ; so he flatly 
refused, out of the mere spirit of contradiction. Many and 
bitter were the quarrels they had on the subject, but the more 
she talked, the more resolute was Tom not to be damned to 
please her. 

At length she determined to drive the bargain on her own 
account, and if she succeeded, to keep all the gain to herself. 
Being of the same fearless temper as her husband, she set off 
for the old Indian fort towards the close of a summer’s day. 
She was many hours absent. When she came back, she was 
reserved and sullen in her replies. Slie spoke something of a 
black man, whom she had met about twilight, hewing at the 
root of a tall tree. He was sulky, howevei’, and would not 
come to terms : she was to go again with a propitiatory offer- 
ing, but what it was she forebore to say. 

The next evening she sat off again for the swamp, with her 
apron heavily laden. Tom waited and waited for her, but in 
vain ; midnight came, hut she did not make her appearance : 
morning, noon, night returned, but still she did not come. 
Tom now grew uneasy for her safety, especially as he found 
she had carried off in her apron the silver teapot and spoons, 
and every portable article of value. Another night elapsed, 
another morning came; but no wife. In a word, she was never 
heard of more. 

What was her real fate nobody knows, in consequence of so 
many pretending to know. It is one of those facts which 
have become confounded by a variety of historians. Some as- 
serted that she lost her way among the tangled mazes of the 
swamp, and sank into some pit or slough; others, more un- 
charitable, hinted that she liad eloped with the household 
booty, and made off to some other province; while others 
assert that the tempter had decoyed her into a dismal quag- 
mire, on the top of which her hat was found lying. In con- 
firmation of this, it was said a great black man, with an axe on 
his sliouldez', was seen late that very evening coming out of the 
swamp, carrying a bundle tied in a check apron, with an air of 
surly triumph. 

The most current and probable story, however, observes that 
Tom Walker grew so anxious about the fate of his wife and his 
property, that he set out at length to seek them both at the 
Indian fort. During a long summers afternoon he searched 
about the gloomy place, but no wife w^as to be seen. He called 
her name repeatedly, but she was nowhere to be heard. The 
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bittern alone responded to his voice, as he dew screaming by; 
or the bull-frog croaked dolefully from a neighbouring pool. 
At length, it is said, just in the brown hour of twilight, when 
the owls began to hoot, and the bats to flit about, his attention 
was attracted by the clamour of carrion crows, that were hover- 
ing about a cypress tree. He looked up, and beheld a bundle 
tied in a check apron, and hanging in the branches of the tree, 
with a great vulture perched hard by, as if keeping watch 
upon it. He leaped with joy ; for he recognised his wife’s 
apron, and supposed it to contain the household valuables. 

“Let us get hold of the property,’' said he, consolingly to 
himself, “ and we will endeavour to do without the woman.’' 

As he scrambled up the tree, the vulture spread its wide 
wings, and sailed off screaming into the deep shadows of the 
forest. Tom seized the check apron, but, woful sight ! found 
nothing but a heart and liver tied up in it ! 

Such, according to the most authentic old story, w^as all that 
was to be found of Tom’s wife. She had probably attempted to 
deal with the black man as she had been accustomed to deal with 
her husband; but though a female scold is generally considered 
a match for the devil, yet in this instance she appears to have had 
the worst of it. She must have died game, however; for it is 
said Tom noticed many prints of cloven feet deeply stamped 
about the tree, and found handsful of hair, that looked as if they 
had been plucked from the coarse black shock of the woodman. 
Tom knew his wife’s provvess by experience. He shrugged his 
shoulders, as he looked at the signs of a fierce clapper- clawing. 

“ Egad,’’ said he to hinaself, “ old Scratch must have had a tough 
time of it I” 

Tom consoled himself for the loss of his property with the loss 
of his wife, for he was a man of fortitude. He even felt some- 
thing like gratitude towards the black wmodman, who, he con- 
sidered, had done him a kindness. He sought, therefore, to 
cultivate a further acquaintance with him, hut for some time 
without success : the old black legs played shy, for whatever 
people may think, he is not always to be had for calling for: he 
knows how to play his cards when pretty sure of liis game. 

At length, it is said, when delay had whetted Tom's eager- 
ness to the quick, and prepared him to agree to anything rather 
than not gain the promised treasure, he met the black man one 
evening, in his usual woodman’s dress, with his axe on his 
shoulder, sauntering along the ed^e of the swamp, and humming 
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a tune. He affected to receive Tom’s advances witli great indif- 
ference, made brief replies, and went on humming his tune. 

Bj degrees, however, Fom brought him to business, and they 
began to haggle about the terms on which the former was to 
have the pirate’s treasure. There was one condition which need 
not be mentioned, being generally understood in all cases where 
the devil grants favours; but tliere were others about which, 
thougli of less importance, he was inflexibly obstinate. He in- 
sisted that the money found through his means should be em- 
ployed in his service. He proposed, therefore, that Tom should 
employ it in the black traffic ; that is to say, that he should fit 
out a slave ship. This, however, Tom resolutely refused : he 
was bad enough in all conscience ; but the devil himself could 
not tempt him to turn slave dealer. 

Finding Tom so squeamish on this point, he did not insist 
upon it, but proposed, instead, that he should turn usurer ; the 
devil being extremely anxious for the increase of usurers, looking 
upon them as his peculiar people. 

To this no objections were made, for it was just to Tom’s taste. 
— You shall open a broker’s shop in Boston next month,” said 
the black man. — ‘‘I’ll do it to-morrow, if you wish,” said Tom 
Walker. — “ You shall lend money at two per cent, a month.” — 

Egad, I’ll charge four!” replied Tom Walker. — You shall 
extort bonds, foreclose mortgages, drive tlie merchant to bank- 
ruptcy ” — “ m drive Mm to the d — ^1,” cried Tom Walker, 

eagerly. — “You are the usurer, for my money!” said the black 
legs, with delight. “ When will you want the rhino?”-— “ This 
very night.” — “Done!” said the devil. — “Done!” said Tom 
Walker. So they shook hands, and struck a bargain. 

A few days’ time saw Tom Walker seated behind bis desk in 
a counting-house in Boston. His reputation For a ready-moneyed 
man, who would lend money out for a good consideration, soon 
spread abroad. Everybody remembers the time of Governor 
Belcher, when money was particularly scarce. It was a time of 
paper credit. The country had been deluged with government 
bills: the famous Land Bank had been established: there had 
been a rage for speculating: the people had run mad with 
schemes for new settlements ; for building* cities in the wilder- 
ness ; land-jobbers went about with maps of grants, and town- 
ships, and El Dorados, lying nobody knew where, but which 
everybody was ready to purchase. In a word, the great specu- 
iatirig fever wMch breaks out every now and then in the country 



THE DJETIL ANI> TOH WALKER. 


247 

had raged to an alarming degree, and everybody was dreaming 
of making sudden fortunes from nothing. As usual, the fever 
had subsided; the dream had gone off, and the imaginary 
fortunes with it ; the patients were left in doleful plight, and 
the whole country resounded with the consequent cry of ‘diard 
times.” 

At this propitious time of public distress did Tom Walker set 
up as a usurer in Boston. His door was soon thronged by 
customers. The needy and the adventurous; the gambKng 
speculator; the dreaming land-jobber; the thriftless tradesman; 
the merchant with cracked credit; in short, every one driven to 
raise money by desperate means and desperate sacrifices hurried 
to Tom Walker. 

Thus Tom was the universal friend of the needy; and he 
acted lilce a “ friend in need;” that is to say, he always exacted 
good pay and good security. In proportion to the distress of 
the applicant was the hardness of his terms. He accumulated 
bonds and mortgages ; gradually squeezed bis customers closer 
and closei', and sent them at length dry as a sponge from his 
door. 

In this way he made money hand over hand ; became a rich 
and mighty man, and exalted his cocked hat upon ’Change. He 
built himself, as usual, a vast house out of ostentation, but left 
the gi’eater part of it unfinished and unfurnislied out of parsi- 
mony. He even set up a carriage in the fulness of his vain- 
glory, though he nearly starved the horses which drew it ^ and 
as the ungreased wheels groaned and screeched on the axletrees, 
you would have thought you heard the souls of the poor debtors 
he was squeezing. 

As Tom waxed old, however, he grew thoughtful. Having 
seciued the good things of this world, he began to feel anxious 
about those of the next. He thought with regret on the bar- 
gain he had made with his black friend, and set his wits to work 
to cheat him out of the conditions. He became, therefore, all 
of a sudden a violent church-goer. He prayed loudly and 
strenuously, as if heaven were to be taken by force of lungs. 
Indeed, one might always tell when he had sinned most during 
the week by the clamour of his Sunday devotion. The quiet 
Christians, -who had been modestly and steadfastly toveUing 
Zionward, were struck with self-reproach at seeing themselves 
so suddenly outstripped in their career by this new-made convert. 
Tom was as rigid in religious as in money matters ; he was a 
stern supervisor and eensurer of his i^eudibom’S* and seemed to 
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think every sin entered up to their account became a credit on 
Ms own side of the page. He even talked of the expediency of 
reviving the persecution of Quakers and Anabaptists. , In a 
word, Tom’s zeal became as notorious as his riches. 

Still, in spite of all this strenuous attention to forms, Tom had 
a lurking dread that the devil, after all, would have his due. 
That he might not be taken unawares, therefore, it is said he 
always carried a small Bible in his coat pocket. He had also a 
great folio Bible on his counting-house desk, and would fre-* 
quently be found reading it when people called on business. Oii ’ 
such occasions he would lay his green spectacles in the book to 
mark the place, while he turned round to drive some usurious 
bargain. 

Some say that Tom grew a little crack-brained in his old days, 
and that fancying his end approaching, he had his horse new 
shod, saddled and bridled, and buried with his feet uppermost ; 
because he supposed that, at the last day, the world would be 
turned upside down ; in which case he should find his horse 
standing ready for mounting, and he was determined at the 
worst to give Ms old friend a run for it. TMs, however, is 
probably a mere old wives’ fable. 

If he really did take such a precaution, it was totally super- 
fluous ; at least so says the authentic old legend, which closes 
Ms story in the following manner. 

On one hot afternoon in the dog-days, just as a terrible black 
thunder-gust was coming up, Tom sat in his counting-house, in 
Ms white linen cap and India silk morning gown. He was on 
the point of foreclosing a mortgage, by which he would com- 
plete the ruin of an unlucky laud speculator for whom he had 
professed the greatest friendship. 

The poor land-jobber begged him to gi’ant a few months’ in- 
dulgence. Tom had grown testy and irritated, and refused 
another day. 

““ My family -will be ruined, and brought upon the parish,” 
said the land-jobber. — Charity begins at home,” replied Tom. 

I must take care of myself in these hard times.” — “ You have 
made so much money out of me!” said the speculator. — Tom 
lost his patience and his piety. — “ The d — i take me,” said he, 

I have made a fartMng.” 

Just tJien there W'ere three loud knocks at the street-door. 
He stepped out to see who was there. A black man was hold- 
ing a black horse, wliich neighed and stamped with impatience* 

** Torn, you re come for!” said the black fellow, gruffly. 
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Tom shrunk hack, but too late. He had left his little Bible at 
the bottom of his coat pocket, and his big Bible on the desk, 
buried under the mortgage he was about to foreclose : never 
was sinner taken more unawares. The black man whisked him 
like a child into the saddle, gave the horse a lash, and away he 
galloped, with Tom on Ms back, in the midst of the thunder- 
storm. The clerks stuck their pens behind their ears, and stared 
after him from the windows. Away went Tom Walker, dash- 
ing down the streets, his w^hite cap bobbing up and down, his 
morning gown fiuttering in the wind, and his steed striking fire 
out of the pavement at every bound. When the clerks turned 
to look for the black man, he had disappeared. 

Tom Walker never returned to foreclose the mortgage. A 
countryman, w’ho lived on the border of the swamp, reported, 
that in the height of the thunder-gust he had heard a great 
clattering of hoofs and a howling along the road, and that 'when 
he ran to the window he just caught sight of a figure such as I 
have described, on a horse that galloped like mad across the 
fields, over the hills, and down into the black hemlock swamp, 
towards the old Indian fort ; and that shortly after a thunder- 
bolt fell in that direction, winch seemed to set the whole forest 
in a blaze. • 

The good people of Boston shook their heads and shrugged 
their shoulders ; but had been so much accustomed to witches 
and goblins, and tricks of the devil in all kind of shapes from 
the first settlement of the colony, that they were not so much 
horror-struck as might have been expected. Trustees were ap- 
pointed to take charge of Tom’s effects. There was nothing, 
however, to administer upon. On searcMng his coffers, all his 
bonds and mortgages were found reduced to cinders. In place 
of gold and silver, his iron chest was filled with chips and shav- 
ings; two skeletons lay in his stable instead of his half-starved 
horses ; and the very next day his great house took fire, and was 
burned to the gi*ound. 

Such was the end of Tom Walker and his ill-gotten wealth. 
Let all griping money-brokers lay this story to heart. The 
truth of it is not to be doubted. The very hole under the oak 
trees, from whence he dug Kidd’s money, is to be seen to this 
day; and the neighbouring swamp and old Indian fort are often 
haunted in stormy nights by a figure on horseback, in morning- 
gown and. white cap, which is, doubtless, the troubled spirit of 
the usurer. In fact, the story has resolved itself into a proverb, 
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and is the origin of that popular saying, so prevalent through- 
out New England, of ‘‘The Devil and Tom Walker/’ 

Such, as nearly as I can recollect, was the purport of the tale 
told by the Cape-Cod whaler. There were divers trivial par- 
ticulars which I have omitted, and which whiled away the morn- 
ing wery pleasantly until the time of tide favourable to fishing 
being passed, it was proposed that we should go to land and 
refresh ourselves under the trees, until the noontide heat should 
have abated. 

We accordingly landed on a delectable part of the island of 
Mannahata, in that shady and embowered tract formerly under 
the dominion of the ancient family of the Ilardenbrooks. It was 
a spot well Imowii to me in the course of the aquatic expeditions 
of my boyhood. Not far from where we landed there was an 
old Dutch family vault, constrxicted in the side of a bank, wdiich 
had been an object of great aw^e and fable among my school-boy 
associates. We had peeped into it during one of our coasting 
voyages, and had been startled by the sight of mouldering coffins, 
and musty bones within; but what had given it the most fearful 
interest in our eyes, was its being in some way connected with 
the pirate wreck which lay rotting among the rocks of Hell-gate. 
There were stories, also, of smuggling connected with it; parti- 
cularly relating to a time when this retired spot was owned by a 
noted burgher, called Heady -money Provost; a man of whom 
it was whispered that he had many and mysterious dealings with 
parts beyond seas. All these things, however, bad been jumbled 
together in our minds in that vague way in which such themes 
are mingled up in the tales of boyhood. 

While I wns pondering upon these matters, my companions 
had spread a repast from the contents of our well-stored pannier, 
under a broad chestnut on the gi*een sward, which swept down 
to the water’s edge. Here w^e solaced ourselves on the cool 
grassy carpet during the warm sunny hours of mid-day. While 
lolling on the grass, indulging in that kind of musing reverie of 
whieli I am fond, I summoned up the dusky recollections of my 
boyhood respecting this place, and repeated them, like the im- 
perfectly remembered traces of a dream, for the amusement of 
my companions. When I had finished, a worthy old burgher, 
John JossQ Vandermoere, the same who once related to me the 
adventures of Dolph Heyliger, broke silence, and observed, that 
he recollected a story of money-digging, which occuiTed in this 
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very neighbourhood, and might account for some of the tradi- 
tions which I had Jieard in my boyhood. As we knew him to 
be one of the most authentic narrators in the province, we begged 
him to let us have the particulars, and accordingly, while we 
solaced ourselves with a clean long pipe of Blase Moore’s best 
tobacco, the authentic John Josse Vandermoere related the fol- 
lowing tale. 

WOLFERT WEBBER, OR GOLDEN DREAMS. 

In the year of grace, one thousand seven hundred and — ^biank 
— for I do not remember the precise date,* however, it was some- 
where in the early part of the last century, there lived in the 
ancient city of the Manhattoes a worthy burgher, Wolfert W ebber 
by name. He was descended from old Cobus Webber of the 
Briile in Holland, one of the original settlers, famous for intro- 
ducing the cultivation of cabbages, and who came over to the 
province during the protectorship of Ololfe Van Kortlandt, 
otherwise called the Dreamer. 

The held in which Cobus Webber first planted himself and his 
cabbages had remained ever since in the family, who continued 
in the same fine of husbandry, with that praiseworthy perse- 
verance for which our Dutch burghers are noted. The whole 
family genius, during several generations, was devoted to the 
study and development of this one noble vegetable, and to this 
concentration of intellect may, doubtless, be ascribed the pro- 
digious size and renown to which the Webber cabbages attained. 

The Webber dynasty continued in uninterrupted succession ; 
and never did a line give more unquestionable proofs of legiti- 
macy. The eldest son succeeded to the looks as well as the 
territory of his sire ; and had the portraits of this line of tran- 
quil potentates been taken, they would have presented a row of 
heads marvellously resembling, in shape and magnitude, the 
vegetables over which they reigned. 

The seat of government continued unchanged in the family 
mansion, a Dutch-built house, with a front, or rather gable- 
end, of yellow brick, tapering to a point, with the customary 
iron weathercock at the top. Everything about the building 
bore the air of long settled ease and security. Flights of 
martins peopled the little coops nailed against its walls, and 
swallows built their nests under the eaves ; and every one knows 
that these house-loving birds bring good luck to the dwelling 
where they take up their abode. In a bright sunny morning, 
in early summer, it was delectable to hear theix' cheerful notes 
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as they sported about in the pure sweet air, chirping forth, as 
it were, the greatness and prosperity of the Webbers. 

Thus quietly and comfortably did this excellent family vege- 
tate under the shade of a mighty button-wood tree, which, 
by little and little, grew so great, as entirely to overshadow 
their palace. The city gradually spread its suburbs round 
their domain. Houses sprang up to interrupt their prospects j 
the rural lanes in the vicinity began to grow into the bustle and 
populousness of streets ; in short, with all the habits of rustic 
life, they began to find themselves the inhabitants of a city. 

Still, however, they maintained their hereditary character and 
hereditary possessions with all the tenacity of petty German 
princes in the midst of the empire. Wolfert was the last of 
the line, and succeeded to the patriarchal bench at the door, 
under the family tree, and swayed the sceptre of his fathers, a 
kind of rural potentate in the midst of a metropolis. 

To share the cares and sweets of sovereignty, he had taken 
unto himself a helpmate, one of that excellent kind called 
stiiTing women, that is to say, she was one of those notable 
little housewives who are always busy when there is nothing to 
do. Her activity, however, took one particular direction : her 
whole life seemed devoted to intense knitting ; whether at home 
or abroad, walking or sitting, her needles were continually in 
motion ; and it is even affirmed that, by her unwearied industry, 
she very nearly supplied her household with stockings through- 
out the year. This worthy couple were blessed with one 
daughter, who was brought up with great tenderness and care ; t 
uncommon pains had. been taken with her education, so that 
she could stitch in every variety of way ; make all kinds o£ 
pickles and preserves, and mark her own name on a sampler. 

The influence of her .taste was seen, also, in the family garden, | 
where the ornamental began to mingle with the useful ; whole 
rows of flery marigolds and splendid hollyhocks bordered the 
cabhage-beds, and gigantic sunflowers lolled their broad jolly 
faces over the fences, seeming to ogle most affectionately the 
passers-by I 

Thus reigned and vegetated Wolfert Webber over his pa- I 
ternal acres, peacefully and contentedly. Not but that, like I 

all other sovereigns, he had his occasional cares and vexations. S 

The growth of his native city sometimes caused him annoy- 
ance. His little territory gTadually became hemmed in by 
streets and houses, which intercepted air and sunshine. He 
was no^v and then subiected to the irruptions of the border 
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population tliat infest the skirts of a metropolis; who would 
sometimes make midnight forays into his dominions, and carry 
off captive whole platoons of his noblest subjects. Vagrant 
swine would make a descent, too, now and then, when the gate 
was left open, and lay all waste before them ; and mischievous 
urcliins would often decapitate the illustrious sunfiovvers, the 
glory of the garden, as they lolled their heads so fondly over 
the walls. Still all these were petty grievances, which might 
now and then ruffle the surface of his mind, as a summer 
breeze will ruffle the surface of a mill-pond; but they could 
not disturb the deep-seated quiet of his soul. He would but 
seize a trusty staff that stood behind the door, issue suddenly 
out, and anoint the back of the aggressor, whether pig or 
urchin, and then return within doors, marvellously refreshed 
and tranquillised. 

The chief cause of anxiety to honest Wolfert, however, was 
the growing prosperity of the city. The expenses of living 
doubled and trebled; but he could not double and treble the 
magnitude of his cabbages; and the number of competitors 
prevented the increase of price : thus, therefore, while every 
one around him grew richer, Wolfert grew poorer; and he could 
not, for the life of him, perceive how the evil was to be remedied. 

This growing care, which increased from day to day, had its 
gradual effect upon our worthy burgher; insomuch, that it at 
length implanted two or three wrinkles in his brow ; things 
unknown before in the family of the Webbers ; and it seemed 
to pinch up the corners of his cocked hat into an expression of 
anxiety totally opposite to the tranquil, broad-brimmed, iow- 
crownecl beavers of his illustrious progenitors. 

Perhaps even this would not have materially disturbed the 
serenity of his mind had he had only himself and his wife to 
care for; but there was his daughter gradually growing to 
maturity ; and all the world knows when daughters begin to 
ripen, no fruit nor flower requires so much looking after. I 
have no talent at describing female charms, else fain would I 
depict the progress of this little Dutch beauty. How her blue 
eyes grew deeper and deeper, and her cherry lips redder and 
redder ; and how she ripened and ripened, and rounded and 
rounded, in the opening breath of sixteen summers ; until in 
her seventeenth spring she seemed ready to burst out of her 
bodice like a half-blown rosebud. 

Ah, well-a-day! could I but show her as she was then, 
tricked out on a Sunday morning in the hereditary finery o£ 
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the old Dutch clothes-press, of which her mother had confided 
to her the key. The wedding-dress of her grandmother mo>- 
dernised for use, with sundry ornaments, handed down as heir- 
looms in the family ; her pale brown hair, smoothed with but- 
termilk in flat waving lines, on each side of her fair forehead | 
the chain of yellow^ virgin gold that encircled her neck ; the 
little cross that just rested at the entrance of a soft valley of 
happiness, as if it would sanctify the place ; the — but, pooh — 
it is not for an old man like me to be prosing about female 
beauty, . Suffice it to say, Amy had attained her seventeenth 
year. Long since had her sampler exhibited hearts in couples, 
desperately transfixed with arrows, and ti’ue lovers’ knots, 
worked in deep blue silk; and it was evident she began to 
languish for some more interesting occupation than the rearing 
of sunflowers, or pickling^ of cucumbers. 

At this critical period of female existence, when the heart 
within a dainsefs bosom, like its emblem, the miniature which 
hangs without, is apt to be engrossed by a single image, a new 
visitor began to make his appearance under the roof of Wolfert 
Webber. This was Dirk Waldron, the only son of a poor 
widow ; but who could boast of more fathers than any lad in 
the province ; for his mother had had four husbands, and this 
only child; so that, though born in her last wedlock, he might 
fairly claim to he the tardy fruit of a long course of cultivation. 
Tins son of four fathers united the merits and the vigour of his 
sires. If he had not had a great ffimily before him, he seemed 
likely to have a great one after him ; for you had only to look 
at the fresh bucksome youth to see that he was formed to be 
the founder of a mighty race. 

This youngster gradually became an intimate visitor of the 
family. He talked little, but he sat long. He filled the 
father’s pipe when it was empty ; gathered up the mother’s 
knitting-needle or hall of worsted, when it fell to the ground ; 
stroked the sleek coat of the tortoiseshell cat, and replenished 
the teapot for the daugliter, from tlie bright copper kettle that 
sang before the fire. All these quiet little offices may seem of 
trifling import; but when true love is translated into Low 
Dutch, it is in this way that it eloquently expresses itself. 
They were not lost uj>on the Webber family. The winning 
youngster found man^eilous favour in the eyes of the mother ; 
the tortoiseshell cat, albeit the most staid and demure of her 
kind, gave indubitable signs of approbation of his visits ; the 
tea-kettle seemed to sing out a cheery note of welcome at his 
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approach I and if the shy glances of the daughter might be 
rightly read, as she sat bridling, and dimpling, and sewing by 
her mother’s side, she was not a whit behind Dame Webber, 
or grimalkin, or the tea-kettle, in good-will. 

Woifert alone saw nothing of what was going on ; profoundly 
wrapped up in meditation on the growth of the city and his 
cabbages, he sat looking in the fire and puffing his pipe in 
silence. One night, however, as the gentle Amy, according to 
custom, lighted her lover to the outer door, and he, according 
to custom, took his parting salute, the smack resounded so 
vigorously through the long, silent entry, as to startle even the 
dull ear of W olfert. He was slowly roused to a new source of 
anxiety. It had never entered into liis head, that this mere 
child, wdio, as it seemed, but the other day, had been climbing 
about his knees, and playing with dolls and baby-houses, could, 
all at once, be thinking of lovers and matrimony. He rubbed 
his eyes ; examined into the fact ; and really found, that wffiile 
he had been diieaming of other matters, she had actually grown 
to be a woman, and, what was worse, had fallen in love. Here 
arose new cares for poor Woifert. He was a kind father, but 
he was a prudent man. The young man was a lively, stirring 
lad; but then he had neither money nor land. Wolfert’s ideas 
ail ran in one channel ; and he saw no alternative, in case of a 
marriage, but to portion off the young couple with a comer of 
his cabbage-garden, the whole of which was barely sufficient for 
the support of his family. 

Like a prudent father, therefore, he determined to nip this 
passion in the bud, and forbade the youngster the house, though 
sorely did it go against his fatherly heart, and many a silent 
tear did it cause in the bright eye of his daughter. She showed 
herself, however, a pattern of filial piety and obedience. She 
never pouted and sulked ; she never fiew in the face of parental 
authority ; she never fell into a passion, or fell into hysterics, as 
many ramantic novel-read young ladies would do. Not she, 
indeed! She was none such heroical rebellious trumpery, Fll 
warrant you. On the contrary, she acquiesced like an obedient 
daughter ; shut the street door in her lover’s face ; and if ever 
slie did grant him an interview, it was either out of the kitchen 
wir dow, or over the garden fence. 

Woifert was deeply cogitating these matters in his mind, and 
his brow wuinkled with unusual care, as he wended his way one 
Saturday afternoon to a rural inn, about two miles from the city. 
It was a favourite resort of the Dutch part of the community, 
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from being always held by a Dutch line of landlords, and retain- 
ing an air and relish of the good old times. It was a Dutch- 
built house, that had probably been a country seat of some opu- 
lent burgher in the early time of the settlement. It stood near 
a point of land called Corlear’s Hook, which stretches out into 
the Sound, and against which the tide, at its dux and reflux, 
sets with extraordinary rapidity. The venerable and somewhat 
crazy mansion was distinguished from afar by a grove of elms 
and sycamores, that seemed to wave a hospitable invitation, 
while a few weeping willows, with their dank, drooping foliage, 
resembling falling waters, gave an idea of coolness that rendered 
it an attractive spot during the heats of summer. Here, there- 
fore, as I said, resorted many of the old inhabitants of the Man- 
hattan, where, while some played at shuffle-board, and quoits, 
and nine-pins, others smoked a deliberate pipe, and talked over 
public affairs. 

It was on a blustering autumnal afternoon that Wolfert made 
his visit to the inn. The grove of elms and willows was stripped 
of its leaves, wdiich whirled in rustling eddies about the flelds. 
The nine-pin alley wms deserted, for the premature chilliness of 
the day had driven the company within doors. As it was Satur- 
day afternoon, the habitual club was in session, composed, 
pi’ineipally, of regular Dutch burghers, though mingled occa- 
sionally with persons of various character and country, as is 
natural in a place of such motley population. 

Beside the fireplace, in a huge leather-bottomed armebair, 
sat the dictator of this little world, the venerable Kamm, or, as 
it was pronounced, Eamm Rapelye. He was a man of Wallon 
race, and illustrious for the antiquity of his line, his great grand- 
mother having been the first white child born in the province. 
But he was still more illustrious for his wealth and dignity: he 
had long filled the noble office of alderman, and was a man to 
whom the governor himself took off his hat. He had main- 
tained possession of the leather-bottomed chair from time imme- 
morial ; and had gradually waxed in bulk as he sat in this seat of 
government, until, in the course of years, he filled its whole 
magnitude. His word was decisive with his subjects; for he 
was so rich a man that he was never expected to support any 
opinion by argument. The landloi'd waited on him with pecu- 
liar ofliciousness, not that he paid better than his neighbours; 
but then the coin of a rich man seems always to be so much 
more acceptable. The landlord had ever a pleasant word and a 
joke to insinuate in the ear of the august Ramm. It is true, 
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Ilainm never lauglied, and, indeed, maintained a mastiff-iiko 
gravity and even surliness of aspect, yet he now and then re- 
warded mine host with a token of approbation; which, though 
nothing more nor less than a kind of grunt, yet delighted the 
landlord more than a broad laugh from a poorer man. 

This will be a rough night for the money-diggers/’ said mine 
host, as a gust of wind howled round the house and rattled at 
the windows. 

‘‘What! are they at their works again?’’ said an English 
half-pay captain, with one eye, who was a frequent attendant 
at the inn. 

“ Ay, they are,” said the landlord, and well may they be. 
They’ve had luck of late. They say a great pot of money has 
been dug up in the held just behind Stiiyvesant’s orchard. 
Folks think if must have been buried there in old times, by 
Peter Stuyvesant, the Dutch governor.” 

“ Fudge 1” said the one-eyed man-of-war, as he added a small 
portion of w'ater to a bottom of brandy. 

“ Well, you may believe or not, as yon please,” said mine 
host, somewhat nettled; “but everybody knows that the old 
governor burled a great deal of his money at the time of the 
Dutch troubles, when the Englivsh red-coats seized on the pro- 
vince. They say, too, the old gentleman walks ; ay, and in the 
very same dress that he wears in the pictui*e which hangs up in 
the family house.” 

“ Fudge!’’ said the half-pay officer. 

“ Fudge, if you please I But didn’t Corny Van Zandt see 
him at midnight, stalking about in the meadow with his 
W’ooden leg, and a drawn sword in his hand, that flashed like 
Are? And what can he be walking for, but because people 
have been troubling the place where he biiiied his money in old 
times ?” 

Here the landlord \vas interrupted by several guttural sounds 
from Ramm Rapelye, betokening that lie was labouring with the 
unusual production of an idea. As he was too great a man to 
he slighted by a prudent publican, mine host respectfully paused 
until he should deliver himself. The corpulent frame of this 
mighty burgher now gave all the symptoms of a volcanic moun- 
tain on the point of an eruption. First there was a certain 
liea%dng of the abdomen, not imlike an earthquake; then was 
emitted a cloud of tobacco smoke from that crater, his mouth ; 
tnen there was a kind of rattle in the throat, as if the idea wero 
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working its way up throug*h a region of phlegm ; then there 
were several disjointed members of a sentence thrown out, end- 
ing in a cough : at length his voice forced its way in the slow 
but absolute tone of a man who feels the weight of his purse, if 
not of his ideas : every portion of his speech being marked by a 
testy puff of tobacco-smoke. 

Who talks of old Peter Stuyvesant's w^alking?” — Puff — 
‘‘Have people no respect for persons?’^ — Puff— puff — “Peter 
Stuyvesant knew better what to do with his money than to 
bury ih’’ — Puff — “I know the Stuyvesant family.*’ — Puff — 
“ Every one of them.” — Puff — “Not a more respectable family 
in the province.” — Puff — “ Old standers.’’ — Puff — “ Warm 
householders.” — Puff — “ None of your upstarts.” — ^Piiff — ^puff 
— puff — “ Don’t talk to me of Peter Stuyvesant’s walking.” — 
Puff — puff — puff — puff. 

Here the redoubtable Ramm contracted his brow, clasped up 
his mouth till it wrinkled at each corner, and redoubled his 
smoking with such vehemence, that the cloudy volumes soon 
wreathed round his head as the smoke envelops the awful sum- 
mit of Mount Etna. 

A general silence followed the sudden rebuke of this very 
rich man. The subject, however, was too interesting to be 
readily abandoned. The conversation soon broke forth again 
from the lips of Peechy Prauw Van Hook, the chronicler of the 
club, one of those prosy, narrative old men, who seem to be 
troubled with an incontinence of words as they grow old. 

Peechy could at any time tell as many stories in an evening 
as his hearers could digest in a month. He now resumed the 
conversation by affirming, that to his knowledge money had at 
different times been dug up in various parts of the island. The 
lucky persons who had discovered them had always dreamt of 
them three times beforehand; and what was worthy of remark, 
those treasures had never been found but by some descendant 
of the good old Dutch families, which clearly proved that they 
had been buried by Dutchmen in the olden time. 

“Fiddlestick with your Dutchmen!” cried the half-pay officer. 
“ The Dutch had nothing to do with them. They wei^e all 
buried by Kidd the pirate, and his crew.” 

Here a key-note was touched which roused the whole com- 
pany. The name of Captain Kidd was like a talisman in those 
times, and was' associated with a thousand marvellous stories. 
The half-pay officer took the lead, and in his narrations fathered 
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upon Kidd all the plunderings and exploits of Morgan, Black- 
beard, and the whole list of bloody buccaneers. 

The officer was a man of great weight among the peaceable 
members of the club, by reason of his warlike character and 
gunpowder tales. All his golden stories of Kidd, however, and 
of the booty he had buried, were obstinately rivalled by the 
tales of Peechy Prauw; who, rather than suffer his Dutch pro- 
genitors to be eclipsed by a foi'eign freebooter, enriched every 
held and shore in the neighbourhood with the hidden wealth of 
Peter Stuyvesant and his contemporaries. 

Not a word of this conversation w^as lost upon Wolfert 
Webber. He returned pensively home, full of magnificent ideas. 
The soil of his native island seemed to be turned into gold-dust, 
and every field to teem with treasure. His head almost reeled 
at the thought how often he must have heedlessly rambled over 
places where countless sums lay scarcely covered by the turf 
beneath his feet. His mind was in an uproar with this whirl 
of new ideas. As he came in sight of the venerable mansion of 
his forefathers, and the little realm where the Webbers had so 
long and so contentedly flourished, his gorge rose at the narrow- 
ness of his destiny. 

Unlucky Wolfert V* exclaimed he. ^‘ Others can go to bed 
and dream themselves into whole mines of wealth ; they have 
but to seize a spade in the morning, and turn up doubloons like 
potatoes,' but thou must dream of hardship and rise to poverty, 
must dig thy fields from year’s end to year’s end, and yet raise 
nothing but cabbages!” 

Wolfert Webber went to bed with a heavy heart, and it was 
long before the golden visions that disturbed his brain permitted 
him to sink into repose. The same visions, however, extended 
into his sleeping thoughts, and assumed a more definite forin. 
He dreamt that he had discovered an immense treasure in tlie 
centre of his garden. At every stroke of the spade be laid bare 
a golden ingot; diamond crosses sparkled out of the dustj bags 
of money turned up their bellies, coipulent with pieces of eight 
or venerable doubloons ; and chests wedged close with moidores, 
ducats, and pistareens, yawned before his ravished eyes, and 
vomited forth their glittering contents. 

Wolfert awoke a poox’er man than ever. He had no heart to 
go aboiat his daily concerns, which appeared so paltry and profit- 
less, but sat all day long in the chimney corner, picturing to 
himself ingots and heaps of gold in the fiu:e. 

4S 2 
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The next night his dream was repeated. He was again in 
his garden, digging, and laying open stores of hidden wealth. 
There was something very singular in this repetition. He passed 
another day of reverie; and though it was cleaning day, and the 
house, as usual in Dutch households, completely topsy-turvy, 
yet he sat unmoved amidst the general uproar. 

The third night he went to bed with a palpitating heart. He 
put on his red night-cap, wrong side outwards, for good luck, 
it was deep midnight before his anxious mind could settle itself 
into sleep. Again tlie golden dream was repeated, and again 
he saw his garden teeming •with ingots and money-bags. 

Wolfert rose the next morning in complete bewilderment. A 
dream, three times repeated, was never known to lie, and if so, 
his fortune was made. In his agitation, he put on his waistcoat 
with the hind part before, and this was a corroboration of good 
luck. He no longer doubted that a huge store of money lay 
buried somewhere in his cabbage-field, coyly waiting to be sought 
for; and he repined at having so long been scratching about the 
HiiriacG of the soil instead of digging to the centre. He took his 
seat at the Innakfast-table, fail of these speculations; asked his 
daugliter to put a lump of gold into his tea; and on handing his 
wife a plate of slap-jacks, begged her to help herself to a doubloon. 

His grand care now w'as, how to secure this immense treasure 
without its being known. Instead of woi'king regularly in his 
grounds in the day-time, he now stole from his bed at night, and, 
mth spade and pick- axe, went to work to rip up and dig about 
his paternal acres from one end to the other. In a little time 
the whole garden, which had presented such a goodly and regular 
appearance, with its phalanx of cabbages, like a vegetable army 
in battle array, was reduced to a scene of devastation ; while the 
relentless Wolfert, with night-cap on head, and lantern and spade 
in liand, stalked through the slaughtered ranks, the destroying 
angel of his own vegetable world. 

Every morning bore testimony to the ravages of the pre- 
ceding night, in cabbages of all ages and conditions, from the 
tender s]u*out to the full-grown head, piteously rooted from their 
quiet beds, like worthless weeds, and left to wither in the sun- 
shine. It was in vain Wolfert’s wife remonstrated; it was in vain 
Ill's darling daughter wept over the destr-uction of some favourite 
maiygold. Thou shalt have gold of another guess sort,” he 
would cry, chucking her under the chin. Thou shalt have a 
string of crooked ducats for thy wedding necklace, my child !’* 
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His family began really to fear that the poor man’s wore 
diseased. He muttered in bis sleep at nigbt about mines of 
wealth; about pearls and diamonds, and bars of gold. In tbe day- 
time be Avas moody and abstracted, and walked about as if in a 
trance. Dame Webber held frequent councils with all the old 
women of the neighbourhood. Scarce an hour in the day but a 
knot of them might be seen, wagging their white caps together 
round her door, Arhile the poor woman made some piteous recital. 
The daughter, too, was fxin to seek for more frequent consolation 
from the stolen interviews of her favoured SAA^ain, Dirk Waldron. 
The delectable little Dutch songs with which she used to dulcify 
the house grcAv less and less frequent, and she would forget her 
sewing, and look wistfully in her father’s face as he sat ponder- 
ing by the fireside. Wolfert caught her eye one clay fixed on him 
thus anxiously, and for a moment Avas roused from his golden 
reveries. “ Cheer up, my girl,” said he, exultingly; “ why dost 
thou droop? Thou shalt hold up thy head one day Avith the 
Brinkerhoffs and the Schermerhorns, the Van Hornes and the 
Van Dams — By St. Nicholas, but the Patroon himself shall be 
glad to get thee for his son 

Amy shook her head at this vainglorious boast, and was more 
than ever in doubt of the soundness of the good man’s intellect. 

In the mean time, Wolfert went on diggingand digging; but 
the field was extensive, and as his dream had indicated no precise 
spot, he had to dig at random. The winter set in before one- 
tenth of the scene of promise had been explored. The ground 
became frozen hard, and the nights too cold for the labours of 
the spade. No sooner, however, did the returning Avarmth of 
spring loosen the soil, and the small frogs begin to pipe in the 
meadows, but W^olfert resumed his labours with renovated zeal. 
Still, however, the hours of industry w^ere reversed. Instead of 
working cheerily all day, planting and setting out his vegetable.s. 
he remained thoughtfully idle, until the shades of night sum- 
moned him to his secret labours. In tins Avay he continued to 
dig, fi'om night to night, and Aveek to week, and month to month, 
but not a stiver did he find. On the contrary, the more he digged 
the poorer he greAv. The rich soil of his garden Avas digged 
away, and the sand and gravel from beneath A^^ere thrown to the 
surface, until the Avhole field presented an aspect of sandy bar- 
renness. 

In the mean time the seasons gradually rolled on. The little 
frogs which had piped in the meadows in early spring croaked as 
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bull-frogs during tbe summer heats, and then sunk into silence. 
The peach-tree budded, blossomed, and bore its fruit. The 
swallows and martins came, twittered about the roof, built their 
nests, reared their young, held their congress along the eaves, 
and then winged their flight in search oF another spring. Tlie 
caterpillar spun its winding sheet, dangled in it from the great 
buttonwood tree before the house, turned into a moth, fluttered 
with the last sunshine of summer, and disappeared ; and, finally, 
the leaves of the buttonwood tree turned yellow, then brown, 
then rustled one by one to the ground, and whirling about in 
little eddies of wdnd and dust, whispered that winter was at hand. 

Wolfert gradually woke from his dream of w^eaith as the year 
declined. He had reared no crop for the supply of his household 
during the sterility of winter. The season was long and severe, 
and, for the first time, the family was really straitened in its com” 
forts. By degrees a revulsion of thought took place in Wolfert’s 
mind, common to those whose golden dreanis have been disturbed 
by pinching realities. The idea gradually stole upon him that 
he should come to want. He already considered himself one of 
the most unfortunate men in the province, having lost such an 
incalculable amount of undiscovered treasure,* and now, when 
thousands of pounds had eluded his search, to be perplexed for 
shillings and pence was cruel in the extreme. 

Haggard care gathered about his brow; he went about with a 
money -seeking air; his eyes bent downwards into the dust, and 
carrying his hands in his pockets, as men are apt to do when 
they have nothing else to put into them. He could not even 
pass the city almshouse without giving it a rueful glance, as i£ 
destined to be his future abode. The strangeness of his conduct 
and of his looks occasioned much speculation and remark. For 
a long time he was suspected of being crazy, and then every 
body pitied him ; at length it began to be suspected that he was 
poor, and then everybody avoided him. 

The rich old burghers of his acquaintance met him outside of 
the door when he called ; entertained him hospitably on the 
threshold; pressed him warmly by the hand on parting; shook 
their heads as he walked away, with the kindhearted expression 
of Poor Wolfert!” and turned a corner nimbly, if by chance 
they saw him approaching as they walked the streets. Even 
the barber and cobbler of the neiglibourhood, and a tattered 
tailor in an alley hard by, three of the poorest and merriest 
rogues in the world, ey^ed him with that abundant sympathy 
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wliich usually attends a lack of means; and there is not a 
doubt but their pockets would have been at his command, only 
that they happened to be empty. 

Thus everybody deserted the Webber mansion, as if poverty 
were contagious, like the plague; everybody but honest Dirk 
Waldron, who still kept up his stolen visits to the daughter, 
and, indeed, seemed to wax more affectionate as the fortunes of 
his mistress were in the wane. 

Many months had elapsed since Wolfert had frequented his 
old resort, the rural inn. He was taking a long, lonely walk 
one Saturday afternoon, musing over his wants and disappoint- 
ments, when his feet took, instinctively, their wonted direction, 
and, on awaking out of a I’everie, he found himself before the 
door of the inn. For some moments he hesitated whether to 
enter, but his heart yearned for companionship; and wdiere can 
a ruined man find better companionship than at a tavern, where 
there is neither sober example nor sobei advice to put him out 
of countenance? 

Wolfert found several of the old frequenters of the tavern at 
their usual posts, and seated in their usual places; but one was 
missing, the great Hamm Kapelye, who for many years had 
filled the leather-bottomed chair of state. His place was sup- 
plied by a stranger, who seemed, however, completely at home 
in the chair and the tavern. He was rather under size, but 
deep-chested, square, and muscular. His broad shoulders, 
double joints, and bow knees, gave tokens of prodigious strength. 
His face was dark and weatherbeaten; a deep scar, as if from 
the slash of a cutlass, had almost divided his nose, and made a 
gash in his upper lip, through which his teeth shone like a bull- 
dog’s. A mop of iron-grey hair gave a grizzly finish to his 
hard-favoured visage. His dress was of an amphibious cha- 
racter. He wore an old hat edged with tarnished lace, and 
cocked in martial style on one side of his head; a rusty blue 
military coat with brass buttons, and a wide pair of short petti- 
coat trousers, or rather breeches, for they were gathered up at 
the knees. He ordered everybody about him with an authori- 
tat ve air ; talked in . a brattling voice, that sounded like the 
craickling of thorns under a pot ; d d the landlord and ser- 

vants with perfect impunity; and was waited upon with greater 
obsequiousness than had ever been sho^vn to the mighty Ramm 
himself. 

U’olfert’s curiosity was aw^akened to know w^ho and what was 
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this stranger, who had thus usurped absolute sway in this an- 
cient domain. Peechy Prauw took him aside, into a remote 
corner cf the hall, and there, in an under voice, and with great 
caution, imparted to Inm all that he knew on the subject. The 
inn had been aroused, several months before, on a dark stormy 
night, by repeated long shouts, that seemed like the bowlings 
of a wolf They came from the waterside, and at length were 
distinguished to be hailing the house in the seafaring manner 
— House-a-hoy ! The landlord turned out with his head- 

vraiter, tapster, ostler, and errand-boy — that is to say, with his 
old negro, Cuff. On approaching the place from whence the 
voice proceeded, they found tliis amphibious-looking personage 
at the water's edge, quite alone, and seated on a great oaken 
sea-chesk How he came there; whether he had been set on 
slioi'e from some boat, or had floated to land on his chest, no- 
body could tell, for he did not seem disposed to answer ques- 
tions; and there was something in his looks and manners that 
put a stop to all questioning*. Suffice it to say, he took pos- 
session of a corner room of the inn, to which his chest was re- 
moved with great difficulty. Here he had remained ever since, 
keeping about the inn and its vicinity; sometimes, it is true, 
he disappeared for one, two, or three days at a time, going and 
returning without giving any notice or account of his move- 
ments. He always appeared to have plenty of money, though 
often of very strange, outlandish coinage ; and he regularly 
paid his bill every evening before turning in. He had fitted 
up his room to his own fancy, having slung a hammock from 
the ceiling instead of a bed, and decorated the wails with rusty 
pistols and cutlasses of foreign workmanship. A great part of 
his time was passed in this room, seated by the window, which 
commanded a wide view of the Sound, a short, odd-fashioned 
pipe in liis mouth, a glass of rum-toddy at his elbow, and a 
pocket- telescope in his hand, with ■which he reconnoitred every 
boat that moved upon the ^vater. Large squai*e-rigged vessels 
seemed to excite but little attention, but the moment he descried 
^nytliing wdth a shoulder-of-mutton sail, or that a barge, yawl, 
jolly-boat hove in sight, up went the telescope, and he ex- 
amined it with the most scrupulous attention. 

Ail this might have passed without much notice, for in those 
times the province was so much the resort of adventurers of all 
characters and climes, that any oddity in dress or behaviour 
attracted but small attention. In a little while, however, this 
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Htrange sea-monster^ thus strangely cast upon dry land, began 
to encroach upon the long established customs and customers o£ 
the place, and to interfere, in a dictatorial manner, in the affairs 
of the ninepin-alley and the bar-room, until in the end he 
usurped an absolute command over tbe whole inn. It was all 
in vain to attempt to withstand his authority. He was not 
exactly quarrelsome, but boisterous and perenjptory, like one 
accustWed to tyrannise on a quarter-deck; and there was a 
dare-devil air about everything he said and did, that inspired a 
wariness in all bystanders. Even the half-pay officer, so long 
the hero of the club, was soon silenced by him ; and the quiet 
burghers stared with wonder at seeing their inflammable man 
of war so readily and quietly extinguished. And then the 
tales that he would tell were enough to make a peaceable man’s 
hair stand on end. There was not a sea-fight, or marauding 
or freebooting adventure that had happened within the last 
twenty years, but he seemed perfectly versed in it. He de- 
lighted to talk of the exploits of the buccaneers in the West 
indies and on the Spanish Main. How his eyes would glisten 
as he described the waylaying of treasure-ships ; the desperate 
fights, yard-arm and yard-arm, broadside and broadside ; the 
boarding and capturing of huge Spanish galleons 1 With what 
chuckling relish would he describe the descent upon some rich 
Spanish colony ; the rifling of a church ; the sacking of a con- 
vent! You would have thought you heard some gormandiser 
dilating upon the roasting of a savoury goose at Michaelmas, 
as he described the roasting of some Spanish Don to make him 
discover his treasure — a detail given with a minuteness that 
made every rich old burgher present turn uncomfortably in his 
chair. All this would be told with infinite glee, as if he con- 
sidered it an excellent joke; and then he would give such a 
tyrannical leer in the face of his next neighbour, that the poor 
man would be fain to laugh out of sheer faint-heartedness. If 
any one, however, pretended to contradict him in any of his 
stories, he was on fire in an instant. His very cocked hat 
assumed a momentary fierceness, and seemed to resent the con- 
tradiction. How the devil should you know as -well as I? — 
I tell you it was as I say and he would at the same time 
let slip a broadside of thundering oaths and tremendous sea- 
phrases, such as had never been heard before within these 
peaceful walls. 

Indeed, the worthy burghers began to surmise that he knew 
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more of these stories than mere hearsay. Day after day their 
conjectures concerning him grew more and more wUd and 
tearful. The strangeness of his arriral, the strangeness of his 
manners, the mystery that surrounded him, all made him some- 
thing incomprehens.bIe in their eyes. He was a hind of 
monster of the deep to them-he was a merman— he was 
Behemoth— he was Leviathan— in short, they knew not what 

The domineering spmt of this boisterous sea-urchin at length 
^ew quite intolerable. He was no respecter of persons; he 
contradicted the richest burghers without hesitation ; he took 
possession of the sacred elbow-chair which, time out of mind, 
had been the seat of sovereignty of the illustrious Raram Ra- 
pelye;— nay, he even went so Hr in one of his rough jocular 
moods, as to slap that mighty burgher on the back, drink his 

•s'^arcely to be believed. 
From this time Ramm Rapelye appeared no more at the inn 
and his example was followed by several of the most eminent 
customers, who were too rich to tolerate being bullied out of 
Uieir opinions, or being obliged to laugh at another man’s jokes. 
The landlord was almost in despair; but he knew not how to 
pt rid of this sea-monster and his sea-chest, who seemed both 
to hpe grown like fixtures or excrescences on his establishir mt. 
&ucli was the account whispered cautiously in Wolfert’s ea. bv 
the narrator, Peachy Prauw, as he held him by the button in i 
cpner of tp hall, casting a wary glance now and then towards 

I'l Jest he should be overheard by the 

terrible hero of his tale. ^ 

r* f ^ “ silence, 

mipressed with profound awe of this unknown, so versed in 

freebopng history. It was to him a wonderful instance of the 
rZ’ wf empires, to find the venerable Ramm 

Raplye tims ousted foom the throne, and a rugged tarpauling 

fi hectoring the patriarchs, and 

fillm this tranquil little realm with brawl and bravado. 

the stranger was, on this evening, in a more than usually 
communicative niood,_ and was nanating a number of astound- 
xng s ones of plunderings and burnings upon the high seas. He 
dplt upn them with peculiar relish; heightening the fright- 
ful particulars in proportion to their effect on his peaceful 
auditors. He pve a long swaggering detail of the capture of 
a Spanish merchantman. She was lying becalmed dLng a 
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long summer’s day, just off from an island which was one of the 
lurldng-piaces of the pirates. They had reconnoitred her with 
their spy-glasses from the shore, and ascertained her character 
and force. At night a picked crew of daring fellows set off for 
her in a whale-boat. They approached with muffled oars, as 
she lay rocking idly with the undulations of the sea, and her 
sails dapping against the masts. They were close under her 
stern before the guard on deck w^as aware of their approach. 
The alarm was given ; the pirates threw hand grenades on deck, 
and sprang up the main chains sword in hand. The crew fiew 
to arms, but in great confusion; some were shot down, others 
took refuge in the tops, others were driven overboard and 
drowned, while others fought hand to hand from the main-deck 
to the quarter-deck, disputing gallantly every inch of ground. 
There were three Spanish gentlemen on board with their ladies, 
who made the most desperate resistance- They defended the 
companion-way, cut down several of tiieir assailants, and fought 
like very devils, for they were maddened by the shrieks of the 
ladies from the cabin. One of the Dons was old, and soon 
despatched. The other two kept their ground -vigorously, even 
though the captain of the pirates was among their assailants. 
Just then there was a shout of victory from the main-deck-— 

The ship is ours!” cried the pirates. One of the Dons im- 
mediately dropped his sword and surrendered; the other, who 
was a hot-headed youngster, and just married, gave the captain 
a slash in the face that laid all open. 

The captain just made out to articulate the words “no 
quarter !” — “ And what did they do with the prisoners?” said 
Peechy Prauw, eagerly. — “ Threw them all overboard !” was 
the answer. A dead pause followed this reply. Peechy Prauw 
shrunk quietly back, like a man who had unwarily stolen upon 
the lair of a sleeping lion. The honest burghers cast fearful 
glances at the deep scar slashed across the visage of the stranger, 
and moved their chairs a little farther off. The seaman, how- 
ever, smoked on, without moving a muscle, as though he either 
did not perceive, of did not regard the unfavourable effect he 
had produced on his hearers. 

The half-pay officer was the first to break the silence, for he 
was continually tempted to make ineffectual head against this 
tyrant of the seas, and to regain his lost consequence in the 
eyes of his ancient companions. He now tried to match the 
gunpowder tales of the stranger by others equally tremendous. 



2b8 WOLFERX WEBBER, 

Kidd, as usual, was his hero, coucerniug whom he seemed to 
have picked up many of the floating traditions of the province. 
The seaman had always evinced a settled pique against the one- 
eyed warrior. On this occasion he listened with peculiar im- 
patience. He sat with one arm a-kimbo, the other elbow’ on a 
table, the hand holding on to the small pipe he was pettishly 
puffing ; his legs crossed ; drumming with one foot on the 
ground, and casting every now and then the side glance of a 
basilisk at the prosing’ captain. At length the latter spoke of 
Kidd’s having ascended the Hudson with some of his crew, to 
land his plunder in secrecy. ‘‘Kidd up the Hudson!” hurst 
forth the seaman, with a tremendous oath — “ Kidd never w^as 
up the Hudson!” 

I tell you he was,” said the other. “ Ay, and they say he 
buried a quantity ofM;reasure on the little flat that runs out into 
the river, called The Devil’s Dans Kammer.” — The Devil's 
Dans Kammer in your teeth!” cried the seaman. “ I tell you 
Kidd never was up the Hudson. What a plague do you know 
of Kidd and his haunts ?” — “ What do I know ?” echoed tlie 
half-pay officer. “ Why, I w’as in London at the time of his 
trial; ay, and I had the pleasure of seeing him hanged at 
Execution Dock.” — “ Then, sir, let me tell you, that you saw 
as pretty a fellow hanged as ever trod shoe-leather. Ay!” 
putting his face nearer to that of the officer, “ and there was 
many a land-luhber looked on that might much better have 
swung in his stead.” 

The half-pay officer w’as silenced *, but the indignation thus 
pent up in his bosom gdowed wdth intense vehemence in his 
single eye, which kindled like a coal. Peechy Prauw, who 
never could remain silent,, observed that the gentleman cer- 
tainly was in the right, IHdd never did bury money up the 
Hudson, nor indeed in any of those parts, though' many affirmed 
such to he the fact. It was Bradish and others of the bucca- 
neers who had buried money; some said in Turtle Bay; others 
on Lmig Island ; others in the neighbourhood of Hell -gate. 
Indeed, added he, I recollect an adventure of Sara, the negro 
flshorman, many years ago, which some think had something 

do with the hiiceaneers. As w^e are all friends here, and as 
it wall go no further, I’ll tell it to you. “ Upon a dark night, 
many years ago, as Black Sam was returning from fishing in 
Hell-gate ” 

Here the story was nipped in the bud by a sudden move- 


OB GOLBEir BBEASIS. 


269 

ment from tlie unknown, who, laying his iron fist on the table, 
knuckles downward, with a quiet force that indented the very 
’ hoards, and looking grimly over his shoulder, with the grin of 
an angry bear — 

“ Hark’ee, neighbour!’’ said he, with significant nodding of 
the head. ‘ You’d better let the buccaneers and their money 
alone — they Ve not for old men and old women to meddle with. 
They fought hard for their money; they gave body and soul 
for it; and wherever it lies buried, depend upon it he must 
have a tug with the devil who gets itj” 

This sudden, explosion was succeeded by a blank silence 
throughout the room ; Peechy Prauw’ shrunk within himself, 
and even the one-eyed ofiicer turned pale. Wolfert, who from 
a dark corner in the room had listened with intense eagerness 
to ail this talk about buried treasure, looked w-ith mingled awe 
and reverence at this bold buccaneer, for such he really sus- 
pected him to be. There was a chinking of gold and a spark- 
ling of jewels in ail his stories about the Spanish Main that 
gave a value to every period ; and Wolfert would have given 
anything for the rummaging of the ponderous sea-chest, which 
his imagination crammed fuli of golden chalices, crucifixes, and 
jolly round bags of doubloons. 

The dead stillness that had fallen upon the company was at 
length interrupted by the stranger, who pulled out a prodigious 
w^atch, of curious and ancient v. orkmanship, and which, in 
Wolfert’s eyes, had a decidedly Spanish look. On touching a 
spring, it struck ten o’clock ; upon which the sailor called for 
his reckoning, and having paid it out of a handful of outlandish 
coin, he drank off tiie remainder of his beverage, and without 
taking leave of any one, rolled out of the room, muttering to 
himself, as he stamped up stairs to his chamber. 

It was some time before the company could recover from the 
silence into which they had been throwm. The very footsteps 
of the stranger, whicli were heal'd now and then as he traversed 
his chamber, inspired awe. Still the conversation in which 
they had been engaged was too interesting not to be resumed. 
A heavy thunder-gust had gatliered up unnoticed wdiile they 
were lost in talk, and the torrents of rain that fell forbade all 
thoughts of setting off for home until the storm should subside. 
They drew nearer together, therefore, and entreated the worthy 
Peechy Prauw to continue the tale which had been so discour- 
teously interrupted. Pie readily complied, whispering, how- 
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ever, in a tone scarcely above bis breatb, and drowned occa- 
sionally by the rolling of the thunder ; and he ivould pause 
every now and then, and listen with evident awe, as he Fieard 
the heavy footsteps of the stranger pacing overhead. The fol- 
lowing is the purport of his story. 

THE ADVENTURE OF THE BLACK FISHERMAN. 

Every body know^s Black Sam, the old negro fisherman, or, 
as he is commonly called, Mud Sam, who has fished about the 
Sound for the last half century. It is now many, many years 
since Sam, who was then as active a young negro as any in the 
province, and worked on the farm of Killian Suydam? on Long 
Island, having finished his day’s wmrk at an early hour, was 
fishing, one still summer evenmg, just about the neighbourhood 
of Hell-gate. 

He was in a light skiff, and being well acquainted with the 
currents and eddies, he had shifted his station, according to the 
shifting of the tide, from the Hen and Chickens to the Hog’s 
Back, from the Hog’s Back to the Pot, and from the Pot to the 
Frying*-pan ; but in the eagerness of his sport he did not see 
that the tide was rapidly ebbing, until the roaring of the whirl- 
pools and eddies warned him of his danger ; and he had some 
difficulty in shooting his skiff from among the rocks and 
breakers, and getting to the point of Blackwell’s Island. Here 
he cast anchor for some time, w'aiting the turn of the tide to 
enable him to return homewards. As the night set in, it 
grew blustering and gusty. Dark clouds came brindling up 
in the west, and now and then a growl of thunder, or a fiash 
of lightning, told that a summer storm w^as at hand. Sam 
pulled over, therefore, under the lee of Manhattan Island, and, 
coasting along, came to a snug nook, just under a steep 
beetling rook, where he fastened his skiff to the root of a 
tree that shot out from a cleft in the rock, and spread its broad 
branches, like a canopy, over the water. The gust came 
scouring along ; the wind threw up the river in white surges ; 
the rain rattled among tlie leaves ; the thunder bellowed worse 
than that which is now bellowing; the lightning seemed to 
lick up the surges of the stream ; but Sam, snugly sheltered 
under rock and tree, lay crouched in his skiff, rocking upon the 
billows until he fell asleep. 

When he awoke, all was quiet. The gust had passed away, 
and only now and then a faint gleam of lightning in the east 
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sliowed wMcli way it had gone. The night was dark and 
moonless ; and from the state of the tide Sam concluded it was 
near midnight. He was on the point of making loose his skiff 
to return homewards, when he saw a light gleaming along the 
water from a distance, which seemed rapidly approaching. As 
it drew neai', he perceived it came from a lantern in the bow of 
a boat, which was gliding along under shadow of the land. It 
pulled up in a small cove, close to where he w’as. A man 
jumped on shore, and searching about with tbe lantern, ex- 
claimed, “ This is the place — here’s the iron ring.” The boat 
was then made fast, and the man returning on board, assisted 
his comrades in conveying something heavy on shore. As the 
light gleamed among' them, Sam saw that they were five stout 
desperate-looking fellows, in red woollen caps, with a leader in 
a three-cornered hat, and that some of them were armed with 
dirks, or long knives and pistols. They talked low to one 
another, and occasionally in some outlandish tongue, which he 
could not understand. 

On landing, they made their way among the bushes, taking 
turns to relieve each other in lugging their burden up the rocky 
hank. Sam’s curiosity was now fully aroused ; so, leaving his 
skiff, he clambered silently up a ridge that overlooked their path. 
They had stopped to rest for a moment; and the leader was 
looking about among the bushes with his lantern. — “ Have you 
brought the spades said one. — They are here,” replied 
another, who had them on his shoulder . — We must dig deep, 
w'here there will be no risk of discovery,” said a third. 

A cold chill ran through Sam’s veins. He fancied he saw 
before him a gang of murderers about to bury their victim. His 
knees smote together. In bis agitation he shook the bx'anch of 
a tree with which he w^as supporting himself, as he looked over 
the edge of the cliff. — “ What's that.^” cried one of the gang. 
Some one stirs among the bushes!” 

'Fhe lantern was held up in the direction of the noise. One 
of the red-caps cocked a pistol, and pointed it towards the very 
place where Sam was standing. He stood motionless — ^breath- 
less- — expecting the next moment to be his last. Fortunately, 
his dingy complexion was in his favour, and made no glare 
among the leaves. — ‘^’Tis no one,” said the man with the 
lantern, What, a plague! you would not fire off your pistol 
and alarm the country ?” 

The pistol was uncocked, the burden was resumed, and the 
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party slowly toiled along the bank. Sam watched them as they 
went, the light sending back fitful gleams through the dripping 
bushes ; and it was not till they were fiiirly out of sight that lie 
ventured to draw breath freely. He now thought of getting 
back to his boat, and making his escape out of the reach of 
such dangerous neighbours; but curiosity was all-powerful. 
He hesitated, and lingered, and listened. By and by he heard 
the strokes of spades. They are digging the grave said he 
to himself, and the cold s\veat started upon his forehead. Every 
stroke of a spade, as it sounded through the silent groves, 
went to his heart ; it was evident there was as little noise made 
as possible; everything had an air of terrible mystery and 
secrecy. Sam had a great relish for the horrible — a tale of 
murder -was a treat for him, and he was a constant attendant 
at executions. lie could not resist an impulse, in spite of every 
danger, to steal nearer to the scene of mystery, and overlook 
the midnight fellows at their work. He crawled along cau- 
tiously, therefore, inch by inch, stepping witli the utmost care 
among the dry leaves, lost their rustling should betray him. 
He canio at length to where a steep rock intervened between 
him and the gang; for he saw the light of their lantern shining 
up against the branches of the trees on the other side. Sam slowly 
and silently clambered up the surface of the rock, and raising his 
head above its naked edge, beheld tlie villains immediately below 
him, and so near, that though he dreaded discovery, he dared 
not withdraw% lest the least movement should be heard. In this 
way he remained, with his round black face peering above the 
edge of the rock, like the sun just emerging above the edge of 
the horizon, or the round-cheeked moon on the dial of a clock. 

The rcd-caps had nearly finished their wmrk ; the grave was 
filled up, and they were carefully replacing the turf This 
done, they scattered dry leaves over the place. And now,’’ 
said the leader, I defy the devil himself to find it out!” 

The murderers !” exclaimed Sam, involuntarily. The 
whole gang started, and looking up, beheld the round black 
head of Sam just above them ; his white eyes strained half out 
of their orbits, his white teeth chattering, and his whole visage 
shining with cold perspiration.-— We re discovered!” cried one. 
— Dowm witti liim!” cried another. 

Sam heard the cooking of a pistol, but did not pause for the 
report. He scrambled over rock and stone, through bush and 
briar; rolled down banks like a hedgehog; scrambled up others 
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like a catamount. In ejery direction he heard some one or 
other of the gang lemming him in. At length he reached the 
rocky ridge along the river : one of the red-caps was hard be- 
hind him. A steep rock like a wall rose directly in his way; it 
seemed to cut off all retreat, when, fortunately, he espied the 
strong cord-like branch of a grape--vdne reaching half way down 
it. He sprang at it with the force of a desperate man, seized it 
with both hands, and, being young and agile, succeeded in 
swinging himself to the summit of the did*. Here he stood in 
full relief against the sky, when the red-cap cocked his pistol 
and fired. The ball whistled by Sam’s head. With the lucky 
thought of a man in an emergency, he uttered a yell, fell to the 
ground, and detached at the same time a fragment of the rock, 
which tumbled with a loud splash into the river. 

‘‘ I’ve done his business,” said the red-cap to one or two of 
his comrades, as they arrived panting; “he’ll tell no tales, ex- 
cept to the fishes in the liver.” 

His pursuers now turned off to meet their companions. Sam, 
sliding silently down the surface of the rock, let himself quietly 
into his skifii cast loose the fastening, and abandoned himself to 
the rapid current, which in that place runs like a mill-stream, 
and soon swept him off from the neighbourhood. It was not, 
however, until he had drifted a great distance that he ventured 

ply his oars; when he made his skiff dart like an arrow through 
the strait of Hell-gate, never heeding the danger of Pot, Frying- 
pan, or Hog’s Back itself ; nor did he feel himself thoroughly 
secure until safely nestled in bed in the cocldoft of the ancient 
farm-house of the Suydams. 

Here the worthy Peechy Prauw paused to take breath, and 
to take a sip of the gossip tankard that stood at his elbow. His 
auditors remained with open mouths and outstretched necks, 
gaping like a nest of swallows for an additional mouthful. — “ And 
is that all?” exclaimed the half-pay officer. — “That's all that 
belongs to the story,” said Peechy Prauw. — “ And did Sam 
never find out what was buried by the red-caps?” said Wolfert, 
eagerly, whose mind was haunted with notliing but ingots and 
doubloons. — “Not that I Imow of,” said Peechy; “ he had no 
time to spare from his work, and, to teU the truth, he did not 
like to run the risk of another race among the rocks. Besides, 
how should he recollect the spot where the grave had been dig- 
ged, everything would look so different by daylight. And then, 
where was the use of looking for a dead body, when there waj 
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no chance of hanging the murderers Ay, but are you sure 

it was a dead body they buried ?” said W olfert. To be sure, 
cried Peechy Prauw, exultingly. “Does it not haunt in the 
neighbourhood to this very day?”-“ Haunts! exclaimed seve- 
ral of the party, opening thoir eyes still wider, and edgmg their 
chairs still closer.-“Ay, haunts,” repeated Peechy: “have 
none of yon heard of father Red-cap, that haunts the old buriit 
fann-house in the woods, on the border of the Sound near Hell- 
„ate?”— “ Oh! to be sure, I’ve heard tell of something ot the 
kind: but then I took it for some old wives’ fable.”— “ Old 
irives’ fable or not,” said Peeeliy Prauw, “ that farm-house stands 
hard bv the very spot. It’s been unoccupied time out of mind, 
and stands in a lonely part of the coast ; but those who fish in 
the neighbourhood have often heard strange noises there ; and 
lin-hts have been seen about the wood at night; and an old fellow 
in a red cap lias been seen at the windows more than once, 
which people take to be the ghost of the body that was buned 
there. Once upon a time three soldiers took shelter in the build- 
ing for the night, and rummaged it from top to bottom, when 
they found old father Red-cap astride of a cider-barrel m Ae 
cellar, with a jug in one hand and a goblet m toother. He 
offered them a drink out of his goblet ; but just as one of the 
soldiera was putting it to his mouth— whew !— afiash of fire blazed 
through the cellar; blinded every mother s son of them for sevei a,l 
minutes, and when they recovered their eyesight, jug, goblet, and 
red-cap, had vanished, and nothing but the empty cider barrel 

remained!” . i 

Here the half-pay officer, who was growing very muzzy and 
sleepy, and nodding over his liquor, with ha f-extmgmshed eye 
suddenly gleamed up, Kke an expirmg rushlight.— Ihat s all 
fudge!” said he, as Peechy finished his last story.--" ^ ell, I 
don’t vouch for the truth of it myself,” said Peechy Prauw, 
“though all the world knows that there’s something strange 
about that house and ground; but as to the story of Mud ham, 
I believe it just as well as if it had happened to myselt. 

Tlie deep interest taken in this conversation by the oompany 
liad made them unconscious of the uproar that prevailed abroad 
among the elements, when suddenly they "were all electrified by 
a tremendous clap of thunder ; a lumbering crash Mowed m» 
stantaneously, shaking the building to its very foundation-^ 
all started from their seats, ima^iining it the shock ox an earth- 
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«|uake, or that old father Red-cap was coming among them in 
all his terrors. They listened for a moment, but only heard the 
rain pelting against the windows, and the wind howling among 
the trees. The explosion was soon explained by the apparition of 
an old negro’s bald head thrust in at the door, his white goggle 
eyes contrasting with his jetty poll, wdiich was wet with rain, and 
shone like* a bottle. In a jargon but half intelligible, he an- 
nounced that the kitchen chimney had been struck wdtb lightning. 

A sullen pause of the storm, which now^ rose and sunk in gusts, 
produced a momentary stillness. In this interval, the report of 
a musket was heard, and a long shout, almost like a yell, re- 
sounded from the shore. Every one crowded to the window. 
Another musket-shot was heard, and another long shout, that 
mingled wildly with a rising blast of wind. It seemed as if the 
cry came up from the bosom of the waters ; for though incessant 
flashes of lightning spread a light about the shore, no one was 
to he seen. 

Suddenly the window of the room overhead was opened, and 
a loud halloo uttered by the mysteiious stranger. Several bail- 
ings passed from one party to the other, but in a language 
which none of the company in the bar-room could understand; 
and presently they beard the window closed, and a great noise 
overhead, as if all the furniture w^ere pulled and hauled about 
the room. The negro servant w^as summoned, and shortly 
after was seen assisting the veteran to lug the ponderous sea- 
chest down stairs. 

The landlord was in amassement. — What! — you are not 
going on the water in such a storm?” — Storm !” said the other, 
scornfully; ‘*do you call such a sputter of weather a storm?” — 
You’ll get drenched to the shin — ^you’ll catch your death!” 
said Peechy Prauw, affectionately.— Thunder and lightning!” 
exclaimed the merman, don’t preach about weather to a man 
that has cruised in whirlwinds and tornadoes!” 

The obsequious Peechy was again struck dumb. The voice 
from the water was heard once more, in a tone of impatience. 
The bystanders stared with redoubled awe at this man of storms, 
who seemed to have come up out of the deep, and to be sum-^ 
raoned back to it again. As, uitli the assistance of the negro, 
he slowly bore his ponderous sea-chest towards the shore, they 
eyed it with a superstitious feeling, half doubting whether he 
were not really about to embark upon it, and launch forth upon 
the wild waves. They followed him at a distance with a lanterm 

T 2 


276 


TVOLIfEET WEBBEE, 


“Dowse the light!” roared the hoarse voice from the w,f 
m one wants lights Ijere’’’— «« ^ v I • 

fretsr.r?'”’ 

JSifflir.f™'' *;“!■ “ s,ii 

• V”“ 

•nil smkiV irith tho h.aviiij; ’iJriej “7d“!7h?„r‘,'i,‘’ "“"* 

b«ii‘T ,h? rji'Lwf 7 ‘f •?' «» ".x";;: 

The veteran hoisted one end of the lumher^ ^’ound the point* 

Et SIS »a*t 

uttered by all on shorp ^ . ii x* shneh was 

board—but boat and man wele 

swiftness of the tide. 4, nitehv ^ rushing 

Webber, indeed, fancied that he 
and that he behijd the drotSnJ ma^biroi 
but wiien the hVlitnine- a<rn;r,^o.l/ “‘-^^’•“ning for assistance; 
was void; neither man nor'boat wer^t 
the dashing and welterin«- of tbo ”°thing but 

. The company returned to iT""'"! ^ P"®*- 

of the storm. They resumed subsiding 

other with dismay. The whole 

five minutes, and no* i /In tiansaction had not occupied 
they lookedV'^^^^^^^ «PoI<en. wC 

fact that tile strange beinc t scarcely realise the 

of life and herculean vio-our shonW tenanted it, full 

was the very glass he had in,t^ ! r ^ ®°^P®®- There 

from the pipe which he f^erl ^^om; there lay the ashes 

fireath. Is^hf wttt butC f 

they felt a terrible coSLA ‘^®®® .‘^^higs, 

and each felt as if the o-round ori " V* existence, 

less stable by this awfuf exanlk 

valuable philosophv whfeV^ables TT of that 

tude agimist the ndsfoSLoA! LfTl 

aged to console themselves for the tf soon man- 
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had paid Ms reckoning be Fore he went ; and made a kind nf 
farewell speech on the occasion. “He came,'’ said he, “in a 
storm, and he went in a storm —he came in the night, and he 
went in the night — ^lie came nobody knows from wMence, and he 
has gene nobody knows where. For aught I know, he has gone 
to sea once more on Ins chest, and may land to bother some 
people on the other side of the wmiia! Though it’s a thoiisaiid 
pities,” added he, “ if he has gone to Davy Jones’s locker, that 
he had not left his own locker behind him.” 

“ His locker! St. Nicholas preserve ns !” cried Peeehy Praiiw — 
“I’d not have liad that sea-chest in the house for any money; 
111 warrant he’d come racketing* after it at nights, and malting* 
a haimted house of the iun ; and as to his going to sea in his 
chest, I roeoliect what liappened to Skipper Onderdonk’s ship, 
on his voj'age from Amsterdam. The boatswain died during a 
storm, so they wrapped him up in a sheet, and put him in his 
own sea-chest, and threw him overboard ; but they neglected, in 
their hurry scurry, to say prayers over him ; and the storm raged 
and roared louder than ever, and they saw the dead man seated 
in his cliest, with his shroud for a sail, coming hard after the 
ship, and the sea breaking before him in great sprays, like fire, 
and there they kept scudding day after day, and night after 
night, expecting every moment to go to wreck ; and every night 
they saw the dead boatswain, in his sea -cliest, trying to get up 
with them, and they heard his -whistle above tlie blasts of wind, 
and he seemed to send great seas, mountain high, after them, 
that would have swamped the ship if they had not put up the 
dead lights : and so it went on till they lost sight of him in the 
fogs of Newfoundland, and supposed he had veered ship, and 
stood for Dead Man’s Isle. So much for burying a man at sea 
without saying prayers over him.” 

The thunder-gust which had hitherto detained tlie company 
was at an end. The cuckoo clock in the luill told midnight; 
every one pressed to depart, for seldom ^vas such a late hour of 
the night trespassed on by these quiet burghers. As they sal- 
lied forth, they found the heavens once more serene. Tlie storm 
which, had lately obscured them had rolled away, and lay piled 
n|) in fieecy masses on the horizon, lighted up by the bright 
crescent of the moon, -v^diich looked like a little silver lamp hung 
up ill a palace of clouds. 

The dismal occurrence of the night, and the dismal narrations 
they had made, had left a superstitious feeling in every mind. 
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They cast a feai'ful glance at the spot where the buccaneer had 
disappeared, almost expecting to see him sailing on his chest in 
the cool moonshine. The trembling rays glittered along the 
waters, but all was placid ; and the current dimpled over the spot 
where he had gone down. The party huddled together in a 
little crowd as they repaired homewards, particularly when they 
passed a lonely field where a man had been murdered; and even 
the sexton, who had to complete his journey alone, though ac- 
customed, one wotdd think, to ghosts and goblins, yet went a 
long way round, rather than pass by his own churchyard. 

Wolfert Webber had now carried home a fresh stock of stories 
and notions to ruminate upon. These accounts of pots of money 
and Spanish treasures, buried here and there and everywhere 
about the rocks and hays of these wild shores, made him almost 
dizzy. ‘^Blessed St. Nicholas 1” ejaculated he, half aloud, 
it not possible to come upon one of these golden hoards, and to 
make oneself rich in a twinkling ? How hard that I must go on, 
delving and delving, day in and day out, merely to make a 
morsel of bread, when one lucky stroke of a spade might enable 
me to ride in my cariiage for the rest of my life.” 

As he turned over in his thoughts all that had been told of the 
singular adventure of the negro fisherman, his imagination gave 
a totally different complexion to the tale. He saw in the gang 
of red-caps nothing but a crew of pirates burying their spoils, 
and his cupidity was once more awakened by the possibility of at 
length getting on the traces of some of this lurking wealth. In- 
deed, his infected fancy tinged everything with gold. He felt 
like the greedy inhabitant of Bagdad, when his eye had been 
greased with the magic ointment of the dervise, that gave Mm 
to see all the treasures of the earth. Caskets of buried jewels, 
chests of ingots, and barrels of outlandish coins, seemed to court 
him from their concealments, and supplicate him to relieve them 
from their untimely graves. 

On making private inquiries about the grounds said to be 
haunted by father Red-cap, he was more and more confirmed in 
bis surmise. He learned that the place had several times been 
visited by experienced money-diggers, who had heard Black 
Sam’s story, though none of them had met with success. On 
the contrary, they had always been dogged with ill luck of some 
kind or other, in consequence, as Wolfert concluded, of not going 
to work at the proper time, and with the proper ceremonials. 
The last attemj)t had been made by Cobus Quackenbos, who 
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dtig for a whole night, and met with incredible difficulty, for, as 
fast as be threw one shovelful of earth out of the hole, two were 
thrown in by invisible hands. He succeeded so far, however, as 
to uncover an iron chest, when there was a terrible roaring, a 
ramping and raging of uncouth figures about the hole, and at 
length a shower of blows dealt by invisible cudgels, that fairly 
belaboured bim off of the forbidden ground. This Cohns Qiiack- 
enbos bad declared on his death-bed, so that there could not be 
any doubt of it. He was a man that had devoted many years 
of his life to money-digging, and it was thought would have ul- 
timately succeeded, had he not died recently of a brain fever in 
the almshouse. 

Wolfert Webber was now in a worry of trepidation and im- 
patience, fearful lest somie rival adventurer should get a scent of 
the buried gold. He determined privately to seek out the black 
fisherman, and get him to serve as guide to the place where he 
bad witnessed the mysterious scene of interment. Sam was easily 
found, for he was one of those old habitual beings that live about 
a neighbourhood until they wear themselves a place in the public 
mind, and become, in a manner, public characters. I'bere was 
not an unlucky urchin about town that did not know Mud Sam, 
the fisherman, and think that he bad a right to play his tricks 
upon the old negro. Sam had led an amphibious life, for more 
than half a century, about the shores of the bay and the fishing- 
grounds of the Sound. He passed the gi*eater part of his time 
on and in the water, particularly about Hell-gate ; and might 
have been taken, in bad weather, for one of the hobgoblins that 
used to haunt that strait. There would he be seen at all times, 
and in all weathers ; sometimes in his skiff anchored among the 
eddies, or prowling like a shark about some wreck, where the 
fish are supposed to be most abundant. Sometimes seated on a 
rock, from hour to hour, looking, in the mist and drizzle, like a 
solitary heron watching for its prey. He was w-ell acquainted with 
every hole and corner of the Sound, from the Wallabout to Hell- 
gate, andfrom Hell-gate even unto the De^dl’s Stepping-stones; 
and it was even affirmed that he knew all the fish in tlie river by 
their Christian names. 

Wolfert found him at his cabin, which was not much larger 
than a tolerable dog-house. It was rudely constructed of frag- 
ments of wrecks and drift wood, and hiiilt on the rocky shore, 
at the foot of the old fort, just about what at present forms the 
point of tlie battery. A most ancient and fish-like smelF’ per- 
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vaded tlie place. lOars, paddles, and dsliing-rods -were leaning 
against the wall of the fort ; a net was spread on the sands to 
dry; a ski^'was drawn up on the beach; and at the door of his 
cabin was Mud Sam liimseif, indulging in the true negro iuxmy 
of slce])iug in the sunshine. 

Many years had passed away since the time of Sam’s youthful 
adventure, and the snows of many a winter had grizzled the 
knotty wool upon his head. He perfectly recollected the ci^ » 
ciimstances, however, for he had often been called upon to i\ Hte 
them, tiiough, in his version of the story, he differed in n. .ny 
points from Peeeby Prauw; as is not unfreqiiently the case 
'with authentic historians. As to the subsequent researches of 
inoney-diggors, Sam knew nothing about them, they y'ere mat- 
ters quite out of his line*, neither did the cautious Wolfert care 
to disturb his tlioughts on that point. His only wish was to 
secure the old hsherman as a pilot to the spot, and this was 
readily effected. The long time that had intervened since his 
nocturnal adventure liad eifaccd all Sam's awe of the place, and 
the promise of a trifling reward roused him at once from his 
sleep and Ins suii.-hine. 

The tide w'as adverse to making the eT^pedition by water, 
and Wolfert was too impatient to get to the land of promise to 
^vait for its turning; they setofq tliereforo, by land. A walk of 
four or five miles brought them to the edge of a wood, which at 
that time covered the greater part of the eastern side of the 
island. It was just beyond the pleasant region of Bloomer: - 
dael. Here they struck into -a long lane, straggling among 
trees and bushes, very*' much overgrown wdth w^eeds and mullein 
stalks, as if but seldom used, and so completely overshadowed, as 
to enjoy but a kind of twilight. Wild vines entangled the trees, 
and tiaunted in their faces; brambles and briars caught their 
clothes as they passed; the garter snake glided across their path ; 
the spotted toad hopped and wadd’ed before them; and the rest- 
less cat-bird mewed at them from every thicket. Had Wolfert 
M ebber been deepl)" read in romantic legend, he might have 
fancied himself entering upon forbidden, enchanted ground; or 
that these were some of the guardians set to keep a watcli upon 
buried ti'casiire. As it vras, the loneliness of the place, and the 
wild stories connected with it, had their effect upon his mind. 

On roachiijg tlie lower end of tlm lane, they found themselves 
near the sliore of the Sound, in a kind of araphitlieati'e sur- 
rounded by forest trees. The area had once been a grass-plot. 
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but was now shagged with briars and rank weeds. At one end, 
and just on the river bank, was a ruined building, little better 
than a heap of rubbish, -witli a stack of chimneys rising, like a 
solitary tower, out of the centre ; the current of the Sound rushed 
along just below it, with wildly growm trees drooping their 
branches into its waves. 

Woliert had not a doubt that this was the haunted house of 
father Ked-cap, and called to mind the story of Peechy Prauw. 
The evening was approaching, and the light, falling dubiously 
among these woody places, gave a melancholy tone to the scene, 
well calculated to foster any lurking feeling of awe or supersti- 
tion. The night-hawk, wdieeling about in the highest regions 
of the air, emitted his peeidsh, boding cry. The woodpecker 
gave a lonely tap now and then on some hollow tree, and the 
hre-bird* streamed by them with his deep red plumage. They 
now came to an enclosure that had once been a garden. It ex- 
tended along the foot of a rocky ridge, but was little better than 
a wilderness of weeds, with here and there a matted rose-bush, or 
a peach or plum-tree, grown wild and ragged, and covered with 
moss. At the lower end of the garden tliey j>as3ed a kind of 
vault in the side of a bank, facing the water. It had the look of 
a root -house. The door, though decayed, was still strong, and 
appeared to have been recently patched up. Woifert pushed it 
open. It gave a harsh grating upon its hinges, and stiiking 
against somethingl ike a box, a rattling sound ensued, and a skuD 
roiled on the floor. Wolfei't drew back shuddering, but was re- 
assured, on being informed by the negro that this was a family 
vault belonging to one of the old Butch families that owned this 
estate; an assertion which w'as corroborated by the sight of 
coflins of various sizes piled within. Sam had been familiar with 
all these scenes when a boy, and now knew that he could not be 
far from the place of which they w^ere in quest. 

They now made their way to the water’s edge, scrambling 
along ledges of rocks that overhung the waves, and obliged often 
to hold by shrubs and grape-vines to avoid slipping into the deep 
and hurried stream. At length they came to a small cove, or 
rather indent of the shore. It was protected by steep rocks, and 
overshadowed by a thick copse of oaks and chestnuts, so as to be 
sheltered and almost concealed. The beach shelved gradually 
within the cove, but, the current swept, deep and black and rapid 
along its* jutting points. 


* Orchard oreole. 
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, , paused; raised Ms remnant of a hat, and scratched' 

his grizzled poll for a moment, as he regarded this nook: then 
Budaenfo clapping his hands, he stepped exultingly forward, and 
pointed to a large iron ring, stapled firmly in the rock, lust 
where a broad shelf of stone furnished a commodious landing- 
place. It was the very spot where the red-caps had landed, 
iears had changed the more perishable features of the scene; 
but rock and iron yield slowly to the influence of time. On 
looking more closely, Wolfert remarked three crosses cut in the 
s^niSio ring; which had no doubt some mysterious 

Old Sam now readily recognised the overhanging rock under 
which his skiff had been sheltered during the thunder-gust. To 
tollow up the course which the midnight gang had taken, how- 
ever, was a harder task. His mind had been so much taken up 
on that eventful occasion by the persons of the drama, as to pay 
but little attention to the scenes; and these places look so diffe- 
rent by night and day. After wandering about for some time , 
bowei-er, they came to an opening among the trees, which Sam 
thought resembled the place. There was a ledge of rock of 
“ ’rail, on one side, which he thought 
might be the very ndge from whence he had overlooked the 
diggers. Wolfert examined it narrowly, and at length discovered 
tfoee crosses, sunil^ to those above the iron ring, cut deeply into 
foe face of the rock, but nearly obfiterated by the moss that had 
^own over them. His heart leaped with joy, for he doubted 
not they were the private marks of the buccaneers. AU now 
TT ^certain the precise spot where the trea- ' 
sure lay buned, tor otherwise he might dig at random in the 
neighbomhood of the crosses, without coming upon the spoils 

and he had already had enough of such profitkss LoT Ej 

I negro was perfectly at a loss, and indeed per- 

Snfoid^^ I of opinions; for his recollections were^aU 

confused Sometimes he declared it must have been at the foot 

*’*®“’* was just beside a great white 
stone, then it must have been under a small green knoll, a short 

and, indeed, Wolfert had come unprovided with implements to 
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prosecute bis researches. Satisfied, therefore, with having 
ascertained the place, he took note of all its landmarks, that he 
might recognise it again, and set out on his return homewards ; 
resolved to prosecute this golden enterprise without delay. 

The leading anxiety, w’hich had hitherto absorbed every 
feeling, being now in some measure appeased, fancy began to 
wander, and to conjure up a thousand shapes and chimeras as 
he returned through this haunted region. Pirates hanging in 
chains seemed to swing from eveiy tree, and he almost expected 
to see some Spanish Don, with his throat cut from ear to ear, 
rising slowly out of the ground, and shaking the ghost of a 
money-bag. 

Their way back lay through the desolate garden, and Wol- 
fert’s nerves had arrived at so sensitive a state, that the flitting 
of a bird, the rustling of a leaf, or the falling of a nut, was 
enough to startle them. As they entered the confines of the 
garden, they caught sight of a figure at a distance, advancing 
slowly up one of the walks, and bending under the weight of a 
burden. They paused, and regarded him attentively. He 
wore what appeared to he a woollen cap, and, still more alarm- 
ing, of a most sanguinary red. The figure moved slowly on, 
ascended the bank, and stopped at the very door of the sepul- 
chral vault. Just before entering it, he looked around. What 
was the afprig’ht of Wolfert, when he recognised the grisly 
visage of the drowned buccaneer! He uttered an ejaculation 
of horror. The figure slowly raised his iron fist, and shook it 
with a terrible menace, 

Wolfert did not pause to see any more, hut hurried off as 
fast as his legs could carry him, nor was Sam slow in following 
at his heels, having all Ms ancient terrors revived. A^vay then 
did they scramble, through bush and brake, horribly frightened 
, at every hranihle that tugged at their skirts ; nor did they 
pause to breathe, until they had blundered their way through 
this perilous wood, and had fairly reached the high road to 
the city. 

i Several days elapsed before Wolfert could summon courage 
enough to prosecute the enterprise, so much had he been dis- 
mayed by the apparition, whether living or dead, of the grisly 
buccaneer. In the mean time, what a conflict of mind did he 
suffer ! He neglected all his concerns ; w-as moody and restless 
all day ; lost his appetite ; wandered in his thoughts and words, 
and committed a thousand blunders. Plis rest was broken ; and 
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•when lie fell asleep, the nightmare, in shape of a huge money- 
bag, sat squatted upon his hreast. He babbled about incalculable 
sums; fancied himself engaged in money-digging ; threw the 
bed-ciothes right and left, in the idea that he was shoveling 
away the dirt ; groped under the bed in quest of the treasure, 
and lugged forth, as he supposed, an inestimable pot of gold. 

Dame Webber and her daughter were in despair at what 
they conceived a returning touch of insanity. There are two 
family oracles, one or other of wdiich Dutch housewives consult 
in ail cases of sfreat doubt and perplexity — the dominie and the 
doctor. In the present instance, they repaired to the doctor. 
There was at that time a little, dark, mouldy man of medicine, 
famous among the old wives of the Manbattoes for his skill, 
not only in the healing art, but in all matters of strange and 
mysterious nature. His name was Dr. Knipperhausen, but he 
was more commonly known by the appellation of the high 
German doctor."^' To him did the poor women repair for counsel 
and assistance touching the mental vaguries of Wolfert \Vebber. 

They found the doctor seated in his little study, clad in his 
dark cauihlet robe of knowledge, with his black velvet cap, 
after the manner of Boerhaave, Yari Helmont, and other me- 




dical sages ; a pair of green spectacles set in black horn upon 
his clubbed nose ; and poring over a German folio that reflected 
back the darkness of his physiognomy. The doctor listened to 
their statement of the symptoms of Wolfert’s malady with pro- 
found attention ; but when they came to mention his raving 
about buried money, the little man pricked up his ears. Alas, 
poor women! they little knew the aid they had called in. 

Dr, Knipperhausen had been half las life engaged in seeking 
the short cuts to fortune, in quest of which so many a long 
lifetime is wasted. He had passed some years of his youth 
among the Harz mountains of Germany, and bad derived much 
valuable instruction from the miners toucliing the mode of seek- 
ing treasure buried in the earth. He had prosecuted liis studies 
also under a travelling sage, who united the mysteries of me- 
dicine with magic and legerdemain. His mind, therefore, had 
become stored 'with all kinds of mystic lore ; he had dabbled a 
little in astrologjq alchemy, divination; ’knew how to detect 
stolen money, and to tell where springs of 'water lay hidden ; in 
a 'ivord, by the dark nature of his knowledge he had acquired 

The same, no doubt, of whom mention is made in the history of Dolph Hey« 
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tli^ tiame of the high German doctor, which is pretty nearly 
equivalent to that of necromancer. 

The doctor had often heard the rumours of treasure being 
buried in various parts of the island, and had long been anxious 
to get ill the traces of it. No sooner were W olfert's waking 
and sleeping vagaries confided to him, than he beheld in them 
the confirmed symptoms of a case of money-digging, and lost no 
time in probing it to the bottom. Wolfert had long been 
sorely oppressed in mind by the golden secret, and as a family 
physician is a kind of fiither confessor, he was glad of an oppor- 
tunity of unburdening' himself. So far from, curing, the doctor 
caught the malady from his patient. The circumstances un- 
folded to him awakened all his cupidity; he had' not a doubt of 
money being buried somewhere in the neighbourhood of the 
mysterious crosses, and offered to join Wolfert in the search. 
He informed him that much secrecy and caution must be ob- 
served ill enterprises of the kind ; that money is only to he 
digged for at night, wdth certain forms and ceremonies, the 
binning of drugs, the repeating of mystic words, and, above all, 
that the seekers must first be provided with a divining rod, which 
had the wonderful property of pointing to the very spot on 
the surface of the earth under wdiieh treasure lay hidden. As 
the doctor had given much of his mind to these matters, he 
charged himself with all the necessary preparations, and as the 
quarter of the moon was propitious, he undertook to have the 
divining rod ready by a certain night. 


* Tlie following note was found appended to this passage, in the handwriting 
of Mr.Knictebocker: 

There has boon much wintten against the divining rod by those light minds 
who are ever ready to scoff at the mysteries of nature; but I fully join with Dr. 
Knipperhausen in giving it my faith. I shall not insist upon its eitleacy in dis- 
covering the concealment of stolen goods, the boundary stones of fields, the 
traces of robbers and murderers, or even the existence of subterraneous springs 
and streams of water ; albeit 1 think these properties not to be readily discre- 
dited ; but of its potency in discovering veins of i^recious metal, and hidden sums 
of money, and jewels, I have not the least doubt. Some said that the rod turned 
only in the hands of persons who had been born in jjarticular months of the 
year ; hence astrologers had recourse to planetary inliuence when they would 
procure a talisman. Others declared that the nropertics of the rod were either 
an effect of chance, or the fraiid of the holder, or the work of the devil. Thus 
saith the reverend father Gaspard Sebett in his treatise on magic: “Propter 
h;,ec Gt simtiia argumenta audacter ego promiscro vim conversivam virgulae 
bifurcata’! nequaquam naturalern esse, sed vel casu vcl frandevirgulam tractanfcis 
vel oi,)c diaboli,” &c. Georgius Agricola also was of opinion that it was a mere 
delusion of the devil to inveigle the avaricious and unwary into his clutches ; 
and in Ins treatise, “ De Re Metallica,” lays particular stress on the mysterious 
words ]ji*onounced by those persons who employed the divining rod during his 
time. Eut I make not a doubt that the divining rod is one of those secrets of 
natural magic, the mysteiy of which is to be explained by the sympathies exist- 
ing between physical things operated upon by the planets, and rendered effi- 
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Wolfert’s heart leaped with joy at having met with so learned 
and able a coadjutor. Everything went on secretly hut swim- 
mingly. The doctor had many consultations with his patient, 
and the good woman of the household lauded the comforting 
effect of his visits. In the mean time, the wonderful divining 
rod, that great key to nature’s secrets, was duly prepared. The 
doctor had thumbed over all his books of knowledge for the 
occasion ; and the black fisherman was engaged to take him in 
his skiff to the scene of enterprise ; to work with spade and pick- 
axe in unearthing the treasure; and to freight his bark with the 
weighty spoils they were certain of finding. 

At length the appointed night arrived for this perilous under- 
taking. Before Wolfert left his home, he counselled his wife 
and daughter to go to bed, and feel no alarm if he should not 
return during the night. . Like reasonable women, on being told 
not to feel alarm, they fell immediately into a panic. They saw 
at once by his manner that something unusual was in agitation ; 
all their fears about the unsettled state of his mind were revived 
with tenfold force ; they hung about him, entreating him not to 
expose himself to the night air, but all in vain. When once 
Wolfert was mounted on his hobby, it was no easy matter to get 
. him out of the saddle. It was a clear starlight night when he 
issued out of the portal of the Webber palace. He wore a large 
flapped hat, tied under the chin with a handkerchief of his 
daughter’s, to secure him from the night damp ; while Dame 
Webber threw her long red cloak about his shoulders, and fas- 
tened it round his neck. 

The doctor had been no less carefully armed and accoutred 
by his housekeeper, the vigilant Frau Ilsy *, and sallied forth in 
his carablet robe by way of surcoat; his black velvet cap under 
his cocked hat; a thick clasped hook under his arm ; a basket of 
drugs and dried herbs in one hand, and in the other the miracu- 
lous rod of divination. 

The great church clock struck ten as Wolfert and the doctor 
pnssed by the cbrn’chyard, and the watcliman bawled, in hoarse 
voice, a long and doleful All’s well!” A deep sleep had 
already fallen upon this primitive little burgh. Nothing dis- 

cacwits by tlie sfcronpr faith of the individual. Lot the divining rod he properly 
grathered at the proper tinic of tlie moon, cut into the proper form, used with the 
necessary ceremonies, and with a perfect* faith in its ellicacv, and I can coiUidently 
recoimnena it to my fellow-citizeas as an inlallibie means of diseov^ering the 
yamus places on the island of the Manhattoos where treasure hath been buried 
m the olden time. D x 
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turned this awful silence, excepting now and then the hark of 
some profligate, night-walking dog, or the serenade of some 
romantic cat. 

It is true Wolfert fancied more than once that he heard the 
sound of a stealthy footfall at a distance behind them; but it 
might have been merely the echo of their own steps echoing 
along the quiet streets. He thought also, at one time, that he 
saw a tali figure skulking after them, stopping when they 
stopped, and moving on as they proceeded ; but the dim and un- 
certain lamp-light threw such vague gleams and shadows, that 
this might all have been mere fancy. 

They found the old fisherman waiting for them, smoking his 
pipe in the stern of his skiff, which was moored just in front of 
his little cabin. A pickaxe and spade were lying in the 
bottom of the boat, with a dark lantern, and a stone bottle of 
good Dutch courage, i^ which honest Sam, no doubt, put even 
more faith than Dr. Knipperhausen in his drugs. 

Thus, then, did these three worthies embark in their cockle- 
shell of a skiff upon this nocturnal expedition, with a wisdom 
and valour equalled only by the three wise men of Gotham, who 
had ventured to sea in a bowl. The tide was rising and running 
rapidly up the Sound. The current bore them along almost 
without the aid of an oar. The profile of the town lay all in 
shadow. Here and there a light feebly glimmered from some 
sick chamber, or from the cabin-window of some vessel at anchor 
in the stream. Not a cloud obscured the deep starry firmament, 
the lights of which wavered on the surface of the placid river, 
and a shooting meteor, streaking its pale course in the very di- 
rection they were taking, was interpreted by the doctor into a 
most propitious omen. 

In a little while they gHded by the point of Corlear’s Hook, 
with the rural inn, which had been the scene of such night ad- 
ventures. The family had retired to rest, and the house was dark 
and still. Wolfert felt a chill pass over him as they passed the 
point where the buccaneer had disappeared. He pointed it out 
to Dr. Knipperhausen. While regardingit, they thought they 
saw a boat actually lurking at the very place ; but the shore 
cast such a shadow over the border of the water that they could 
discern nothing distinctly. They had not proceeded far when 
they heard the low sound of distant oars, as if cautiously pulled. 
Sam plied his oars with redoubled vigour, and knowing all the 
eddies and currents of the stream, soon left their followers, if 
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such they were, far astern. In a little while ' they stretched 
across Turtle Bay and Kip’s Bay, then shrouded themselves in 
the deep shadows of the Manhattan shore, and glided swiftly 
along, secure from observation. At length the negro shot his 
skiff into a little cove, darkly embowered by trees, and made it 
fast to the weIl-kno\m iron ring. 

They now landed, and lighting the lantern, gathered their 
various implements, and proceeded slowly through the bushes. 
Every sound startled them, even that of their own footsteps 
among the dry leaves ; and the hooting of a screech-owl from 
the shattered chimney of the neighbouring ruin made their 
blood run cold. 

In spite of all Wolfert’s caution in taking note of the land- 
marks, it was some time before they could find the open place 
arnoTig the trees wdiere the treasure was supposed to be buried. 

At length they came to the ledge of rock, and on examin- 
ing its surface by the aid of the lantern, Wolfert recognised the 
three mystic crosses. Their hearts beat quick, for the mo- 
mentous trial was at hand that was to determine their hopes. 

The lantern w^as now held by Wolfert Webber, while the 
doctor produced the divining rod. It was a forked twig, one 
end of which was grasped firmly in each hand ; while the centre, 
forming the stem, pointed perpendicularly upwards. The doctor 
moved this wand about, within a certain distance of the earth, 
from place to place, but for some time without any effect; 
while Wolfert kept the light of the lantern turned full upon it, 
and watched it with the most breathless interest. At length ^ 
the rod began slowly to turn. The doctor grasped it with 
greater earnestness, his hands trembling with the agitation of • 
his mind. The wand continued to turn gradually, until at 
length the stem had reversed its position, and pointed perpen- 
dicularly downward, and remained pointing to one spot as 
fixedly as the needle to the pole. 

This is the spot r said the doctor, in an almost inaudible 
tone. 

Wolfort’s heart w^as in his tlu’oat, 

Shall I dig?’’ said the negro, grasping the spade.— Pots{ 
iansendSf no !” replied the little doctor, hastily. He now order 
his compaiiions to keep close by him, and to maintain the m> 
inffexible silence; that certain precautions must be taken, ai- 
ceremonies used, to prevent the evil spirits, which kept aboi 
buried treasure, from doing them any harm. 
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He then drew a circle round the place enough to include the 
whole party. He next gathered dry twigs and leaves, and 
made a tircj upon -which he threw certain drugs and dried herbs, 
wdiich he had brought in his basket. A thick smoke rose, 
diffusing a potent odour, savouring marvellously of brimstone 
and asafoetida, which, however grateful it might be to the 
olfactory nerves of spirits, nearly strangled poor Wolfert, and 
produced a fit of coiigdiing and wheezing that made the whole 
grove resound. Dr. Knipperhausen then unclasped the volume 
which he had brought under his arm, which was printed in red 
and black characters in German text. While Wolfert held the 
lantern, the doctor, by the aid of his spectacles, read off several 
forms of conjuration in Latin and German. He then ordered 
Sam to seize the pickaxe and proceed to work. The close- 
bound soil gave obstinate signs of not having been disturbed 
for many a year. After having picked his way through the 
surface; Sam came to a bed of sand and gravel, which he threw 
briskly to right and left with the spade, 

“Hark!” said Wolfert, who fancied he heard a trampling 
among the dry leaves, and a rustling through the hushes. 
Sam paused for a moment, and they listened — ^no footstep was 
near. The bat flitted by them in silence ; a bird, roused from 
its roost by the light which glared up among the trees, ffew 
circling about the flame. In the profound stillness of the 
woodland they could distinguish the current rippling along the 
rocky shoi^e, and the distant murmuring and roaring of Hell- 
gate. 

The negro continued his labours, and had already digged a 
considerable hole. The doctor stood on the edge, reading 
formulae, every now and then, from his black letter volume, or 
throwing more drugs and herbs upon the fire ; while W olfert 
bent anxiously over the pit, watching every stroke of the spade. 
Any one witnessing the scene, thus lighted up by fire, lantern, 
and the reflection of W' olfert’s red mantle, might have mistaken 
tile little doctor for some foul magician, busied in his incanta- 
tions, and the grizzly -headed negro for some swart goblin, 
^ bedient to his commands. 

^ At length the spade of the old fisherman struck upon some- 
^ ung that sounded hollow; the sound vibrated to Wolfert’s 
.eart. He struck his spade again — “ ’Tis a chest,” said Sam. 
— “ Full of gold, 111 warrant it!” cried Wolfert, clasping ins 
hands with rapture. 
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Scarcely had he uttered the words, when a sound from 
above caught his ear. He cast up his eyes, and io ! by the ex- 
piring light of the fire, he beheld, just over the disk of the rockj 
wimt appeared to be the grim visage of the drowned buccaneer, 
grinning hideously down upon him. 

Wolfert gave a loud cry, and let fail the lantern. His panic 
communicated itself to his companions. The negro leaped out 
of the hole ; the doctor dropped his book and basket, and began 
to pray in German. All was horror and confusion. The fire 
was scattered about, the lantern extinguished. In their hurry- 
scurry, they ran against and confounded one another. They 
fancied a legion of hobgoblins let loose upon them, and that 
they saw, by the fitful gleams of the scattered embers, strange 
figures in red caps, gibbering and ramping around them. The 
doctor ran one way, the negro another, and Wolfert made for 
the waterside. As he plunged, struggling onwards through 
bush and brake, he heard the tread of some one in pnr^t. He 
scrambled frantically forward. The footsteps gained upon him. 
He Ihlt himself grasped by his cloak, when suddenly his pursuer 
was attacked in turn. A fierce tight and struggle ensued. A 
pistol was discharged that lit up rock and bush for a second, and 
showed two figures grappling together — all was then darker 
than ever. The contest continued; the combatants clenched 
each other, and panted and groaned, and rolled among the 
rocks. There was snarling and growling as of a cur, mingled 
with curses, in which Wolfert fancied he could recognise the 
voice of the buccaneer. He would fain have fled, but he was 
on the brink of a precipice, and could go no further. Again 
the parties were on their feet; again there was a tugging and 
struggling, as if strength alone could decide the combat, until 
one was precipitated from the brow of the cliff, and sent head- 
long into the deep stream that whirled below. Wolfert heard 
the plunge, and a kind of strangling, bubbling murmur; but the 
darkness of the night hid everything from him, and the swiftness 
of the current swept everything instantly out of hearing. 

One of the combatants was disposed of, but whether friend or 
foe, W olfert could not tell, or whether they might not both be 
foes. He heard the survivor approach, and his terror revived. 
He saw, where the profile of tlie rocks rose against the horizon, 
a human form advancing. He could not be mistaken — it must 
be the buccaneer. VVliither should he fly? a precipice was on 
one side, a murderer on the other. The enemy approached — 
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he was close at hand. Wolfert attempted to let himself down 
the face of the cliif. His cloak caught in a thorn that grew on 
the edge. He was jerked from off his feet, and held dangling 
in tlie air, half choked by the string with which his careful wife 
had fastened the garment round his neck. Wolfert thought his 
last moment was arrived; already had he committed his soul to 
St. Nicholas, when the string broke, and be tumbled down the 
bank, bumping from rock to rock, and bush to bush, and leaving 
the red cloak fluttering', like a bloody banner, in the air. 

It was a long while before AYolfert came to himself. When 
he opened his eyes, the ruddy streaks of morning were already 
shooting up the sky. He found himself lying in the bottom of 
a boat, grievously battered. He attempted to sit up, but w^as 
too sore and stiff to move. A voice requested him, in friendly 
accents, to lie still. He turned Ms eyes towards the speaker — 
it was Dirk Waldron. He had dogged the party at the earnest 
request of Dame Webber and her daughter, who, with the 
laudable curiosity of their sex, had pried into the secret consul- 
tations of Wolfert and the doctor, Dirk had been completely 
distanced in following the light skiff of the fisherman, and had 
just come in time to rescue the poor money-digger from his 
pursuer. 

Thus ended this perilous enterprise. The doctor and Blade 
Sam severally found their way back to the Manhattoes, each 
ha ving some dreadful tale of peril to relate. As to poor Wolfert, 
instead of returning in triumph, laden with bags of gold, he was 
borne home on a shutter, followed by a rabble rout of curious 
urchins. 

His wife and daughter saw the dismal pageant from a distance, 
»and alarmed the neighbourhood with their cries ; they thought 
the poor man had suddenly settled the great debt of nature in 
one of his wayward moods. Finding him, however, still living, 
they had him speedily to bed,' and a jury of old matrons of the 
neiglibourhood assembled to determine how he should be 
doctored. 

The wliiffe town was in a buzz with the story of the money- 
diggers. Many repaired to the scene of the previous niglit’s 
adventures; but though they found the very place of the digging, 
they discovered nothing that compensated them for their trouble. 
Some say they found the fragments of an oaken chest, and an 
iron potiid, niiieh savoured strongly of hidden money, and tliat 
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m the old family vault there were traces of bales and boxes; 
but this is all very dubious. 

In fact, the secret of all this story has never to this day been 
discovered. Whether any treasure was ever actually buried at 
that place r whether, if so, it was carried off at night by those 
who had buried it; or whether it still remains there under the 
guardianship of gnomes and spirits until it shall be properly 
sought for, is all matter of conjecture. For my part, I incline to 
the latter opinion, and make no doubt that great sums lie buried 
both there and in many other parts of this island and its neigh- 
bourhood ever since the times of the buccaneers and the Dutch 
colonists ; and I would earnestly recommend the search after 
them to such of my fellow-citizens as are not engaged in any 
other speculations. There are many conjectures formed, also, 
as to who and what was the strange man of the seas who had 
domineered over the little fraternity at Corlear s Hook for a 
time, disappeared so strangely, and re-appeared so feaifuiiy. 

Some supposed him a smuggler, stationed at that place to 
assist his comrades in landing their goods among the rocky coves 
of the island. Others, that he was one of the ancient comrades, 
either of Kidd or Bradish, returnea to convey away treasures 
formerly hidden in the vicinity. The only circumstance that 
thi^ows anything like a vague light on this mysterious matter 
is a report which prevailed of a strange foreign-built shallop, 
with much the look of a piccaroon, having been seen hovering 
about the Sound for several days without landing', or reporting 
herself, though boats were seen going to and from her at night; 
and that she was seen standing out of the mouth of the harbour, 
in the grey of the dawn, after the catastrophe of the money- 
diggers. » 

I must not omit to mention another report, also, which I con- 
fess is rather apocryphal, of the buccaneer, wdio was supposed to 
have been drowned, being seen before daybreak with a lantern 
in his hand, seated astride his great sea-chest, and sailing through 
Hell-gate, which just then began to roar and bellow with re- 
doubled fury. 

While ail the gossip world was thus filled with talk and 
rumour, poor Wolfert lay sick anti sorrowful in his bed, bruised 
in body, and sorely beaten down in mind. His wife and 
daughter did all they could to bind up his wounds, both corpora! 
and spiritual The good old dame never stirred from his bed- 
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side, where she sat knitting from morning till night; while liis 
daughter busied herself about him with the fondest care. Nor 
did they lack assistance from abroad. Whatever may be said 
of the desertion of friends in distress, they had no complaint of 
the kind to make ; not an old wife of the neighbourhood but 
abandoned her w^ork to crowd to the mansion of Wolfert Webber, 
inquire after his health, and the particulars of his story. Not 
one came, moreover, without her little pipkin of penny-royal, 
sage, halm, or other herb tea, delighted at an opportunity of 
signalising her kindness and her doctorship. 

What clrencliings did not the poor Wolfert undergo, and all 
in vain : it w^as a moving sight to behold him wasting away 
day by day ; growing thinner and thinner, and ghastlier and 
ghastlier, and staring with rueful visage from under an old 
patchwork counterpane, upon the jury of matrons kindly as- 
sembled to sigh and groan, and look unhappy around him. 

Dirk Waldron was the only being that seemed to shed a ray 
of sunshine into this house of mourning. He came in with cheery 
look and manly spirit, and tried to reanimate the expiring heart 
of the poor money-digger ; but it was all in vain. Wolfert was 
completely done over. If anything was w^anting to complete his 
despair, it was a notice served upon him, in the midst of his dis- 
tress, that the corporation wei'e about to run a new street through 
the very centre of his cabbage-garden. He now saw nothing 
before him but poverty and ruin — his last reliance, the garden 
of his forefathers, was to be laid waste — and what then was to 
become of his poor wife and child ? His eyes filled with tears as 
they followed the dutiful Amy out of the room one morning. 
Dirk Waldron was seated beside him ; Wolfert grasped his hand, 
pointed after his daughter, and for the first time since his illness, 
broke the silence lie had maintained. 

I am going !’^ said he, shaking his head feebly ; and when 

I am gone — my poor daughter — ‘‘ Leave her to me, 

father !’* said Dirk, manfully ; 111 take care of her 1” 

Wolfert looked up in the face of the cheery, strapping young- 
ster, and saw there was none better able to take care of a woman. 

Enough,’’ said he, she is yours ! — and now fetch me a 
lawyer— let me make my will and die I” 

I'he lawyer was brought, a dapper, bustling, round-headed 
little man — Roorback (or Rollebuck, as it was pronounced) by 
name. At the sight of him the tvomen broke into loud lainenta* 
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tions, for they looked upon the sig’ning of a wlil as the signing 
of a death-warrant. Wolfert made a feeble motion for them to 
be silent. Poor Jkmy burned her face and her grief in the bed- 
curtain : Dame Webber resumed her knitting to hide fier distress, 
which betrayed itself, however, in a pellucid tear which trickled 
silently down, and hung at the end of her peaked nose : while 
the cat, the only unconcerned member of the family, played with 
the good dame’s ball of worsted, as it roiled about the door. 

Wolfert lay on his back, bis nightcap drawn over his fore- 
head, his eyes closed, his whole visage the picture of death. He 
begged the lawyer be briefj for he felt his end approaching, 
and that he had no time to lose. The lawyer nibbed bis pen, 
spread out his paper, and prepared to write. 

give and bequeath,” said Wolfert, faintly, “my small 
farm — ” 

What! — all?” exclaimed the lawyer. 

Wtdfert half opened his eyes, and looked upon the lawyer. 

“ Yes — ail,” said he. 

“ Wliat! all that great patch of land with cabbages and sun- 
flowers, n'hicli the corporation is just going* to run a main street 
througli 

“The same,” said Wolfert, with a heavy sigh, and sinking 
back upon his pillow. 

“ I wish him joy that inherits it !” said the little lawyer, 
cliuckling and rubbing his hands involuntarily. 

“ What do you mean?” said Wolfert, again opening his eyes. 

“ That he’ll be one of the richest men in the place !” cried 
little Bollebuck. 

The expiring Wolfert seemed to step back from the threshold 
of existence ; his eyes again lighted up ; he raised himself in 
his bed, shoved back his worsted red nightcap, and stared 
broadly at the lawyer, 

“ You don’t say so !” exclaimed he. 

“Faith, hut I do!” rojoined the other. “Why, when that 
great Held, and that huge meadow, come to be laid out in streets, 
and cut up into snug building lots — why, wdioever owns it need 
not puli oif his hat to the patroon 1” 

“Say you so?” cried Wolfert, half thrusting one leg out of 
bed ; “why, then, I think I’ll not make my will yet !’ 

To the surprise of everybody, the dying man actually reco- 
vered. The vital spark, which had glimmered faintly in the 



OR GOLDEK BREAMS, 295 ' 

socket, received fresli fuel from the oil of gladness which the little 
laAvyer poured into his soul. It once more burnt up into a flame. 
Give physic to the heart, ye who would revive the body of a 
spirit-broken man ! In a few days Woifert left bis room ; in a 
few days more his table was covered with deeds, plans of streets, 
and building lots. Little Hollebuck was constantly with him, 
his right hand man and adviser, and instead of making- his will, 
assisted in tiie more agreeable task of making his fortune. 

In fact, Woifert Webber was one of those many worthy 
Dutch burghers of the Manhattoes, whose fortunes have been 
made in a manner in spite of themselves ; who have tenaciously 
neld on to their hereditary acres, raising turnips and cabbages 
about the skirts of the city, hardly able to make both ends meet, 
until the corporation has cruellj?’ driven streets through their 
abodes, and they have suddenly awakened out of a lethargy, and 
to their astonishment found themselves rich men! 

Eefoi'e many months had elapsed, a great hustling street 
passed through the very centre of the Webber garden, just 
where Woifert had di’eamed of finding a treasure. His golden 
dream was accomplished. He did indeed find an unlooked for 
source of w^ealth; for when his paternal lands were distributed 
into building lots, and rented out to safe tenants, instead of pro- 
ducing a paltry crop of cabbag es, they returned him an abundant 
crop of rents; insomuch that on quarter-day it was a goodly 
sight to see bis tenants knocking at hiS door from morning to 
night, each with a little round-bellied bag of money, the golden 
produce of the soil. 

The ancient mansion of his forefathers was still kept up; but 
instead of being a little yellow-fronted Dutch house in a garden, 
it now stood boldly in the midst of a street, the grand house of 
the neighbourhood, for Woifert enlarged it with a wing on each 
side, and a cupola or tea-room on top, where he might climb up 
and smoke his pipe in hot weather; and in tlie course of time the 
wlmle mansion was overrun by the chubby-faced prog-eny of 
Amy Webber and Dirk Waldron. 

As Woifert waxed old, and rich, and corpulent, he also setup 
a great gingerbread-coloured carriage, drawn by a pair of black 
Flanders mares, with tails that swept the ground ; and to com- 
memorate the origin of his greatness, he had for his crest a full- 
blown cabbage painted on the panels, with the pithy motto 
a Ikes kopf, that is to say, ale head, meaning-, thereby, that he 
had risen by their bead- work. 
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To fin the measure of his gTeatness, in the fulness of tii 
renowned Ramin Rapelye slept with his fathers, and 1 
Webber succeeded to the leather-bottomed armchair in f 
parlour at Corlear’s Hook, where he long reigned, | 
honoured and respected, insomuch that he was never kn< 
tell a story without its being* believed, nor to utter a jok^ 
out its being laughed at. 


IHL END 
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